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This Second Yolame of " The Beader's ShakeapeAie " 
Ibe Tragedies, with the addition of one Bomimtio Play, " The Teoi- 

pest '' — which is here inserted to equalize the size of the volumes. 

As in the Historical Piajs, the Tragedies are condensed bj the 
Qlnissiou of all unnecessary or objectionable scenes and words— re. 
taining, hon-erer, (as much as possible,) all the poetry of expression, 
with the interest or bainoor of eitnatton aad action. The Original 
Baidings— marked in the notes O. R.— (the test of the First Folio 
being generally given, although that of the earlier quartos baa been 
sometimes preferred.) have been carefally followed : obsolete and dif- 
ficult words and aIlui>ions are briefly explained, and the punctuation 
is regulated- The Editor's aim has been . not to restore or pntch up a 
corrupted version, by any eonjectnral emendations ; but to give to 
every retained passage a definite meaning— at once intelligible to the 
Header, and appreciable by the Auditor. 

The Connecting Narratives have been drawn up, as well as the Ex- 
planatory Notes, with determinate brevity. 

The Emphatic and Principal Words are denoted b; an " unobtru- 
sive " diacritic mark placed 'before the word, (although the stress is 
chiefly manifested on the ac'cented syllable.)— One additional mark 
has been relaiued [. . .] to note an expressive or eniotionsl pause. 

Several Correspondente have Jnqnired, On what principle is the 
'■ little diftoritio " introduced ? A reply, extracted from " The Stand- 
ard Elocutionist ""(P- II) is here given; — 

" Every sentence, or association of words or clauses making up a 
proposition, has a principal idea, the nuril chieSy eipreasive of wluoh 
shoold be distinguished from the subordinate and accesBory words. 

In phrases or seuteiinea, all words that express ideas new to the 
context are distinguished by accent ; and all words that hevs been 
previously stated or implied are unaccented. In Headiug at Sight, 
all meanings, (words, or phrases,) that mny reasonably have been 
nntioipated — that are repeated^ — thnt are subordinate — that are a logi- 
cal sequence,— or that, in any way, may be concluded or inferred, or 
that appeal to the auditors' foreknowledge. ^should be read without 
any force of emphatic stress. 



^ 



4 FBEFACE. 

Adt word need in eaiUnn't to a preceding term is rendered praml 
nsDt by superior accent : and any vord used in coDtnt<( 1o an onti 
thesis that is not funaaUy expre^«l, b prououurvd wiili a ^trongei 
d^ree of etnphaaiB to m^/gat the contrasted itiea." 

The Third Volnme will contaia Condeosations of all the Comedies 



The Editor is deairouB to make a record here — that, in his first at 
tumpta to condense and arrauge the FUjs of Shakespeare fur Public 
Beading, (mute than fifty years ago,) he had the co-operation of Lis 
btber. Professor Alexander Bell.* a profound Shakespearean Brholar ; 
and that, more lately, he has be«n iudebted <o bis brotbpr. Profesaoi 
Alexander Melville Bell,>< for many important anggeations. 

1517 TamTi-nrTH Stbkit, 

Wesi Wabhinotos, D. 0., July, 1896. 
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ledlmtTitji of §|H«ch, dipd In London, ISOfi, 
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Fourteen of Sbakaapeate'a Plaja were nurrpptilionaly published, 
sevenJ wilhoat ibe author's BUperrisiou ; these are known as the 
Early QnarloH ; of aome, no copy remains — Stationera' Hall having 
been injured in the Great Fire of London, 1666, 



The First Folio was printed in 1623, the Second Folio in 1S32, and 
the Third Folio in 1664. The Second and Third Folios are ko care- 
lessly edited that their authority is worthleaa. Bnt the Third Folio, 
oontains Seven Flays, not hitherto' inolnded in Shakespeare's Works : 

LOCBINB. iJlB JOQN OlDOIBTLG, 

The London PaoDioiL, Thomas Lord Ceouweu., 
pEBioLEB, Tbe Yobkshibb Tsaoedi, 

The Pobitan. 
Of these Plays " Perioles " is tbe only one received by English edi- 
tors ; the others have been admitted by several German commentators. 
Beddea ThlFty-BsveD Pluye. BbakMpesie u autbar at tbe foltowlag . 




PRINCE OF TYRE. 



In this Chionolagical Anangemem oF Shakespeare's TraKCdies, 

the earliest place is assigned to ■■ Pericles. Prince of Tyre." On 
reference to Meres' List |see page 6|. the (irsi non-historical play 
is ■■ Titus Andronicus " ; but a later authority, John Dryden— the 
greatest poet and dramatist of the seventeenth century, a man well 
versed in all the traditions of the sta|;e, the friend and associate of 
Sir William D'Avenant.— has left this record* of his great prede- 
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Tyro .a 
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There is, however, little doubt that this tragedy, like several of 
the earher plays, was merely a reproduction of an older Drama, 
revised and retouched by ihe youthful hand of Shakespeare, (par- 
ticularly in the Fifth Act}. No publication exists of this old drama, 
but it was once very popular. In 1596. the writer of " Pymlico, or 
Runne Redcap," refers to it as a well-known and attractive play 
prior to that year: 



wpl. 
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Shakespeare's first attempts ::t dramatic alleraUon belong to 
about 1589 ; and rapidly in the following years, he became celebrated 
as an author; and then (when his fame was established! the suc- 
cessful Poet's earliest effort was eagerly sought for and produced. 
Therefore it was not till 160B that this Play was entered in the 
Stationers' Register ; and in iGog it was first published, with the 
following title-page :— 

■'The Late and much admired Play, called Pericles, Prince of 
Tyre, with the true Relation of the whole Historic. advcntuccB, and 
fortunes of the said Prince : As also, the no less strange and 
worlhie accidents, in the Birth and Life, of his Daughter Mariana. 
As it hath been diuers and sundry limes acted by his Maieslie'a 
Seruants, at the Globe, on the Banck-side. By William Shake- 
speare. . 1609." 

Another edition followed in the same year, and again in 1611 and 
1619. Notwithstanding its undoubted success and repeated publi- 
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cations, it was not printed in the First Folio of 1623 : and it 
not till the production of the Third Folio (of 1664) that it waa : 

eluded in any edition of Shakespeare's Works •' Pericles " ia, 

regard to hlerary merit, greatly inferior^excepl, perhaps, in 1 
Fifth Act — to any of his early tregedies ; while the text is often 
coiTupt as to baffle the most ingenious of conje 
tors ; who have proved the poetic axiom, that 

There is no doubt thai the alleged author " did not o' 
owne writings," but that the public were again " abused " with 

" stolne and surreptitious copies." * 



W The story of " Periclea, Prince (or King) of Tyre," is found in the 
' " Qesta Romanorum," and similar colleclions of old tales. It was 
the subject of a metrical romance by John Gower, (died 1402. | entitled 
'■ The Story of Appolonius the Prince of Tyre," in the " Confeasio 
Amantis, or Stories of the Seven Deadly Sins," first printed in 
1483 ; and of a Novel, by Twine, called " The Pallerne of Painefull 
Adventera," published in 1576. The dramatist, however, is chiefly 
indebted to Gower's poem. 

This Play, illustrating the vicissitudes of fortune, is essentially 

tries. The author has therefore skilfully introduced the old Poet, 
John Gower himself, as a kind of Chorus, — to connect, by a rhyming 
:, the widely-separated Scenes and Incidents. 



The Dramatis Persoiue retained in this Condensation are : 



AtiTtooauB, Kijig of Antioeh.'' 
Pebiolks, Prince of Tyre.' 
If euoiUDB, > Two Lords of 
Eboanks , J Tgre. 

StMONiuKB, King of PetitapoiU.' 
Clkojj, Goternor of Tnrmi.' 
Lttsimaohub, flovernor of Mily- 
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DioMxXA, Wffe to Oieon. 

Thaiba, Daughter to Simonida. 

Mabina, Daughter to Periela and 
Thaina. 

LioHoaiTiA, Nvru to Marina. 

Diana, Goddeie of the Temple. 

GowEB, a* Choru». 

Lorde, Ladiet, KnighUt, Gentle- 
men, BaUora. Pirates, litiiher- 
I men, and MeMengen. 



Scene — Dispersedly in various Countries. 

.illy 1* BjtU, ou Vat, rlvar Orontii "Tyrt, 11 Kapui 

__ nHui— the Hiolont Qoeen ol tlia Bca. iPeiitapolla. i_ 

Htr.bdQDgiag lopopHca! EOnempby. _ _ •Ta!iu«_(0. R. TbinuBj tliii_«icient 



CUlDl*, dh thn rtver CTdnm. 'MItyleae, tha uctent opllAl □! the Mruid of 

- ■- "" "TMl«n Archlpoliga ! Ephosaa, onoe the jnoat uplendld idtrot 

bfty of tha ^Bui ■») — dow % mlianbte Turklvh lllu^. 



PEBICLES. 

Before the Tragedy commences, while wc are viewing the e 
terior of the Palace at Antioch, the Chorus-Poet approaches 
deliver an explanatory Prologue ; 

IGovjer. To sing a soug that 'old was sung. 
From ashes ancient Gower* is come, 
EeBuming' man's infirmities, 
L To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 

U It hath been sung at festivals, 

■ On ember-eves, and holy-ales ;° 

I And lords and ladies, in their Uvea 

I Have read it for restoratives. 

I If 'you, — bom in these latter times, 

I When wit 'a more ripe,^accept my rhymes, 

I And that, to hear an old man sing 

I May to your wishes pleasui-e bring, 

I I 'life would wish ; and that I might 

I Waste it for 'you, like taper-light. — 

I This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great 

I Built up ; this city was his chiefest seat, 

■ The fairest in all Syria,— 

I (I tell you what my authors say.) 

f 'This King tmto him toot a fere," 

Who died— and left a female heir 
So buxom, blithe, and full" of face. 
As Heaven bad lent her all its grace. 
Bad 'child, worse ' father I To entice his own 
To 'evil, should be done by none. — 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many Princes thither frame' 
To woo her : but he made a law, 
(To keep 'her still, and 'men in awe,) 
That, whoso asked her for his wife, — 
Hifi 'riddle told not,— lost his life : 
So, for her many a wight did die, 
As yon grim looks do testify. 
What now 'ensues, to the judgement of your 'e; 
I give.^my cause who best can justify.' n 

The old Poet must be supposed to point to the heads of the i 
fortunate lovers exposed on the gales. 




ita;emect. hit: alrei^T Ic-s; ihe^ ::Tes. Peri- 
it:oe}ns hJ^r-stlf, of tbe fauJ cunscqucuce cjt 

^Rt. Totmg Prince of Trre, yon have at tArge* Teoeived 
The 'duiger of tlie task too undertake ! 

^er. I have, Antioclias ; and, with a cool 
Embotdened with joai dan^ter's piatse, 
Tbiab death "no hazard in ' this enterprizr. 

Ant, Yon Bometime' famous Princes, [,^;^;?^'^|il^^3 — like 
thjwlf 
Drawn bj 'report, adventuroDs by 'desire,^ 
Tell tbe«, with Bpe»:ble63 toogues and semblance pat^ 
That, without covering — save tod field of stars, — 
'The; here stand 'martyre, slain in Cupid's wars; 
And, with dead eheeka, advise thee — to desist 
From going in° Death's net, wbom none resist. 

fer. Antiocbos, I thank thee, who hast taught 
My frail mortality to know 'itself; 
And, by those fearful objects, to prepare 
' This body, like to 'them, to ^hat I must : 
For death, remembered, ehould be like a mirror 
That tells us, Life 's but breath, — to trust it, error. 
I '11 make my 'will then ; and, as sick men do 
Who know the world, see ' heaven, but, feeling woe, 
Grip not at 'earthly joys as erst^ they did ; 
So, I bequeath a happy 'peace, to "you 
And 'all good men, (as 'e\erj prince should do) ; 
My 'riches, to the earth from whence they came ; 
Dut to your daughter my unspotted ' love : 
Thus, ready for the way of life or death, 
I wait the sharpest blow. 

AnC, Sconjing ailvice I — ^Read the concluBion", then ; ["it™"!'.' 
Which, read and 'not expounded, 't is decreed — 
As these 'before thee, thou 'thyBelf shalt bleed. 

IJ'er. Like a bold champion, I assume' the lists,' 
^ Nor Hsk advice of any other thought 
B 'at faith fill II eua, and courage. 
r 



. -^^i^m rlddfp (whldb tL^ jUTiuiB«iiC'Dt of Iho plaj dai-e 

.ybeuiDdlflcd thui: 
'" "* vkwr, yi-l I feed He 'a fither, fcin, and 
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The Prince silently peruses the riddle, and shrewdly interprels 
its meaning, which involves the fame of the fair Princess : he at 
once declines ta proceed with his suit ; suggesting, [ather than ex- 
plaining, his 



'er. Sharp 'physic is this scroll : but, O you Powers 
That give Heaven countless eyes to 'view men's acts, 
Why 'cloud they not their sights, 'perpetually, 
If this be 'true which makes me pale to 'read itT 
For he 'a no man on whom 'perfections wait, 
That, knowing Sin 'within, will touch the 'gate. 
Good sooth, I care not for her I 
Ant. Prince Pericles, your time 's expired : 

Either 'expound now, or receive your sentence. 

I/'er. Great King, 
Few love to ' hear the sins they love to 'act ; 
• 'T would 'braid' 'yourself too near for me to tell it. 
r "Who has a book of all that 'monarcbs do, 
I He 's more secure to keep it 'shut, than 'shown ; 
I For vice repeated 's like the wandering wind, 
I Blows dust in 'others' eyes to spread 'itself. 
I The blind mole casts 
I ' Oopped*" hills towards 'Heaven, to tell — the 'earth is 
I thronged 

I By man's oppression ; and the poor wonn° doth 'die 
I for 't. 

' Kings are earth's 'gods ; in vice, their law 's their 'vrill : 
And if 'Jove stray, who dares say — Jove doth 'ill! 
It is enough 'jou know ; and it is fit. 
What being 'more known grows 'worse, to smother it. 
All love the source*' that 'lirst their being bred, — 
Then give my tongue 'lite leave, to love my 'head. 



[Aidda,] Heaven, that I had 'thy bead I He has found 
the meaning ; 
But I will 'gloze" with him. — ^Toung Prince of Tyre, 
Though, by the tenor of our strict edict, 
(Your exposition 'mis-interpreting,) 
We might proceed to can eel- off your days'; 
Tet hope,— succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self,— doth tune us otherwise: 
Forty days longer we do respite y 
H, by which time, our secret be ii 
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Thia mtTCj shows — we 11 joy in sacb > 'eon 
And, HDtU tben, yoat entertaki shall be 
As cloth befit oar honoar, tind roar worth. 

/"er, . . . How 'courteey would seem to cover 'sin. — 
When 'what is done is like a hypocrite ; 
The which is good, in nothing bat in 'sight I*— 
Antioch, farewell! for wisdom sees, where men 
Blush not in actions blacker th&n the night. 
They H shun* no course to keep them from the 'light 
'One sin, I know, 'another doth provoke ; 
Then, leat 'my life be cropped to keep 'you clear. 
By 'flight I 'U 'shun the danger which I fear. ^g^ 

Antiochus returns. 

Ant. He hath fonnd the meaning ! 

For the which we mean to have his head ! 
He must not live to trumpet-forth 'my infamy, 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin : 

■ And therefore 'instantly this Prince must die; 
Por, by 'hia fall, my 'honour must keep high. — 
Who attends UH there'! ['^t'"'] Thaliard, 
Ttou 're o( our chamber, and our mind partakes* 
Her 'jjrivate actions to your secrecy; 
Aiid, for your faithfulness, we will 'advance you. , . . 
Thaliard, behold, 'here 's poison, — and here 'b 'gold 
We 'hate the Prioce of Tyre, and thou must 'kill hii 
It fits thee not to ask the reason 'why — 
Because 'we bid it. Say, then, is it done T 
'/'hat. My lord, "t is done. 
Aiit. Enough. — 

A Messenger hastily enters. 
MfH», My lorJ, Prince Pericles ia 'fled, [i^".' 
Ant . . Thaliard, as thou 

Wilt live, fly 'after: and, aa an arrow, shot 
From ft well-experienced areber, 'hits the mark 
Hia eye doth level at, so do thou ne'er return. 
Unless thou say, — " Prince Pericles is 'dead." 
Thai. Mv lord, it I can get within my pistol's length, 

I 'II moko him sure enough 1 so farewell to your high- 



I 
I 



^^^^ tliai 
^^^K hea 



»liard, adieu— [Ti,l!,l"ra.] — Till Pericles be 'dead, 
heart can lend no succour to my 'head. i 



:iped from Antioch to his awn city of Tyre ; but. 






U-J PEBJCLEa. 18 

'e Anliochua. he dC' 
inie, lo seek shellei 

on some foreign shore. He therefore hastens to consult L^rd 

Helicanus, his faithful and trustworthy minister : 

ffer. [^'' "'ZifBmf"'"] Let none disturb us. — "Wliy sbould this 

charge" of tliouglits,^ 
The sad companion, dull-eyed Melancholy," 
Be my bo 'used a gneat, as not an 'hour — 
In the 'day's glorious walk, or peaceful 'night, 
(The tomb whei-e grief should sleep) can breed me 

quiet? 
Here pleasures court mine eyes,— and mine eyes shun 

them! 
Then it is thus :^ThQ great Antiochus 
('Grainst whom I am too 'little to contend. 
Since'' he 's 'so great,) can make his 'will his 'act, 
And think me 'speaking, though I swear to 'silence ; 
Nor boots it me to say— I 'honour him. 
If he suspect I may 'dishonour him : 
And what may make him blush in being 'known. 
He '11 stop the course by which it 'might be known : — 

I With hostile forces he '11 o'erspread my land ; 
Aud, with the ostent" of war, wUl look so huge. 
Amazement shall drive 'Courage from the State; 
Our men be 'vanquished, ere they do 'resist. 
And subjects 'punished, that ne'er 'thought offence: 
Which care of them, not pity of 'myself, 
(Who am no more but as the tops of trees 
Which fence the 'roots tbey grow by, and defend them,) 
Makes both my 'body pine, and 'sou! to languish. 
And punish that 'before, that 'he would anguish''. 
Helicanus and other Lords enter. 
Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast ! 
Lord. And keep your 'mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 
Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give 'experience tongue. 
They do 'abuse the King that flatter him ; 
For flattery is the bellows blows-up sin. 
When Signior Sooth" here does proclaim a 'peace. 
He 'flatters you, — makes war upon your ' life. — 
Prince, pardon me, — or strike me, if you please ; \^^^]' 
I cannot be much 'lower than my knees. 
. Allleaveuselse. [^,;',rl— Whatsee'BtthouiiiovKlcioV*^ 
. An 'angrj" brow, dread lord. 



>>.becaiua. 'O. K. AbA, 



ol Sir "amfle IJ^ tt» " -WMAttf kI'^''^ 
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K S BETiVEEaPEAEE. 



Per. If there be such a darfc iu |)imcea' 'frowni 

How durst thy tongue 'move ant,'ev to our 'faeeT 

Tlel. How dare the plants look up to 'heaven, from 
They have their nouiiahmeBt T 

Ptr. Thou know'et, I 've 'power to take thy life from thi 

Md. ["in'i.'] I've'ground theaxe; do 'you but strike the 'blow. 

Per. Riae, pr'ythee, rise ; ' thou art jio ' flatterer : — 
Pit counsellor, and servant for a Prince, 
Who, by thy wisdom, mak'at a Prince ' thy eervant. 
What wouldet thou have me 'do 1 

nd. To bear with patien< 

Such griefs as you do lay upon 'yourself. 

Per. Thou speak'st like a 'phyBscian, HelicanuB, 
That miniater'st a potion unto 'me, 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive 'thyself. 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 
"Where, as thou know'at, against the face of death 
I sought the purchane of a glorious beauty : 
Her 'face was, to mine eye, beyond all wonder ; 
Her 'heart aii black as night. But thou know'st this,' 
'T is time to 'fear, when tyrants seem to 'kiss 
Which fear 'so grew in me, I hither 'fled, 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Which seemed my good protector : and 'being here, 
Bethought me what was 'past,— what might 'succeed^' 
I knew him 'tyrannous; and 'tyrants' fears 
'Decrease not, but grow 'faster than their years. 

JTe.1. My lord, since you have given me 'leave to speak, 

' Freely I '11 speak. Antiochua, you fear, will take youi^ 
Hfe: "* 

Therefore, my lord, go 'travel for a whilej 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot ; 
Or till the Fates shall cut his thread of life. 
Your rule, direct to 'any ; if to 'me. 
Day serves not light more faithful than I '11 be. 

Per. I do not 'doubt thy faith : But should he wrong 
Tyre's* bbertjes in my 'absence T 

Hel. We '11 mingle our bloods together in the earth — 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. . . . Tyre, I now look 'from thee then; and to 'Tarsi^ 
Intend my travel, where I '11 heal- from thet 
And by whose letters I '11 dispose myself. — 



whenoe^^^H 




The care I 'bad, and 'liavc, of subjects' good, 

On 'thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 

I '11 take thy 'word for faitb,^iiot ask thine 'oath : 

Who shuns not to break 'one, will sure crack 'both. 

But in our orbs' we '11 live so round and sate, 

That Time, of both, this truth shall ne'er convince,"— 

' Thou show'dst a 'subject's shine," I a true 'prince. 



Thaliard has eagerly followed to Tyre, whence he heara that the 
Prince has again fled. 

Pericles, dreading this pursuit, hastens to Tarsus ; he leams, be- 
fore his arrival there, that the Citizens are famine-stiicken : there- 
fore, to secure his welcome, he brings for their relief large supplies 
of provisions. On his landing, he at once waits on Clean, the Gov- 
ernor of the famished city. 

Per. Lord Governor, — for so we hear you are, — 
Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon, fired to amaze your eves. 
We have ' heai'd your naiaeries as far as Tyre, 
And 'seen the desolation of your streets ; 
Nor come we to 'add soitow to your tears, 
But to 'relieve them of their heavy load : 
And these our ships (you, happily,^ may think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, 'war-stuffed" within,) 
Are stored with corn — to make your needy bread,' 
And give ' them life, whom hunger 'starved half-dead. 

All. The gods of Greece protect, and 'we will 'pray for 
you. 

Per. Eise ; pray you, rise : 

We do not look for 'reverence j but for ' love. 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not 'gratify. 

Or pay you with un-thankfulness in ' thought, 

(Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves,) 

The 'curse of heaven, and nacn, succeed their evils I 

'Till when, — the which, I hope, shall 'ne'er be seen, — 

Tour grace is welcome to our town and us. 

/"«". ' Which welcome we '11 accept ; feast here 'awhile. 

Until our stars, that ' frown, lend us a 'smile. iki^udi. 



The Chorua-Poel, old Gower, again comes forwac 
proKless of the story : 

Oower. Here have you seen a mighty ' King 
His child, I wis,' to ruin bring -, 

•fMOaofdotf. 
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With better ' Prince, benigner lord, 

Who will prove awful, boQi iu deed aad word ; J 

Be quiet, then, as man* should be, 

Till he has passed Necessity. — 

I '11 show you, thoae in Trouble's reign 

Losing a 'mite, a 'mountain gain. — 

Good Helicane hath stayed at home. 

Not to eat honey, like a droue. 

Prom others' laboms j for though he strive 

To kill the bad, keeps good alive ; 

And to fulfil hie Prince' deHire, 

'Senda word" of all that hapa in Tyre :— 

How Thaliard 'came full bent with sin, 

And had intent to murder bim ; 

And that, in Tarsus, 't wiis not best 

Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, Knowing" so, put forth to seas. 

Where, when men been**, there 's seldom ease: 

For now the wind begins to blow ; 

Thunders above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship 

' Should bouse him safe, is wracked and spbt ; 

And be, good Prince, (haiing all lost,) 

By waves from coast to coast is tossed. 

All perished, both of man, and pelf. 

Nor aught escaped, but himself ; 

Till Fortune, tired with doing bad. 

Threw him 'ashore, to give bim glatl ; 

And here he comes : — What shall be next. 

Pardon old Gower;^this 'longs' the 'text. 



From this prologue, we learn that the Prtnce^ — wamei 
minister Helicanus, that it was not safe for him to remain 
SUB — has again put to sea ; and, overtaken by a storm, is 
on an unknown shore. He is alone, on an open place by 
side. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stores' of heave 
Wind, rain, and thunder! 'Bemember, earthly 
Is but a substance that must 'yield to you ; 
And L f^s fits my nature, 'do obey you. 
Alas I the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Washedmefrom sboreto shore, andleft mere " 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing 'death : 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers 




To have bereft a * Prijice of all his fortunes ; 
And, having thrown him from your 'wateiy grave, 
'Here to have death in 'peace, is all he'll crave. 



Three Fishermen enter, 
1 Fish. What, ho, Pilch ! Ho, come, and bring awa^ the 
nets. Look how thou stiireat now I oome awajl or 
I '11 fetch thee, with a wanion I" 
3 Fish. 'Faith, niastar, I am thinking of the poor men that 

were east away before us even now. 

1 Fiah. Alas, poor soulal it grieved my heart to hear 

what pitiful cries they made to us to ' help them -, when, 

well-a-day! we could scarce help 'ourselves. 

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not 'I as much, — when I saw the 

porpuB,"" how he bounced and tumbled! They say, 

they 're half fish, half flesh: a plague on them I they 

ne'er come, but I "look" to be washed.^ — Master, I 

marvel how the fiehea live in the 'sea. 

1 Figh. Why, as 'men doa-'laiid — the 'great ones eat-up 

the 'Uttle ones. I can compare our rich 'misers to 

nothing so fitly as to a 'whale ; 'a plays and tumbles, 

driving the poor fiy before him ; and at last devours 

them all at a mouthful I ' Such whales have I heard-on 

'o the 'land; who never leave gaping, till they've 

swallowed the whole parish — church, steeple, bells, 

and all I 

3 Fish. But, master, if 'I had been the 'Seston, I would 

have been that day in the ' belfi-y. Because he should 

have swallowed "me too ; and when I had been in his 

beUy, I would have kept such a jangling of the bells 

that he should never have left,'' till he cast bells, steeple, 

church aud parish, 'up again. But if the good K.iiig 

Simonides were of 'my mind, he'would 'purge the land 

of these drones, that 'rob the bee of her honey. 

Pericles ansiously overhears their conversation : 

Fer. UiJiu,] How, from the finny subjects' of the 'sea. 

These fishers tell the infirmities of 'men ; 

And from the 'watery empire re-collect 

All that may men 'approve, or men 'detect I — 

Peace to your labour, honest men. Good day. 

i Fish. Honest I Good fellow, what 's that? If it be not 

B day fits 'you, scratch it out of the calendar, 

body will look after it. 

Per. Nay, hear; the sea hath cast me on your cob 
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2 Fiih. What a dronkeu knave was the Bea, to cast thee in 

'our way ! 
Per. A man — whom both the waters and the vrind. 

In that vast tennis-court, have made the ball 

For them to plaj-upon, — entreats you pity him ; 

'He aska of you, that never "used to beg. 

1 Fish. No, fiiendT cannot you 'beg? Here's them in 

'our country of Greece, g^eta more with 'bt'gging, than 
'we can do with 'working. 

2 Fish. Canst thou not catch any fishes then ? 
Fer. I never 'practised it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt 'starve, sure; for here 's noth- 
ing to be got now-a-days, nnleas thou canst 'fish for 't. 
Fer. What I 'have been, I have forgot to know ; 

^But what I 'am, want teachcB me to think-on ; 
A man shrunk'-up with cold : my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ; 
Which if you sliall refuse, when I am dead, — 
For that I am a 'man, — pray Bee me buried. 

1 F^sh. Die, quoth-a? Now, goda forbid itl I have a 

gown'here; come,putiton; keepthee'wavm. . . . Now, 
afore me, a 'handsome fellow 1 Come, thou shalt go 
'home; and we'll have 'flesh for holidays, 'fish for 
'fasting-days, and, moreover, ijuddings and flapjacks" — 
and thou shalt be 'welcome I 
Fer. I thank you, sir. 

2 Finh. Hark you, my friend. — you said you could not 

'beg? 

Per. I did but 'crave. 

2 Fish. ' But crave T Then ' I 'U turn craver too, and so I 
shall 'scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars 'whipped, then? 

2 Fish. 0, not 'idl, my friend, not all: for if 'all our beggars 
were whipped, I would wish no better office than to be 
a 'beadle.. — But, master, I '11 go draw-op the net. [pfiU'^. 

Fer. r*"iii".i How well this honest mirth 'becomes their la- 
bour I 
Fish. Hark you, sir, — do you know where you are? Why, 
I '11 tell you : this is called Pentapolis ; and our king, 
the good Simonides. 

Fer. The 'good King Simonides, do you call Mm? 



1 F'ieh. Ay, Bit' ; and be 'deseryes to be bo called, for his 
peaceable reign and good government. 

Per. He is a 'happy king, since be gains from bin eubjecta 
the name of good, by his government. How far is bis 
Court distant from tiiia shore T 

1 Fish. Marry, air, hidt a day's journey : and I '11 tell you, 
he hath a fair daughter, aud to-morrow is her birth- 
day i and there are Princes aud Knigbta come from all 
parts of the world, to jonst" and tourney" for her love. 

Per. Were my 'fortunes equal to my 'desires, I could wish 
to make 'one there 1 

1 J^eh. O, sir, things 'must be as they 'may ; and what a 

man cannot 'get, be may not lawfully 'deal for ;— he 'b 
wise 80 !' 
The two Fishermen are now heard, while drawing up a net ; 

2 Pixh. Help, master, help ! beie 's a fish ' bangs in the net, 

like a poor man's right in the law ; 't will hardly come 
out. Ha ! plague on 't ! 't is come at last, . . . and 't is 
turned to a rusty 'armour 1 
Per. An armour, friends T I pray you, let me see it. . . . 

t Thanks, Fortune, yet, that, after all thy crosses, 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to 'repair myself; 
And though it 'was mine own, part of mine heritage 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 
With this strict charge, — (even as be left bis life,) 
"'Keep it, my Pericles; it bath been a sbielil 
'Twixt me and death " — and pointed to this brace,* — 
"For that it saved 'me, keep it; in like need— 
From which the goda protect I — it may help" 'thee." 
'It kept where 'I kept, I so dearly loved it; 
Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, 
Took it in rage ; though, calmed, they 've given 't again. 
I thank thee for 't : my shipwreck 'now 's no iil. 
Since I have here my 'father's gift in 's will. 
I 1 Pis/i. What mean you, sir* 

I J'er, To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth, 

^K For it was sometime target to a 'king ; 

^^^B I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly, 
^^^B And, for 'his sake, I v/iah the having of it ; 
^^^r And that you 'd guide me to your sovereign's Court, 
^^^ Where with 't I may appear a gentleman : 
And, if that ever my low fortunes 'better,' 
- 1 11 'pay your bounties I — ' till then, rest your 'debtor. 



THB KEADEBS 8BAKESPEABE. 



I 



1 FisA. "Why, wilt ' thou tourney for the lady ! 
Per. I'll 'show the virtue I 'have borne in aru 

1 Pieh. "Why, do ye 'take it; and the goda give thee good 

on 't! 

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 't was 'we that made 
up this garmeut, through the rough seama of the 
waters ; there are certain con dole men ts, certain vails.' 
I hope, air, if you thrive, you '11 remember from whence 
you had it ? 
. Believe 't, I will. 

Now, by your furtherance,'' I am clothed in 'steel 
And apite of all the rupture' of the sea. 
This jewel 'holds his biding" on my ai-m : 
Unto thy value, will I mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 
Pish. I'll bring thee to the Court myself. 
er. Then, 'honour be but equal" to my 'will, 

This day ITl 'rise, or else add ill to ill. 



good 1 



■ Having thus recovered his armour, the Prince, on the following 
day, proceeds to the Court of King Simonides at Pentapolis, where 
he is at once distinguished by his valour and success. After the 
tournament, the King and his daughter Thaisa — attended by the 
Courtiers and the rival combatants— withdraw to a Hall of State, in 
which a magnificent banquet has been prepaiEd. The King ad- 
dresses his assembled guests : 
Sim. Kuights, 

To say you 're 'welcome were eupeifluone : 
To place, upon the volume of your deeds, 
(As in a title-page,) your 'worth in arms, 
"Were more than you 'expect, or more than 's 'fit j 
Sinoe 'every worth in show' commends 'itself. 
Prepare for 'mirth, for mirth ' becomes a feast : 
Tou are kind priucea, and my welcome guests. 
PThe Princess Thaisa addresses the unknown combatant : 



But you, 'my knight and guest 
To whom this wreath of 'victory I give. 
And crown you 'king of this day's happineaa. 
r "T is more by ' fortune, lady, than my merit. 
it by what you will, the day is 'yours ; 
sre, I hope, is none that envies it. 
Jiing artists, Art hath thus decreed — 



I 

est; * 

Idlng. % 
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To make Bome 'good, but others to 'exceed; 
And 'you 're ber 'laboui-ed Bcbolar. — Come 'Queen 
o' tbe feast, — 
' For, daughter, bo joii are, — here take your place : 

Marshal the rest, as tbey 'deserve their grat^e. 
Pericles ja Ihufl at once distinEuished above the other Knights, 
being appointed to the chair of botiour by the beautiful Princess, 
whom be looks with rapturous admiration. 

I'er. Wriae.i Ton King's to me like to my 'father's picture, 
"Which tella rae^ — in that glory once 'be was; 
Had princes sit, like 'stars, about biB tbroue. 
And he the 'eun, for them to reverence j 
None that bebeld him, but, like leaser lights, 
Did vail tbeir crowna to his supremacy : 
Whereaa* his son 'b a glow-worm in the 'night. — 
The wbieb hath fire in 'darkness, none in 'light : 
"Whereby I see that 'Time 'a the king of men ; 
For be 's tbeir 'parent, and he ia their 'grave. 
And gives them what be 'will,— 'not what they crave. 
The pleased King addresses his daughter : 

Sim. Yon knight doth sit with ns too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our Court 
Had not a show might countervail his 'worth : 
Note it not you, Tbaisa ? 

Thai. What is it to 'me, my father t 

<Sim. O, attend, my daughter : 

Princes should Hve like 'gods, — who freely give 
To 'every one that cornea to honour them ; 
And princes, 'not doing so, are like the 'gnat. 
Which makes a 'souud, but, killed, is no more 'won- 
dered at," 
Therefore, to mate bis entrance still more sweet, 
Here aay, — We drink this standing-bowl to 'bim. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it be&ts not 'me 
"Cnto a 'stranger-knight to be so bold : 
He may my proffer take for an 'offence, — 
Since men take 'women's gifts for impudence. 

Sim. Furthermore tell him, we deau-e to know 
Of whence he is, his name, and parentage. 
The Princess, thus urged, with seeming reluctance addresses the 

27tai. The King my father, sir, baa drunk to you : 
"Wishing it bo much blood unto your life ; — 
And, further, he desires to know of you 
Of whence you are, your name, and parentage. 

• O. B. irlntniioir. "O.K. " like- to miatn nblcb muke •. K<in&,\ia'>-^^'w&-<" 
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Per. A gentlemaa of Tyre, — my name ia Pericles, 
My education beiug" in arts and arms; — 
Who, lookiog for adventures iu the world, 
Was, by the rough seas, reft of ebipa and men. 
And, 'after shipwreck, 'di-iveu upon this shore. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his uiiflfortune. 
And will 'awake him from hia melancholy. — 
Come, gentlemen, we 'sit too loiifj on trifles. 
And waste the time which looks for 'other revels. 
Even your 'armours, as you are addressed,'' 
Will very well become a 'soldiers' dance. 
After some stately revels the King again addreaaes his Knights. 

Sim. Thanks, gentlemen, to 'all ; all Lave done 'well, 

[/,;.] But 'you the best. — Princess, it is too late to 

talk of 'love, 
And 'that's the mark I know 'you level at : 
Therefore, each one betake him to his 'rest; 
To-morrow, all for 'speeding do their best! ii;i™>>i 



While Prince Pericles still lingers in Penlapolia, his continued 
and unexplained absence from Tyre induces his subjects to revolt 
in favour of the deputed governor, Lord Helicanus. Several of the 
most influential nobles of Tyre wait on the popular old Minister to 
make their unexpected proposal: 

1 L'tTil. Follow me, lords. — Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hal. With 'me? and welcome. — Happy day, my lords. 
1 Lord. Know, that our griefs are risen to the 'top, 

And now at length they 'overflow their banks. 
TTd. Tour griefs ! for what ? wrong not the Prince you love. 

1 lA}rd. Wrong not 'yourself, then, noble Helicane ; 

But if the Prince do 'live, let as salute him. 

Or know 'what ground 's made happy by his breath. 

If in the 'world he live, we 11 seek him out ; 

If in his 'grave he rest, we '11 ' find him there ; 

And be resolved" he lives to 'govern us ; 

Or dead, he leaves us to our free 'election. 

2 Ijord. Whose 'death 's, indeed, the strongest, in 'our cen- 



I 



'owing this kingdom ia without a head, 
ly buildings left without a roof 
- to ruin,) your moat noble self, 
it know how to rule and how to reign, 
1 submit unto — our sovereign ! 



.1/^. Live, noble Helicane 1 

Hel. For honour's cause, ' forbear your euffragea : 
If that you 'love Prince Perides, forbear. 
Take I your 'wish, I leap into the eeae, 
Where 's 'hoiuiy trouble, for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me still entreat 
That you ' f orbear*. the absence of your King ; 
If in which time expired, he 'not return, 
I ehall, with aged patience, 'bear your yoke. 
But if I 'cannot win you to tLis love. 
Go search like nobles, — like his noble subjoctw, — ■ 
And, 'in your search, spend your adventui'ous wort' 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You shall, like 'diamonds, sit about hia crown. 

1 Lord. To wisdom ' he 'a a ' fool that will not yield : 
And, since Lord 'Helicane enjoineth us. 
We, with our travels, 'will endeavour it. 

Itcl. Then you love 'us, we 'you, and we '11 clasp hands : 
When peers thus ' knit, a kingdom 'ever stands, ie...- 



The young Prince, fearing the anger 
that both he and his daughter had bee 
still conceals his true rank. King SiTnonideE 
conquest which the Princess Thaisa has madi 
a letter, declaring her affection for the ■■gentleman of Tyre." 

Sim. She tells me here, she '11 'wed the Stranger- knight, 
Or never more to view nor day nor hght. 
'T is well, mistress ; 'your choice agrees with 'mine -, 
I like that well. — How absolute she 'a in 't ! 

tNot minding whether ' I dislike or no ! 
Soft 1 here he comes : I must dissemble it. 
Pericles enters. 
'•. All fortnne to the good Simonides ! 
ISiiii. To 'you as much, sir! I 'm beholden'' to you" 
For your sweet music this last night : I do 
Protest, my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony, 
Per. It ia your grace's 'pleasure to commend ; 

Not my 'desert. 
Sim. Sir, you are music's 'master. 

Per. The worst of oil her 'scholars, my good lord. 
Sim. . . . Let me ask one thing : — ^What do you think of my 
'daughter, sir % 
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J'er. ... A moBt 'virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is ' fair too, iB she Bob T 

Per. Ab a fair day in eumnier ; 'wondroua fair I 

Aim. My daughter, sir, thiaka very well of 'you ; 

Ay, 'so well, sir, that you must be her 'master. 

And 'she will be your 'scholar : therefore, look to it. 
Per. I am unworthy for 'her schoolmaster. 
Sim. ' She thinks not bo ; peruse this writing else. [1'"°,' 
Per. i~.!.if.j . . . What "s here 1 

A letter, that she 'lovea the Knight of Tyre ! 
K 'T is the King's subtlety, to have my hfe I — 
b O, seek not to entrap, my gi-acious lord, 
H A stranger and distressed gentleman ; 
" That never aimed so high to 'love your daughter, 

But bent all offices to 'honour her. 
Sivi. Thou hast 'bewitched my daughter, and thou art 

A villain I 
Per. By the gods, I have 'not : 

Never did 'thought of mine levy offence ; 

Nor never did my actions yet 'commence 

A deed might gain 'her 'love, or 'your 'displeasure. 
Sim. Traitor, toon hestl 
Per. Traitor T 

Sim. Ay, traitor ! 

Per. Even in 'his throat, (unless it be the 'King,) 

That calls me traitor, I 'return the he. 
Sim. [I'Wi^.] Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 
Per. My 'actions are as noble as my ttioughts. 

That never rehshed of a ' base descent. 

I eame unto your Court for ' Honour's cause, 

And not to be a 'rebel to her laws' ; 

And he that 'otherwise accounts of me. 

This sword shall prove he 'b Honour's 'enemy. 
Sim. No? Here comes my daughter; 'she can witness it. 

Thaisa enters. 
Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair. 

Resolve'' your angry father, — if my tongue 

Did e'er solicit, or my hand subscribe 

To any 'syllable that made love to you ? 
Thai. Why, sir, say if you 'had, 

'Who takes offence, at that would make 'uie "gladt 
Sim. Yea, mistress, are you still so peremptory? — 
] {'I am glad of it, with all my heart!) — 



I 'U 'tame you! I '11 bring jou in subjection ! 

"Will you, ^thougt not having nty consent, 

Bestow your love and your affectiODS 

On a stranger T i»iiiei (who, for augiit I know, 

'May be — nor can I think tlie contrary — 

As great in royal blood aa I myself.) 

Therefore, hear you, young miatresH : either frame 

' Your will to 'mine ; — and you, sir, hear you, too. — 

Either be ruled by 'me, or I will make you . . . 

Man and wife ! . . . 

Nay, come ! your hands and 'lips must seal it too ■, 

And 'being joined, 1 'II ' tiiua your hopes destroy ; 

And for a ' further grief, — God give you joy ! [=>• 



; in progress, old Gower agai 

Now sleep y-slaked' bath the rout ;" 

No din but snores, the house about i° 

Made louder by the o'er-fed breast 

Of this most pompous marriage-feast. 

The cat, with eyne'' of burning coal, 

Now couches 'fore* the mouse's hole ; 

And crickets sing at the oven's mouth, — 

All the blither for their drouth. 

By many a dern' and painful perch,' 

Of Pericles the care fid search, 

(By the four opposing coigns'' 

"Which the world tog-ether joins,) 

Is made ; with all due diligence, 

That horse, and sail, itnd high expense, 

Can stead' the quest. At last from Tyre — 

(Fame answering the most strong^ mquire) — 

To the court of King Simonides 

Are letters brought ; the tenor these : — 

Antiochua and his daughter, dead ; 

The men of Tyrus, on the head 

01 'Hehcanua would set-on 

The crown of Tyie, but he will none : 

The mutiny there he hastes to appease ;' 

Says to them — If King Pericles 

Come not home in twice six moons,' 

He, obedient to their boons,'" 

Will 'take the crown. The 'sum' oi t\i\B, 
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Brought; hither to Peutapolis, 
Deli^^hted* all the regioUH rouud, 
And every one with claps'' 'gan Bound, 
" Our heir-apparent Is a 'Eingl 
Who dreamed— who thought, of such a thing !' 
Brief, he must 'hence depart, to 'Tyre; 
Hia Queen, (with child,) mates her desire 
(Which who shall cross T) along to go: 
(Omit we all their dole and woe :) 
Lychoridu,, her nurse, she takes, 
And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On NeptnneV billowj 'half the flood 
Hath their keel cut:'' but fortune's mood' 
Varies again ; the grizzly north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth. 
That, as a duck for life that dives. 
So up and down the poor 'ship drives. 
The lady elirieka, and -well-a-near 
Does fall in travail with Ler fear : 
Bub what 'ensues in this fell' storm. 
Shall, for itself, itself 'perform. 
I nill' 'relate \ for 'action may 
Conveniently the rest convey. 
Which might not what by me is 'toid. 
In your 'imagination bold" 
This 'stage the ship, — upon whose deck 
The sea-tost Pericles appears, to 'speak. ti^n 

The progress of events has been thus told by the prologue 
rhymsler. Pericles, unwilling that his wife should al such a time 
undertake a sea-voyage, hopes that she will remain with her father ; 
but she BO Barneslly entreats to accompany her husband, that he 
at last consents, and takes her on board with the nurse Lychorida. 
Pericles is now on deck, watching the rapid approach of a dreadful 

J'e7: Thou god of this great vast, rebuke these surges. 

Which wash both heaven and bell ; aud thou, that hast 
"Upon the winds command, bind them in 'brass. 
Having recalled them from the deep ! O, 'still 
Thy deafening, dreadful thunders! gently quench 
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes!— 0, how, Lychorida, 
How does my Queen T^Thou stormest venomously ; 
Wilt thou spit 'all thyself ?— The seaman's whietle 
Is, as ft whisper in the ear of Death, 
Unheard, Lychorida!— Lucina,' O! 
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Dmuest patroness, aud midwife* geutle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboai-d our daociug boatl . . . Ail! Now, Lychorida! 
Lychorida entera, carrying an infant. 

Xyc. Here is a thing too young for such a place ; 
Who, if it had conceit,'' would 'die,— as 'I 
Am like to do. Take iu your arina this piece 
Of your 'dead Queen ! 

I'er, . . . How, how, Lychorida ! 

Lye. Patience, good sir ; do not 'assist the storm. 

kHere 's all that is left 'living of your Queen,- 
A little daughter : for the Bake of 'it, 
£e manly, and take comfort. 
er. O you gods ! 

"Why do you make ua 'love your goodly gifts, 
And snatch them straight away ? ' We, here below, 
'Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Vie' honour with you. 
M,yc Patience, good air, even for this charge.'' 
Per. . . . Now, mild may be thy 'life I 

For a more blusterous 'birth had never babe : 
I Quiet and gentle thy coudifciona I for 

I Thou 'rt the rudeliest welcomed to this world, 

I That e'er was ' Prince's cbild. Happy what ' follows ! 

^^^ Thou hast aa chiding' a nativity, 

^^^L As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make, 
^^^H To herald thee to life. — Now, the good gods 
^^^P Throw their 'best eyes upon thee! 

^^^ In accordance wilh a general sea-superstition tliat a dead body 
on board always brings ill-luck, two Sailors enter lo tell their fears 
to Ihe Prince : 

1 Sail. What ! Courage, sir ! Heaven save you ! 

Per. Courage enough. I do not fear the flaw ;' 

It hath done to me the 'worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new seafarer, 
I would it would be quiet I 

1 Sail. Slack the bowlines there 1 . . . Thou wilt not, wilt 
thou? Blow, and split Ihyself ! 

2 Sitil. But Bea-room, — an' the brine and cloudy billows 
kiss the 'moon, I care noL 

1 Sail. . . . Sir, your Queen must 'overboai'd: the sea works 
high, the wind is loud, and will not lie" till the ship be 
'cleared of the dead. 
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Per. That' s your 'superstition. 

1 tittU. Fardou us, sir ; witli us at sea it Lath been still 

observed, and we are strong in custom.^ Therefora 
' briefly yield Uer, for she 'must overboard straight * 
I^er. As jou think meet. — Host wietcLed queen 1 , . . 
A ' tei'rible child-bed hast thou had, my dear ; ' 

No light, no fire: tbe unfriendly elements 

» Forgot tbee utterly; nor have I time 
To give tbee, hallowed, to tby 'grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarciely coffined, iu tbe 'ooze f 
Where (for^ a 'monument upon tiy bones, 
And aye-remaining 'lamps,'') the belching whale 
And humming water must o'erwbelm thy corse, 

» Lying with simple sheila. — O Lychoridal 
Bid Nestor 'bring nie epicey, ink, and paper, 
My casket, and my jewels; and bid Nicander' 
Bring me the satin cofl^'er:" , . . lay the babe 
Upon the pillow. Hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : Suddenly, woman ! [Lio^i^ldt_ 

2 Sail. Sir, 'we have a 'chest beneath tbe hatches, caulked 

and bitumed' ready. 

I'er. I thank thee. — Mariner, say what coast is this 

2 Sail. "We are near Tai'sus. 

I'er. 'Thither, gentle mariner ; 

Alter thy course 'from Tyre : O, make for 'Tarsus. 

There will I visit Cleon ; for the babe 

Cannot hold out to Tyrus : — there I 11 leave it 

At careful nursing. — Go thy ways, good mariner : 

I '11 bring the body presently. [E.euni. 

In the old aea-chesl, the corpse of the dead Princess— together 
with her valuable jewels, and a written scroll telling who she was — 
is carefully and tearfully cast into the sea by the afflicted husband. 
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Shortly afterwards, Lord Cerimon — a worthy nobleman of Ephe- 
ias. noted for his medical skill — is walking on the shore, in hope 
LO aid any of the crew escaping from a vessel just wrecked. He 
enters into conversation with some gentlemen who are also watch- 
ing the effects of the stortn. 
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'■ent. Good morrow to your lordship. 
* 'gentlemen, why do 'you stir so early ! 

> Sir, onr lodgings, standing bleak upon the 

look, as the earth did quake ; 
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The very principala" did seem to rend. 
And all to topple. Piiie eurprise nad ' fear 
' Made me to quit the bouse ; not ' husbandry. " 
Bat I much marvel that jour 'lordahip, having 
Bich 'tire° about you, should, at these early hours. 
Shake-off the golden slumber of repose ; 
But 't is 'more strange. 

Tour nalui'e should be so concerned' with 'pain,— 
Being thereto not 'compelled. 
Cti\ I held it ever. 

Virtue and knowledge' were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : ' Careless heirs 
May the two 'latter darken and expend j 
But 'immortality attends the 'former, 
Making a 'man a 'god. 'T is known, I ever 
Have studied 'physic; through which secret art, 
By tuming-o'er authorities, I have 

li (Together with my practice) made familiar, 

^^^B To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
^^^B That dwell in vegetives,' in metals, stones ; 
^^^^^ And I can speak of the 'disturbances 
^^^V That Nature works, and of her 'ewes ; — which give n 
^^^V A more content, in course of 'true delight, 
^^^^1 Than to be thirsty after tottering 'honour ; 
^^^^ Or tie my treasure' up in silken bags, 
^^^ To please the Fool — and Death." 

Several Servants enter with a chest. 
Serv. Sir, even now did the fiea toss upon our shore 

This cheat. 'T is of some wreck. 
2 Gent. 'T is like a 'coffin, sir. 

Cer. Gomel 'wrench it open. . . 

you most potent gods 1 what 's here ? A corse T 
Shiouded in cloth of state I A passport too I 

perfect me i' the characters V [liiJVo" 

ffere I give to understand, 
{Tfe'er this coffin drive a-land), 
1, JCing I'ericles, haue lost 
2%is Qaei"n, worth all our mundane^ coat.' 
' Who finds her, give her burying^ 
She was Me 'daughter of a Kitig. 
Besides this ^treasure for a fee. 
The 'gods requite Ms charity ! 
thou hVst, Pen'clea, thou haat a laeaxt 
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^^h That 'ever* cracks for woe! — This chanced to-niglit; 
^^K For eee bow fresh nhe looks ! Thej were too rash,' 
^1 That threw her in the sea. Make fire within : [a^.'Ji, 
Death may 'usHrji on Nrtture ranuy hours, 
AnJ yet the fire of ' life kindle again 
The o'erpresaed spii'ita. 

Re-enter Servant, with boxes, napkins, suid fiic. 
I pray you, give her air. . . . Gentlemen, 
This Queen will ' live I Nature 'awakes ; a warmth 
Breathes out of her : ebe hath not been entranced 
Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to blow 
Into life's flower again! . , . She 'is alive! behold. 
Her eyelids, — eases to those heavenly jewela 
Which Pericles hath lost, — begin to part 
Their fringes of bright gold : the diamonds 
Of a most prized" watei"^ do appear. 
To make the woild 'twice rich. O live, and make 
Us weep to 'hear your fate, fair creature. 
Rare as you seem to be ! 
Thai. [ X. ] ■ ■ ■ O dear Diana ! . . . 

Where am I ? Where 's my lord 1 What world is this ? 
Cei: Hush, my gentle neighbours! 

Lend me your hands ; to the neit chamber bear her. 
Relapse is mortal. Come ! And Eeculapius' guide us I 

In a short time the Princess Thaisa, having recovered from her 
swoon, is, by great skiU and unremitting care, enabled to hear and 
understand from Lord Cerimon the story of her rescue. 
Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 
Lay with you iu your coffer ; which are now 
At your command. 'Know you the character? 
T/iaL It ia my lord's !— 

That I was shipped at sea, I well remember. 
But what 'followed then, by the most holy gods, 
I cannot lightly sny. Now — since King Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne 'er shall see again, — 
A vestal livery will I take me to. 
And never more have joy. 
Cer. Madam, if this you 'purpose as you speak, 
Diana's Temple' ia not distant far, 
Where you may dwell until your date* expire. 
Moreover, if y()U please, a niece of mine 
'hall there attend you. 



n 



w. 



■i. My recompense is 'thauk^, Ihat'soU; 

Yet my good 'will ia great, thougli the gift 'amall. t«>" 






Icles, escaping all further calamily, lands at Tarsus, and again 
seeks Ihc protection of Cleon the governor ; hoping, on account of 
the benefits he had conferred during the recent famine, that the 
citizens would now befriend him and his motherless daughter — 
whom, on account of her birth at sea, he had named Marina. Both 
Cleon and his wife Dionyza shew the greatest kindness to the child 
and its nurse Lychorido ; So, at the end of a year, the Prince, ann- 
ious to return to his own government, is about to take his leave. 
J'ff. Most honoured Cleon, I 'must needs be gone ! 
My twelve mouths are expired, aud Tyrua staiida 
Iti a 'litigious' peace. Tou and your lady, 
Take, from 'my heart, all thankfulness I The 'goda 
Make-up the rest upon you ! 

Your shafts" of fortune, though they hurt" 'vou mor- 
tally, 
Yet glance full wanderingly on 'us, 
Dion. O your sweet Queeu I 

That the strict Fates bad pleased you had brought her 

'hither. 
To have bless'd mine eyes with 'her ! 

We cannot but 'obey 
The Powers above ua. Could I rage and roar, 
As doth the 'sea ahe liea in, yet the 'end 
Must be as 't ie, Mygentle babe Marina — whom, 
For she was born at sea, I have named so— here 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of your care; beseeching you 
To give her 'princely training, that she may 
Be 'mannered as she is 'born. 
Cle. Feai- not, my lord ; but think. 

Tour grace, — that fed my country with your com — 
(For which the people's prayers 'still fall upon you) — 
Must in your 'child be thought on. If 'neglection" 
Should therein make 'me vile, the common body, 
(By you relieved) would ' force me to my duty ; 
But if, to that, my nature 'need a spur, 
The goda 'revenge it upon 'me and 'mine ! 
J'er. Lord Cleon, I believe you ; 

Your honour, and your 'goodness, teach me to 't, 
"Without your 'vowa. — Til! she be married, madam, 
(By bright Diana, whom we honour ail,') 
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Unacissared shall this hair' of mine remaiti, 
Though I show 'ill" ju 't. So I take lay leave. 
Good ruadain, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up mj child. 
II. I have one mjBeU, 

Who shall not be 'more deai' to my respect. 
Than 'yours, my lord, 

jPer. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We '11 bring your grace even to the edge o' the shore ; 
Then give you up to the matiked Neptune." and 
The gentlest winds of Leaven, 

Per. I will embrace joui" offer. Come, dearest madam. — 
0, no teara, Lychorida, no tears I 
Look to your little mistress, on whose graee^ 
Tou may depend hereafter. — Come, my lord, mn-oai. 



Acti. 

I 



Old Gower again i 



I forward to explain the prog^essiv 



Imagine Pericles 'arrived at Tyre, 

Welcomed, and settled to his own desire. 

His woeful Queen we leave at Ephesus, 

Unto Diana, there n votaress. — 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 

At Tai-Bus, and, by Cleon, trained 

In music, letters ;' who hath gained 

Of education all the grace — 

Which makes her both the heart and place 

Of general 'wonder. But, alack I 

That monster Envy — oft the wrack 

Of earned praise^ — Marina's life 

Seeks to take-off by treason's knife: 

And in this kind hath our Cleon 

One daughter, Philoten ; and she 

Would ever with Marina be : 

Be 't when she weaved the sleided' silk. 

With fingers long, small, white as milk; 

Or when she would with shai-p neeld'' wound 

The cambric, which she made more sound 

y hurting it; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bij-d' mute, 
That still records^ with moan"; or when 
She would, with rich and constant pen. 
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Vail" to her mistress, Dian ; 'etill 

This Philoten contends in skill 

With iibsolute'' Marina : (So, 

With the 'dove of Paphow," might the 'crow 

Vie feathers 'white.) 'Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as 'debts. 

And not as 'given. This ao darks'" 

In Philoten all 'graceful marks, 

That Cleon's vnie, with euvy rare, 

A present" murderer does prepare 

For good Marina; that 'her daughter 

Might stand 'peerless, by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 

Lychorida, our nurse, is dead : 

Aiid cursed Dionyza hath 

The wicked' instrument of wrath 

Prest* for this blow. The unborn event 

I do commend to your content: 

Only I carry winged Time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme; 

Which never could I 'so convey, 

Unleea your 'thoughts went on my way. — 

Lol Dionyza doth appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. ie.h. 

The Scene is an Open Place near the Seashore at Tarsus : Dionyia 
and Leonine enter. 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast 'sworn to do 't , 
'T is but one blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i' the world so soon. 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience, 
Which is but cold, inflame ' love i' thy bosom ; 
Kor let pity, which 'women have cast off. 
Melt ' thee ; but be a 'soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I '11 do 't ! — but yet she is a 'goodly creature ! 

I>ion. The fitter, then, the 'gods should have her. 

Here she comes, weeping her old Nurse's" death, — 
Thou ai-t resolved I 

Leon. I 'am resolved. 

Marina enters with a basket of flowers. 
^ Mar. No, I will rob fan- TeUua' of her weed,' 

To strew thy gi'ave" with flowers: the yellows, blues. 




The purple violets, and pale marigolds, 



lepi 

lall. 



a chaplet,' hang upon thy gra^e, 



o/Apiifodlto. (VtnnB) vjHobo chariot yiM. araTQ 'oi o 
led/atp to, 14. prPROaut. BWiiA. \iO.S-.^o 

isEflrtlj, j outer gmuent, co-iqring. >.0.^ 
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■ Wliile summer-dajs do last. Ab me, poor maiil I ^^^^| 

Born, in a 'tempest, wlieo my mother died, ^^^H 

This world to 'me i& like a 'lasting storm, ^^^| 
Whirring me from my frieuda. 
Dion. How now, Marina I why do you keep 'alone T 

How chance my daughter is not 'with you T Do not 

Consume your blood with 'sorrowing : you have ^^^ 

*A nurse in 'me. O, how your favour' 's changed ^^^| 

With this unprofitable woe I Come, come, ^^^| 
Give me your flowers, ere the sea shall mar them. ^^^H 

Walk on with Leonine ; there the air is quick j" ^^^ 

Come, take lier by the arm, and walk with her. ' 
Mar. No i I '11 not beieave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come, I love the King your father, and 'youraelf, i 

I With more than 'foreign heart." We every day ^^^h 

Expect him here : When be shall come, and £nd ^^^| 

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted, ^^^H 

He will 'repent the breadth of his great voyage ; ^^^H 

'Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta'en. ^^^H 

No care to your best courses. Go, I 'pray you ; ^^^H 

Walk, and be cheerful oQce again i 'preserve* ^^^| 

That excellent complexion, which did steal ^^^| 

The eyes of young and old. Care not for 'me ; ^^^| 

I can go home alone. ^^^| 

Mar. Well, I 'will go ; but yet I 've no 'desire to 't. ^^^| 

Dion. Cotnfi. noinp. T know 'i. in cronil for vnii. — ^^^* 



. Come, come, I know 't is good for you. — 
Walk 'half-an-hour with Leonine, at the least.— 
[io'lmd.I Remember what I have said I 
Leon. [AniA^.i I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I '11 leave you, my sweet lady, for a while. 
Pray you, walk softly; do not beat your blood: 
What! I 'must have care of you. 
Mar. My thanks, sweet madam. — [bSS-V 

Is this wind 'westerly that blows ? 
Leon. ' South-west. 

Mar. When I was 'bom, the wind was 'north. 
^^- My father, as Nurse said, did never 'fear, 

^^L But cried " ' Good seamen I " to the sailors, galling 
^^H His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes ; 
^^H And, clasping to tbe mast, endured a sea 
^H That almost^burst tbe deck, 
^^^k Never were waves nor wind more violent ; 
^^^B| And, from the ladder- taokle, was washed off 
^^^B| A canvas-climber. " Ha ! " says one, "wilt o 
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^^^H And, witb a diipping" in l1 us try, ihey skip I 

^^^H From stem to Btera : the Boatswain whiatlea, and I 

^^^^ The Master calls, aud ' trebles tlieir coufusioii. | 
I The villain Leonine suddenly turns on the defenceless maiden : 



L 



:nly turns o 

Leon. Come; say your prajersl 

Mar. What menu you 1 

Leon. If you require a little 'space for prayer, 
I giant it. Pray ; but be not ' tedious ; 
For tUe goda are 'quick of ear, and I am Bwom 
To do my work with haste ! 

Mar. . . .' Why will you kill me ? 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would 'she have me killed ? 

Now, as I can remember, by nky troth, 
I never did her hui't in all my life ; 
I never apake bad word, nor did ill turn. 
To 'any hving creature: believe ine, now, 
I never killed a 'mouse nor hurt a 'fly ; — 
Nor trod upon a 'worm against my will, 
But I 'wept for it. 'How have I offended. 
Wherein my 'death might yield her any 'profit. 
Or 'life imply her any 'danger! 

Leon. My commission 

Is not to 'reason of the deed, but 'do it. 
.Mar. . . . Toa will 'not do 'fc for all the 'world, I hope ! 
You are 'well-favoured, and your looks foreshow 
You have a 'gentle heart. I saw you lately. 
When you caught hurt in- parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it showed 'well in you : do so 'now. 
Your lady seeks my lif e ; — come you 'between. 
And 'save poor me, the weaker ! 

Leon. I am sworn, and will 'despatch. [^f,'™ 

eral Pitales enter, and rescue Marina from immediate death. Ob- 
serving the beauty of their prize, they resolve to take her on board 
their ship, and then to sell her as a slave. — After their departure, 

Leon. These roguiug thieves serve the great pirate Valdes ; 
And they have seized Marina. Let her go: 
There 's no hope she '11 'return. I '11 swear she 's 'dead, 
And thrown into the sea.-;-If she remain, 
Whom ' they have 'rescued must by me be 'slain. [Eik. 
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Leonine, on his return to Dionyxa, tells het that he has killed Ma- 
rina ; and Cleon the governor, hearing his wife confess how and by 
whom the crime had been perpetrated, bitterly reproaches her ; but 

Dion, M'hy, are you foolish T Can it be 'undone T 

Cle. O Dionjzft ! such a ^iiece of slaughter 
The Bun and moon ne'er looked upon ! 

Dion. I think you'll turn a 'child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious 'world, 
I 'd give it to 'undo the deed. ... A 'lady, 
Much less in blood than virtue j yet a ' Prinoeaa 
To equal any single crown o' the earth, 
r the justice of compare I villain Leonine 1 . . , 
Whom thou hast 'poisoned too ! — What canst thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand hia child! 

Dion. That she is 'dead. Nurses are not the Fates, 
To foster it, nor 'ever to preserve. 
She 'died, at 'night ; ' I '11 say so. Who can 'crosB it 1 
Unless 'yoi play the pious innocent, 
And, for an honest attribute, cry out, 
"She died by 'foul play." 

Cle. O, go to ! WeU, well I 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this 'worst. 

Dion. Be one of those that think 

The petty" wrens of Tai'HUs will fly hence, 
And open" this to Pericles. 1 do shame 
To think of what a noble 'strain" you are, 
And of how coward a 'spirit. 

Yet none does know, but yoti, 'how she came dead) 
Nor none 'can know, now Leonine is gone. 
She did distain'' 'my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes ; none would look on 'her, 
But cast their gazes on 'Marina's face; 
Whilst ours was blurted at ! It pierced 'me through 1 
And though 'you call my course unnatural, — 
('lou not your child well loving) — yet I find, 
it greets 'me as an enterprise of kindness 
Performed to your sole daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 

n. And as for Pericles,' 

TFhat should 'he sayl We 'wept after her hearse, 
Uid even 'yet we mourn : her monument 
's almost finished ; and her epitaph, 
^ ffhiteiing golden characters, expresses 



A gQDeral 'praise to 'her, — and 'care in- 'us 

At whose expense 't is done. 
Cle. Thou 'rt lite the hai-p^,' 

Which, to beti'ay, dosfc, with thiue 'augel's 'face, 

Seize with thine 'eayle'a talons.'' 
Jiion. 'You are like one that, siiperatitiouBly, 

Swear'st to the gods — that 'winter killa the flies' : 

But yet, I know, you '11 'do, as I 'adviae. \r.\-- 



ver enters, before the Monument of Marina at Tarsus. 
Nob to waste time, I do beseech you 
To learn of 'ue, who stand i' the gaps,** to teach you. 
The 'stages of our story. — Perides 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 
(Attended-on by many a lord and knight,) 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 
Old Eacanes, — whom Helicanus late 
Advanced in Tyre' to great and high estate, — 
Is left to 'govern. Bear you it in mind. 
Old Helicanus goes along, behind. 
WeD-saUing ships and bounteous winds have led 
This King to Tarsus — but hia daughter 's fled! 
And Peiicles, in sorrow all devoured, 
With sighs shot through, aud biggest tears o'er- 

ahowered, 
'Leaves Tarsus, and 'again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash hia face, nor cut his haiis ; 
He puts on aackclotb, — and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, which hia mortal 'vessel tears, 
And yet 'he rides it out.' Now please you wif,* 
The epitaph is for Maiina writ 
By wicked IHonyza : — ["'kuimVIIiI^'K™''..'"' 

The fairest, sweetest, best, lies here. 
Who leWiered in her Spring of year ; 
S/te was of Tyrus — the ^inifa daughter, — 
Ok whom foul death hath inw/e this slaughter. 
Marina loas she an lied / and at her birth, 
Thetis,'^ being proud, susallowed some part o' 

the Earth: 
Therefore the JEarth. fearing to he overflowed. 
Math Thetis' birth-child on the 'Heavens be- 
stowed: 



r 



I 



'Whertfort she does {itnd meears she 'U n 

Stint') 
Make raging hatter y upon shores ofJUnt. 
No vizor doea become black villniny 
So well aa soft and tender 'llivttery.^ 
Let Pericles 'believe bia daughter 'a dead. 
And bear bis couraea to be ordered 
By Ludy Fortune ; while Our scene'' must play 
Hia daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day, 
In her unhappy" service. Patience then, 
And think yoa now are all in ' Mitylen. 
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Marina there from danger 'scapes, and chances '^H 

Into an 'honest house, our story says. ^^| 

She 'sings like one immortal! and she 'daacea, ^^| 

'As goddesH-like, to her admired laya. ^H 

Deep clerks" she dumbs ; and with her ueeld" com- 
poses 

Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry. 
That even her art sisters' the 'natural loaes ; ^_ 

Her inkle,* silk, twin with the rubied cherry jJH 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race, ^H 

Who 'pour their bounty on her: but her gain ^B 

She as a 'slave must yield. Here we 'her place; 
And to her 'father turti our thoughts again. 

Id your 'supposing, once more put your 'sight j 
Of heavy'' Pericles think this the bark : 

Where, what ia done in 'action, 'more (of might')^ — 
Shall be discovered ; Please you, sit and hark. iE"t 



Milylene, poor Marina, sold as a slave, becomes a source of 

wealth to her hard task-inssteis : her rare accompUshnieiiEs are 

turned to valuable account, while her innocence and worth secure 

many friends. Among- those who see and admire her for her 

musical skill as well as her beauty, is Lysimachus, the governor of 

Mitylene. 

The recluse Pericles— miserable since his daughter's death— is 

he harbour of Mitylene. Lysimachus the governor comes 

ge to make official enquiries of old Lord Helicanus : 

tdl, reverend air I the gods preserve you I — ^^H 

iig on shore, and bonouriug Neptune's triumplii,^H 
sing this goodly vessel ride before us, i^H 

'ade to it, to know of whence you are. ^B 

a Governor of this place you lie before. 
: 
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Lord H die anus replies ; 
ITet. Our veaeel ia of Tyre, in it the King ;— 

A man, who, for tbese three montha, hath not spoken 

To any one, nor taken Bustenance 

But to prorogue' Lis grief. 
T.ya. Upon what ground ia his die tempera tui'e ? 
JFel. Sir, it would he too tedious to repeat ; 

But the 'main grief springH from the mournful loss 

Of a heloved daughtei-, and a wife. 
Lya. May we not 'nee him ? 
Hel. Tou may; but 'bootleaa ih your sight: be will not 

Speak to any. . . . Beholil him, air. 
A curtain is drawn aside, and the dejected King Pericles is dis- 

. . . This 'was a goodly person. 

Till the disaster that, one mortal'' night," 

'Drove him to this. 
Lys. ... Sir King, — all hail ! the gods preserve yon 1 

Hail, royal sir 1 
Sel. ... It is in vitin ; be 'will not apeak to you I 

One of the Lords advances : 

Lord, Sir, we hayo a maid in Mityleiie, I durst wager 

'Would win some worda from him. 
Iiy«. 'T ia well bethought. 

'She, questionless, with ber sweet harmony. 
And other choice'' attractions, 'would allure : 
She ia all happy aa the fair'et of all ; 
And, with her fellow-maids, is now upon 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island's side. 
rbiaperB one of the attendant Lords, who giiea off in the barge 

less, sure ; yet nothing we '11 omit 
\ That bears 'recovery's name. But, since your kindness 
r Wfl have stretched thus far, let us to 'this beseech 

you, — 
f That, for our gold, we may 'provision have ; 
Wherein we are not destitute for 'want. 
But weary for tbe 'staleness. 
W. O, air, a courtesy, 

■ "Which if we should 'deny, the most just goda 
For every graff° would send a 'caterpillar. 
And so afflict' our province. 
K attendant Lord, Marina, and hei young Companion, enter from 
the barge ; 
O, here 'a the lady that I sent for.^ 

lidratrnoUre. a O. H. ■alttUt. 
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Welcome, fair one ! — Is 't not a 'goodly presencfli 

Hel. She 'b a 'gallant lady 1 

iys. She 'a such a one, tiiat. were I well-aBsured 
She came of gentle kind and noble stock, 
I 'd wish no better choice, and think me 'rarely t 
Fair one,' all goodness that consists in 'bounty'' 
Eipeet even here — where is a 'kingly patient: 
If that tliy prosperous and artful" skill' 
Can draw him but to 'answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can 'wish. 

Mar. Sir, I will use 

My utmost akil] in his recovery. 
Provided none but I and my companion-maid 
Be suffered to come near him. 

Xys. Come, let us leave her. 

And the gods make her prosperous 1 
Marina Bings." After the song Lysimachus enquires : 

Xjis. 'Marked he your music? 

Mar. No, nor 'looked on us. 

Lys. See, she will 'speak to him. 

Marina advances lowards the King. 

Mar. Hail, sir 1 ... My lord, lend ear! 

Per. Hum ! ha I 

Mar. . . . My lord, I ne'er before 'invited eyes. 

Bat have been gazed-on, like a comet ; ' She speaks. 

My lord, that, may-be, hath endured a grief 

Might equal ^ours, if both were juKtly weighed. 

Though wayward fortune did miJign my state, 

My 'derivation wa's from, ancestors 

Who stood equivalent with mighty 'kings j 

But time hath rooted-out my parentage, 

And to the world and adverse' casualties 

Bound me in 'servitude. — [i-iae.] I will desist ; . . . 

But there is something glows upon my cheek. 

And whispers in mine ear, " Go not till he speak." 

Per. Thy' fortimesT — pai'entage — 'good parentage? — 
To equal 'mine T— was it not thus f What say you T 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did 'know my parentage, 

tTou would not do me -violence. 
I do think so, — Pray you, turn your eyes upon me. — 
Tou are like something, that — What country 
Here of these shores'!" 
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Mar. No, nor of 'any ahorea ; 

Tet I waa mortally brought forth, and am 
No otlier than I appear. 

Per. , . , My deaj-est 'wife was 'like this maid! and such a 
one 
iry 'diiugliter might have been ! — my Queen's square | 

brows ! 
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 
Aa silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like, 
And cased as richly ; in pace another Juno ! 
Who 'starves the ears she ' feeds, and makes them hungi'y 
The more she gives them speech. — Where do you live T , 

Mar. Where I am but a 'sti'anger ; from the deck 
Ton may 'discern the place. 

Ptr. Where were you 'bredT i 

And bow achieved you these endowments which j 

Tou make 'more rich to owe T' I 

Mar. If I should 'tell my history, it would seem j 

Like 'lies, distained" in the reporting. i 

Per. Pr'ythee, speak: 

Falseness cannot come from 'thee ; for thou look'st 
Modest as Justice, and thou seem'st a palace 
For the crowned ' Truth to dwell in. I '11 ' beheve thee, 
And 'make my senses credit tby relation 
To points that seem 'impossible; for thou look'st 
Like one I loved indeed! What were thy 'friends t 
Report thy ' parentage. I think thou said'st || 

Thou badsfc been tossed from wrong to "injury? i 

And that thou tbought'st 'thy griefs might equal 'miiir. 
If both were opened? J 

Mar. Some such thing I said, and said no more j 

But what my thoughts did wai'raut me was likely. J 

Per. 'Tell tby story; , 

If thine, considered, prove the 'thousandth part I 

Of 'my endurance, thou art a 'man, and I j 

Have suffered like a 'girl; yet thou dost look 1 

lake Patience gazing on kings' graves, and smiling ( 

Extremity out of act. 'What were thy friends? ! 

How 'lost thou them? Thy name, my most kind 

maiden ? ! 

Secount, I do beseech thee. Come, sit by me. 
'. My name, sii', is Marina. 

... O, I am mocked. 
And thou by some incensed god sent hit^et 
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To make the world laugh at me !— 

Thou little know'at how thou dost startle me, 

To call thyself Marina. 

May. The name was giveu me by one that had 
Some power ;■ — my father, and a kiutr. 

J^er. How ! a kiiig's daughter? And called Marina T 

Mar. Tou said you would 'believe me ; 

But, not to be a troiibler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

fer. But are you flesh and blood T 

Have you a working pulse T and are no iairy ? — 
'Where were you born t And 'wherefore called Marina? 

Mar. Called Mariua, for I was born at sea. 

jFer. At eea! What'motberl ^^ 

Mar. My mother was the 'daughter of a king : ^^H 

She died the very minute I was born ; ^^H 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft ^^^^ 

Delivered weeping. ^^^ 

J*er. . . - O ! atop there a little. — 

ii.idiM This is the rarest dream tliat e'er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools witlial ! This cannot be ! 
My daughter 'a 'buriedl— Well? — where were you 
'bred? 

Mar. The King, my father, did in ' Taisus leave me ; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 

»Did seek to 'murder me, and soon they wooed 
A villain to attempt it ; who having 'sworn' to do 't, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me ; 
Brought me to Mitylene. . . . But, good sir, 
Why do you weep? It may be, 
You think me an 'impostor : no, good faith ; 
I 'am the daughter to King Pericles — 
If good King Pericles still be. 

The amazed King turns toward his Minister : 
I'er. . . . Ho, HelicanuB I 
ffel. Calls my gracious lord ? 
J^er. Thou art a grave and noble counaellor. 

Most wise in general : tell me, if thou canst, 
What this maid 'is ? or what in ' like to be. 
That thus hath made me weep ? 
Jlal. I know not : but 

ire ia the Regent, sir, of Mitylene, 
B nobly of her. 
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Lysimachus advances : 

Ni'ver would sLe tell 
r pareDtage ; being deiuaodeJ tbat, 
She would sit still, ami weep. 
Per. Helicaniia ! 'Stribn me, honom-ed Bir i 
Give me a 'gash! put me to preseat 'paiu ; 
Lest tliis great sea of 'joys Mishiiig upon me, 
Overbear IJae shorea of my mortiility. 
And drown me with their sweetness. , . . O, come hithiT 
Thou that wast bom at sea. buried at Tareus, 
And found at sea again I— O Heliciinu.s I 
Down on thy knees t thank the holv gLuls. as loml 
Aa 'thunder threatens us: 'This is 'Maiinnl . . , 
What was thy 'mother's 'ns.met tell me but 'that I 
For truth can never be confirmed 'enough, 
Though doubts did 'ever sleep. 

Afar. First, sir, I pray, what is 'your title 1 

J'er. I am Pericles of Tyre : but ' tell njo now 

My drowned Queen's name — as, in the rest thou Baidat, 
Thou hast been godlike perfect I — Thou 'rt heir of 

kingdoms, 
And add'st new life to Pericl^ thy father' I 

Jifrir. la it no 'more to be your daughter, then,'' 
To say, my mother's name was Tliaisa t 
Thaisa was my mother, — wio did 'eud, 
The minute I 'began. 

Per. Now, blessing ou thee ! rise ; thou 'art 'my 'child 1 
Give me fresh ^'armentsl , , . Mine own, HelicaniiR I 
'Not dead at Tursns, aa she should have been, 
By savage Gleon : ' She shall tell thee all : 
She is thy vary PrinoeBs! — Who ia this? 

JTel. Sir, 't is the Governor of Mitylene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 
Did come to see you, 

J'er. I embrace you, air. 

Give me my robes : I am 'wild in my beholding 1 . . . 
heavens bless my yirl 1 But hark! whatmusio's tliisT 

Bel My lord, 'I hear none 

Per. None 1 The music of the spheres ! List, my Marina. 
Lysimachus recognizes that sudden joy has tot a lime affected 
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J'er. Rarest sounda! Do ye not bear? — Most 'heavenly 
music! 
It 'nips me unto Usteniug, and thick slumber 
Hangs oa miue eye-lids: 0, let me reBt 1 lairfpt. 

. A pillow for Lis bead. 

iTtain before the couch of Pericles is closed. 
So, leave bim all. — Well, my companion friends, 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
I '11 'well remember 'you. (Ki.um. 

Pericles remains on the couch asleep. The goddess Diana ap- 
pears in a vision, and thus addresses him ; 

Dia. My Temple stands in 'Epbeaua: hie tbee 'thitber. 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice, 

I There, when my Maiden-Priests are met together, 
Before tbe people all, in solemn wine,' 
Reveal bow thou at sea didst lose thy wife: 
To moura 'tby crosses, with tby 'daughter's, call, 
And give them repetition to the 'life." 
Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe : 
Do 't, and be happy ! — by my silver bow ! 
Awake, and ' fcell tby dream. lOL-PiMn. 

er. ["-.kin,.) Celestial Dian, goddesa argentine," 
I will 'obey thee ! — -Helicaoua ! 
Enter LysimachuB, Helicanus, and Marina. 
Jly purpoae was for ' Tarsus, there to strike 
The inhoapitable Cleon ; but I am 
For 'other service 'first: towai'd 'Ephesua 
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons^ I '11 ' tell thee why. — 
[To Lj.,1 Shall we refresh ua, air, upon your shore. 
And give you gold for each provision 
As our intents will need ? 
X;i/s. With all my heart ; and, when you come aahore, 

I have 'another suit.' 
fer. You shall 'prevail, 

. Were it to woo my 'daughter ; for it seems 

^^^^^ You have been noble towards her. Come, my Marina. 
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The scene now brings us before tbe most magnificent building 
Asia— one of the Seven Wonders of the world— the Temple ot 
iana at Ephesus, (then the metropolis of the Eastern hemisphere ; 
but now we seek in vain foi the Temple: the city is proslrale, and 
J)e g^iddess is gone.") 
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Gime.r. Now our sands are itlmotit run ; 
More a little, and tben done." 
This, my 'last boon, pray you give me, 
(For euch kindneae must relieve me.) 
That you aptly will 'auppoae 
What pageantry, what feasts," what ahowB, 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 
The Regent made in Mitylis, 
To greet the King. So well he thrived, 
That he is promised to be 'wived 
To fair Marina ; but in no wise 
Till all was done in sacrifice, 
Ab Dian bade : whereto being bound. 
The 'interim, pray you, all confound." — 
In feathered briefnesa sails are filled, 
And wishes fall-nuf as they 're willed. 
At Ephesus, the Temple see. 
Our Eing and all his company. 
That he "can hither come so soon, 
Ib by your 'fancy's thankful boon." is^n. 

We are now, by the Poefs direction, within the walla of the 
inagnificent edihce. The High PiieBtess is standing before the 
altat, allended by a number of Virgins ; with old L-ord Cerimon 
and other inhabitants of the city. — King Pericles enters with his 
train — Helicanus, LysimachuB, and Marina. — Pericles reverently 
approaches the altar. 

J'er. Hail, Dian! To perform thy juKt command, 
I here confess myself the King of Tyre, 
Who, frighted from my country's shores, did wed 
The fair Thaisa. Her daughter Marina 
Was nursed with Cleon ; whom, at fourteen years, 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; 'gainst whose shore 
Hiding,' her fortunes brought the maid aboard us ; 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself 'my 'daughter. 

The High Priestess, transported at this strange recital, exclaims ; 

Thai. Voice and favour ! — 

You are, you are — O royal Pericles ! — irimu. 

J'er. What means the PriesteSB T' Ah I she dies ! help, 
gentlemen I 
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Lord Ceriinon advances : 
?er. Noble sir, 

If you have told Diana's altar true, 
This 18 your 'wife ! 
P0r. Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her overboard with these very arms, 
Ce,r. Upon this coast, I warrant you T 
Per. 'T is most certain. 

Ctr. Look to the lady, — O ! she 'a but o'erjoyed. — 
Early one blustering morn, this lady was 
Thi'own upon this shore. I oped the coffin, found 
Rich jewels there ; recovered her, and placed ber 
Here in Diana's Temple. Seel Thaisa is recovered. 
■"Aat. ... O, let me look upon himl—0, my lord, 
Ai'e you not Pericles! 'Like him yon apeak, — 
Like him you 'are. Did you not name a tempest, 
A birth, and death? 

. . . The voice of dead Thaisa I 
7m«'. That Thaisa am \, — supposed both drowned 
And dead. Ah, now I know you better ! — 
When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The King, my father, gave you such a rijigt ['Yi'J.' 
Per. ' This, this I No more, you gods ! your present kiiid- 

I Makes my past miseries ' sports I O, come, be buried ' 

^^^_ A 'second time — within these arms I 

^^^^L Marina advances. 

^^^Hjfar. My heart 

^^^H Leaps to be gone into my 'mother's bosom ! iiofd.. 

^^^ftper. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of ' thy flesh, Thaisa ; 

^^^H Thy burden at the sea, and called Marina, 

^^^H For she was yielded there. 

^^^^Thai. Bless'd, and mine own 1 

F Per. Now do I long to hear 'how you were 'found! 

r How possibly 'preserved! and whom to 'thank, 

! (Besides the gods,) for this great miracle! 

^^^^ Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man, through whom 

^^^L The gods have 'shown their power ; 't is he that can 

^^^B From ^at to last resolve you. 

^^^HPer. Beverend sir, 

^^^H The gods can have no 'mortal officer 

^^^B More 'like a god than you. Will you deliver 

^^^H How this dead Queen re-lives! 

^^^^nplsr. I will, my lord : 

^^^H Beseech you, 'first go with me to my house, 
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Where shall be shown you 'all was found with her ; 

A.nd how she came placed here within the Temple ; 

No needful thing omitted. 
/*«»■. Puie Diana ! I bless thee for th.v vision ! I 

Will offer my night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This Prince, K-i-yi the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 

Shall 'marry her at Pentapolis. 
Thai. Lord Ceiimon hath letters of good credit, sir, 

My father 's 'dead. 
Per. Heavens make a 'star of him I Yet there, my Queen, 

We '11 celebrate their nuptiak ; and ourselves 

Will, in that kingdom, spend our following days: 

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. — 

Lord Cerimon, we do our journey* stay 

To 'hear the rest untold. ^Sir, lead'' the way. \k.^-.x. 

OoK&r. In 'Antiochus, and his daughter, you have heard. 
Of monstrous crime the due and just reward ; 
In 'Pericles, 'his Queen, and daughter, seen, 
(Although assailed with fortune fierce and keen,) 
Virtue — preseryed" from fell destruction's blast, 
Led-on by heaven, and crowned with joy at last ! — 
In ' Helieanus, may you weU descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty.^ 
In reverend 'Cerimon, there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears. — 
For wicked 'Cleon, and his 'wife, (when fame 
Had spread 'their cursdd deed, and honoured 

Of 'Pericles,) to 'rage the crowds so turn,*' 

That him and his they in his palace bum. — 

The gods for murder seemed so well content 

To punish crime, — although not 'done, but 'meant. 

So, on your patience evermore attending, 

'New joy wait on you ! Here our play hath ending. 

Ehd or Peeicles, Prince op Tybk. 
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The wild and revolling Tragedy of " Titua Andronicus " is 

generally considered to be founded on an old play known to have 
been performed in 1591. The firsi printed version appeared in 
1600 (and again in i6ril without the author's name, under the 
following title : " The most lamentable Romaine Tragedie of Titua 
Andronicus, as it hath sundry times been playde by the Right 
Honourable the Earle of Pembroke, the Earle of Darbie, the Earle 
□f Sussex, and the Lord Chamberlaine, theyre seruants." It is, 
however, mentioned in Meres' list of Shakespeare's compositiona' 
(in 1598 , and included in the first folio of 1623. The ■' inner " 
testimony of Shakespeare's handiwork is feeble; but this "ex- 
ternal " is strong, if not convincing. It is believed that this 
tragedy was among; the earliest of Shakespeare's attempts, either 
as author or adapter. The play was once popular, but its horrible 
incidents have banished it from the modem stage. 
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ined in this Condensatloii a 



SATnBBiNtrs, Son to the late Em- 
peror of Rome, and aftenmrd* 
(Uelared Emperor, 

Babsiamub, Brother to 8ntUT~ 
niiitis ; in lose wflft Lamnia. 

TnuB AssiiOHiotia, a nahU Ro- 
man, general agaimt the, 
Goth*." 

Mabocs Abdbomicos, THhune of 
the People; and Brother to 
Titue. 

LnoTPH, 1 

Qdinttib, I Sotm to Titus 

MiETios, f An^onicui. 



r<iung Lroics, a Boy, Son to 
^F. MTT.i TiB, a noble Roman. 

AiBON, a Moor, helmed bj/ Ta- 

Oatha and Romane. 
Tamoka, Qneen of the Ootht. 
Lavinia, DaugTUer to Titus 

Andronicvt. 
Senator), Trf/ninei, Officers, 8ol- 



diera, and Attendnnts. 
ind the Country n 
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the officer whose duty it was to present the imperial crown to the 
successful competitor : and his brother Titus Andronicus, — a dia- 
linguished soldier, and now General-in-Chief of the Roman 
army— was expected »o become one of the candidates. He is now 
returning, laden with years and honours, from a war against the 
Goths. 

The Scene is in Rome, before the Tomb of the Andronici, near 
the Capitol. The two contestant brothers, Saturninua and Bas 
sianus. attended by armed followers, are before Us: with the 
Senators, Patricians, and Citizens, headed by old Marcus An- 
dronicuB, one of the Tribunes of tbe People, -having in his charge 
the imperial crown. Saturninus is the first speaker: 

•Sat. Noble Patricians, patrons of 'my right, 

Defend the 'juetiee of my cause with 'arms; 
I am 'his first-born son, that was the 'last 

tThat ■wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 
Then, let my 'father's honours live in 'me, 
Nor wrong mine age' with this indignity. 
The second brother-claimant speaks: 
}. Eomans.^f fiends, followers, favourers of 'my 
right,— 
If everBassianus, Csosar's son. 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Borne, 
'Keep then this passage to the Capitol, 
And suffer not 'dis-honour to approach 
The 'imperial seat, to 'virtue consecrate; 
But let desert*" in 'pure election shine ; 
And, Bomans, fight for 'freedom in your choice. 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, holding the crown, 
addresses the rival brothers : 

, Princes, — that strive by factions and by fiiends 
f Ambitiously for rule and empery," — 
j Know — that the people have by common voice 
I Chosen Andronicus, sumamed the Pious, 
I For many good and great deserts to Bome ; 
L He, by the Senate, is accited' home, 
Y From weai-y wars against the barbarouH Goths. 
r Ten years are spent, since fijst he undertook 
y This cause of Bome ; five times he hafh returned, 
I Bearing his sons in cofiins from the field. 
[ Let us entreat — -by honour of his name — 
"" t you withdraw you, and abate youf strength; 
iss your followers i and, as suitors should, 
i your deserts in 'peace and humbleness. 
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Bassianus is the first to reply : 
Sasa. Marcus Andronicus, I do so affy' 
In thy upiiglitness ami iaitegrity,— 
And BO I love and liouour thee and thine; — 
Thy noble brotber Titus, and bis sons, 
And her to whom 'my tboughta are bumbled ajl, 
Gracious Laviiiia, (Rome's rich ornament) — 
That 'I will here 'dismiss my loving friends i 
And to my fortunea, and the people's favour, 
Commit my cause in balance to be weighed. 

Saturninus adds : 
Sat. FriendB, that have been thus forward in 'my right, 
J 'I tbank yon all, and here 'dismisa you all ; 

^^H And, to the love and favour of my countiy, 

^^^M Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

^^^P Borne, be as just and gracious unto 'me, 
^^* As 'I am conlident and kind to 'thee. 

The rival brothers, having thus dismissed their forces, enter the 
Capitol. Then a magnificent procession approaches, preceded 
by a Captain and other Officers. 

Cap. Romans, make way ! The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion, 
With honour and with fortune is returned. 
And brings in yoke the 'enemies of Rome. 
Drums and trumpets sound ; and then two of Titus's sons enter. 
After them, two men bearing a coffin covered wiih black ; then two 
olher sons. After them Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, 
Queen of the Goths, with her sons Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetrius ; 
besides Aaron, a Moorish lover of the Queen, and other Goths, 
prisoners ; Soldiers and People following. They set dovm the 
coffin, and Titus speaks ; 

^^^ Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in tbj 'mourning weeds! 

^^^L Lo, as the bark that bath discharged her fraught," 

^^^^1 Returns, with precious lading, to the bay 

^^^^1 From whence at 'first she weighed her anchorage, 

^^^H Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

^^^H To re-salute bis country with bis tears, — 

^^^H Tears of true 'joy, for his return to Borne. 

^^^^^ Thou great defender' of this Capitol, 

^^^^B Stand gracious to the rites that we intend! . . . 

^^^^H tomans, of five-and-twecty valiant sons, 
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Behold the poor remains, — alive, aud deadl 
These, that 'urn-Vive, let Borne reward with 'love; 
Theee, that I briug unto their latest home, 
With 'burial amoDgst their ancestors. 

The tomb is opened. 
0, sacred receptacle of nay joys. 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How 'many eons of mine hast thou in store, 
That thou wUt never render to me more! 
Lucius, the eldest surviving son, now asks his father for a saci 

ice to the manes of his brothers. 

Lhc. Give us the 'proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and pile his ilesh, 
Before this earthly prison of their bones; 
That so the 'Shadows be not unnppeased. 
Nor 'we disturbed with 'prodigios* on earth. 

Til. 1 give you 'him, the 'noblest that survives, — 
The 'eldest son of this distressed Queen. 
But the youth's mother. Tamora. the beautiful captive Queen 

the Goths, interposes : 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren! — Gracious conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, — 
A 'mother's tears in passion'' for her son! 
And if 'thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
0, think 'my son to be as dear to 'me. 
Suf&ceth not that we are brought to Borne, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoke t 
But must 'my sons be slaughtered in the streets 
For valiant doings in then- country's cause 1 
O! if to fight for King and Commonweal 
Were piety in 'thine, it is in 'these! . . . 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the 'godsT 
Draw near them then in being 'merciful : 
Sweet mercy ia nobiUty's 'ti'ue badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus, 'spare my firatr-born son ! 

Tit. Patient yourself, madatu, and pai'don me. 
Religiously they ask a 'sacrifice : 
To this your son is 'marked ; and die he 'must, 
To appease their groaning Shadows that are gone. 

L'lc. Away with him ! and taaka a fire" straight ; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let 's hew his limbs, till they be clean consumed. 



The caplive Queen bursts into tears, but is comforted by her 

7'am. O cruel, ' ir-religious piety ! 
Chi. Was ever Scythia" 'half so bai'barous? 
Deni. Oppose not" Scythia to ambitious 'Rome. 
'Alavbus goes to 'rest; and 'we survive 

»To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, mailam, stand resolved ; but hope withal. 
The self -same gods— that ai-med the Queen of 'Troy"— 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of 'Goths, 
To 'quit" the bloody wrongs upon 'her foea. 
The sons of Titus return with their swords smeared with blood. 
Xwc. See, lord and father, 'bow we have performed 
Our Koman ritea : — -Alai'bus' hmba are lopped ; 
His entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 
"Whoae smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought but to 'inter our brethren, 
And, with loud 'larums, welcome them to Rome. 
7'it. Let it be ao ; and let Andronicus 

Make this his 'latest farewell to theu- aoula. 
Trumpets sound, and the coffins are laid in the tomb, 

tin peace and honour rest jou 'here, my sons. 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells; 
Here grow no fatal grudges ; here no storms, 
No noise, — but silence and eternal sleep r 
In peace and honour 'rest you here, my sons ! 
The General's only daughter, Lavinia. betrothed to Lord Basai- 

IjUV. Iu peace and honour 'live Lord Titus long ! 
My noble lord and father, live iu 'famel 
Lo ! at this tomb, my tilbutary tears 
'I render, for my 'brethren's obsequies:" 
And at thy feet I kneel — with tears of 'joy 
Shed on the earth, for 'thy retui-n to Rome. 
Tit. 'Kind Rome, that bast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart I — 
Lavinia, live: 'outlive thy 'father's days 
In' fame's 'eternal date, for 'virtue's praise I 
Satuminua, Bassianus, and others enter, with Marcus Androni- 
cus the Tribune : 
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Mare. liong live Lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracioua trifiniplier in tlie eyes of Rome 1 
And welcome, nephews, from BncuesHful wars ; 
I You that survive, . . . and you that sleep in fame.- 

Titua Andronicus, the people of Hotue, 
L Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

^^^ Send thee by me, (their Tribune and their trust,) 
^^^L This palliament* of white and Hpotless hue ; 
^^^H And name 'thee, in election for the empire, 
^^^^ft To help to set a head on headless Rome. 
^^^^n(. A 'better head her glorious body fits, 
^^^H Than bis that shakes for age and feebleness. — 
^^^H Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
^^^^ -^^ '^^ ™7 country's strength successfully ; 
I And buried one -and- twenty vaHant sons, 

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of tbeir noble country: 
^^^^ Give me a staff-of-' honour for mine age, 
^^^^ But not a 'sceptre to control the world I 
^^^H Upright 'be held it, lords, that held it 'last. — 
^^^V PeotSe of Rome, and Feople's'' Tribunes here, 
^^^* I ask your voices, and your suffrages : 

Will you bestow them ' friendly ou Andronicuaf 
Trib. To gratify the good Andi-onicua, 

And 'gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will 'accept whom 'he admits. 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you; and 'this suit I make — 
That you elect" your Emperor's 'eldest son. 
Lord Saturnine, and say, — "Long live our Emperor 1 
Marc. With voices and applause of every sort, — 
Patricians and Plebeians, — we create 
Lord Saturninus Rome's great Emperor \ 
And say, — " Long live our Emperor Saturnine ! ' 
A cnilitaiy flourish is sounded. The new Emperor speaks 
Sat Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
I give thee 'thanks, in 'part of thy deserts, 
And will, with 'deeds, requite thy gentleneas : 
And, for an onset,'' Titus, (to advance 
Thy name and honourable family,) 
Lavinia will I make my Empress-queen, 
- 'Rome's royal mistress, mistress of my 'heart I 
And in the sacred Pantheon'^ her espouse. 
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Tell me, Andronicus, doth thiB motion please theeT 
Tit It dotb, m J worthy lord ; and in this match 
I hold me highly ' Louonred of your grace : 
And here, in aight of Rome, to Saturome, — 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide 'worlil's Emperor,— do I consecrate 
My aword, my chariot, and my 'prisoners — 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord; 
Receive them, then,— the tribute thftt I owe, — 
'Mine honour's ensigns humbled at 'thy feet. 
SiU. TliankH, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of 'thee, and of thy 'gifts, 
Home shall record ; and when I do forget 
The ' leant of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to 'me. 

The Lady Lavinia^notwilhslonding her previous betrothal lo 
Lord Baasianus, the new Emperor's brother — remains silent: her 
father, Lord Titus, then addresses the captive Queen Tamora : 

Tit. 'Now, madam, are you prisoner to an 'Emperors 
To him that, for your honour and your slate. 
Will use 'you nobly, and your 'followers. 

The young Emperor gallantly replies ; 
Sat. A goodly lady, trust me,^of the hue 

That I would 'choose, were I to choose 'anew. — 
^L Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance : 
^H Though chance of 'war hath wrought this change of 
^V 'cheer, 

^^ Thou com'st not to be made a 'scom in Rome r 
'Princely shall be thy usage 'every way ; 
Beat on my word: Madana, 'he comforU you 
"Who '11 make you 'greater than the Queen of Gofchs. — 
Laviiiia, you are not displesBed with this? 
Lav. Not I. my lord ; sith" true nobility 

Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 
5a!. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let ua go : 
EftnsomleHS, here we set our priBonera ' free : 
'Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

As the imperial procession is passing along, Lord Bassiai 

Bass. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is 'mine I 
Tit. How, airf Are you in 'earnest then, my lordT 
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Bass. Ay, noble Titua \ and resolved witlial 

To do myself tliia reasou and tliis 'right ! 
Tit. Traitor, avaunt 1 Where is the Emperor's 'guard? 

TreasoD, my lord ! Lavinia is Burpriaed. 
Sat. Surprised I By whom t 
liaea. By him that 'justly may 

Bear hia betroth'd from all the 'world away. [^"il",^i!|,"' 
Lavinia is iTiumphantly carried off by Bassianua, while her 
brothers remain to prevent pursuit. Old Lord Titus endeavoTB to 
follow, but is stopped by his son Mutiua ; 

Mnt. My lord, you pass not here. 

Tit. What? Villain-boy! 

Barr'at 'me my way in Rome ? 

He stabs Mutius, who dying, exclaims ; 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help ! 

Lucius re-enters to see his brother dead. 
Luc. My lord, you are unjust, and 'more than ao ! 

In 'wrongful quarrel you have slain yoiii' 'son ! 
T^t. Nor thou, nor lie, are 'any aona of 'mine ! 

'My aona would never so dishonour me: — 

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the Emperor ! 
Luc. 'Dead, if you will ; but not to be his 'wife, 

Thai is 'another'a lawful-promised love. ibvil 

The young Emperor prevents any further pursuit, because he has 
become captivated by the beautiful Queen Tamora. 

Stat. No, Titus, no ; tlie Emperor needs her 'not ; 
Nor her, nor thee, nor 'any of thy stock : 
I '11 truat, by 'leisure, him that mocks me 'once ; 
'Thee 'never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons! 
Was there none elae iu Rome to make a stale!* 
But go thy ways ! go, 'give that changing piece'" 
To him that flourished for her with his sword : 
A 'valiant sou-in-Iaw thou ahalt enjoy I 
One fit to bandy with \hy lawlens 'sons, 
To ruffle' in the commonwealth of Borne. — 
And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 
, If thoa be pleased with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose 'thee, Tamora, for my 'bride. 
And will create thee Empress of great Bome. 
Speak, Queen of Gtothsl dost thou 'applaud my 
choice t . . . 

it, m itdUne-horse. i^ k term o( coat«ai^ Ivi lit.-(\uiL 



66 THE KBADEfiS SHAEEBPEARE. [Aotl 

And here I swear, by aH the Boman gods, 
I will not re-sftlute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till, from foith this place, 
I lead, espoused, my Bride along with me. 
Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome 'I Bwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She will a 'handmaid be to his desires, — 
A 'loving nurse, a 'mother to his youth. 
Sat. Ascend, fair Queen, Pantheon." — Lords, accompany 
Tour noble Emperor, and hia lovely Bride, 
Sent by the heavens to bless Prince Satiimioe. 
The young Emperor, and Queen Tamora, al once proceed lo havt 
the marriage ceremony performed. Her two sons gladly accom- 
pany ; Aaron the Moor, and the newly enfranchised Goths, follow ir 
silence. — Marcus Andronicus the Tribune, and the three sons o 
Titus, now enter, but pause before the corpse of Mutius. 

Mam. O Titus, see ! O, see what thou hast done ! 

In a bad quaiTel 'slain a virtuous son. 
7^t. No, foolish Tribune, no 1 'no son of mine,— 

Nor 'tbou, nor 'these, confederates in the deed 

That hath dishonoured all our family; 

'Unworthy brother . . . and unworthy 'sons I 
Iiuc. But let us give him 'burial, as becomes : 

Give 'Muting burial with our brethren. 
Tit. Traitors, away 1 ' he I'ests not in this tomb : 

Here none but 'soldiers, and Rome's 'servitors, 

Repose in fame ; none 'ba«ely slain in 'brawls ; — 

Bury him where you 'can; he comes not 'here. 
The old Tribune reproves his irritated brother : 
Marc. My lord, this is 'impiety in you. 

My nephew Mutius' 'deeds do plead for l)iTn : 

He 'must be bnried with his brethren. 



Quint. And 'shall 1 — Or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And 'shall? What 'villain was it spake that word? 
Quint. He that would vouch 't, in 'any place but 'here. 
7?(. What ! would you bury him in my 'despite ? 
Marc. No, noble brother ; but entreat of thee 

To 'pardon Mutius, — and to bury him. 
Tit. Marcus, even 'thou hast struck upon my crest. 

And, 'with these boys, mine honour thou bast wounded; 

My 'foea I do repute you 'every one ; 
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So, trouble me no more, but get you gone I [»„".'" ii"''inJti, 

Mare. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
Hia noble uepliew, here, in mtue'a neat, 
That died in hoiioui' aud Lavioia's cause. 
Thoa art a ' Eomau ; be not ' barbarous : 
Let not young Mutius then, that 'was thy joy, 
Be 'barred hia entrance here. 

Tit. . . . Rise, Mai'cua, rise ! — 

The dismall'st day ia thi« that e'er I saw, 
To be 'dishonoured, by my 'sons, in 'Rome ! — 
Well, bury him- — and bury 'me the next. 

As the dead body of young Mutius is placed in the lomb, trium- 
phanl sounds of music are heard approaching in different direc- 
tions ; preceding the two wedding processions — of the Emperor 
and his bride Queen Tamora ; and of Lord Bassianus and the Lady 
Lriivinia. — The Empress's sons, Demetrius and Chiron— with her 
secret lover, Aaron the Moor — are silent spectators. The Emperor 

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have played your prize ! 

Jove give you joy, sir, of your gallant Bride ! 
Sasa. And you of 'yours, my lord : I aay no more. 

Nor 'wish no less ; and bo I take my leave. 
Sat. Traitor! if Rome have law, or we have power, 

Thou and thy faction shall 'repent this wrong. 
£aaB. ' Wrong, call you it, my lord ? to seize my own, 

My true betrothed love, and now my 'wife ? 

But 'let the laws of Rome determine all; 

Meanwhile I am 'poBsess'd of that is mine. 
Sat. 'T is good, sir ! Tou are very 'short with us j 

But, if we live, we '11 be as 'sharp with 'you! 
Saas. My lord, what I have done, as best I may 

Answer I must, and 'shall do with my 'hfe. 

Only thus much I give your grace to know: — 

This noble gentleman. Lord Titua here, 

la, in opinion and in honour, wrongedi 

That, in the 'rescue of Lavinia, 

With hia own hand, did slay his youngest son. 

Receive him then to 'favour. Saturnine, 

That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds, 

A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome, 
The old General interrupts. 
THt. Prince Bassianus, cease" to plead my deeds : 

"" 's 'thou, and 'those, that have dishonoured mel 
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The crafty Empress adds her plausible appeal — which however 
she immediately modiiieG : 

Tarn. My woitliy loril, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Theu hear me speak, indifferently for 'all ; 
And itt 'my suit, sweet, 'pardon what is past, 

Sal. What, madam ! be dishonoured openly, 
Aod biisely jiut it up witliout 'revenge? 

7'am. Not no, my lord; the {joda of Rome forfend" 
'I should be author to 'dis-honour you! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake'' 
For good Lord Titus' innocence in allj 
Whose 'fury, not dissembled, speaks hie '^iefe: 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain 'suppose,' 
Nor, with 'sour looka, afflict his gentle heart. — 
lAiid?.) My lord, be ruled by 'me; be 'won at last; 
'Dissemble all your griefs and discontents: 
Tou are but newly planted in your throne. . . . 
'I 11 find a day to 'massacre tliem all. 
And raze their faction and their family, — 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons — 
Whom I entreated for 'my dear son's life : 
And make them know what 't is, to let a ' Queen 
Kneel iu the 'sfci-eets, and 'beg for grace ia 'vain. — 
iiiou^.) Come, come, sweet Emperor! — Come, Androni- 



Take-up this good old man, and 'cheer the heart 
That 'dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 
Sat. . . . Kise, Titus, rise : my Empress hath prevailed. 
Tit. I ' thank your majesty, and ' her, my lord. 

These words, these looks, infuse 'new life in ma 
The Empress continues: 
7'am. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, — 
^^_ A Roman, now adopted happily, 

^^^L And must advise the Emperor for his good. 
^^^1 'This day all quarrels 'die, Audronieus. — 
^^^1 And let it be 'mine honour, good my lord, 
^^^1 That I have reconciled your frieuds and you. — 
^^^H Por 'you, Prince Bassianua, I h»ve passed 
^^^K My word and promise to the Emperor, 
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That you 'will be more mild and tractable. — 
And fear not, lords,— ami you, Lavimaj — 
By my advice, 'all humbled on your knees, 
You ehall ask 'pardon of hie majeHty. 
I/ue. We do ; and vow to heaven, and to hie highness, 
I That 'what we did was mildly, as we might, 

' Tendeiing our 'sister's honour, and our own. 

Sfit. . . . Away and talk iiot : trouble ub no more. — 
Tani. Nay, nay, sweet Emperor, we must all be 'friends: 
The Tribune and hia nephews 'kneel for graces 
I will not be 'denied : Sweet heart, look back ! 
■Sat. . . . Marcus, for 'thy sake, and thy 'brother's here. 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
1 I do 'remit these young men's heinous faults. — Stand 

^^^B Lavinia, though 'you left me Lke a churl, 
^^^H I found a 'friend J and sure as death I swore, 
^^^^H I would not part a 'bachelor from the priest. 
^^^H Cornel if the Emperor's Court can feast 'two brides, 
^^^H You are my 'guest, Lavinia, and. your 'friends. — 
^^^Bl This day shall be a 'love-day, Tamora. 
^^^BW. To-morrow,^an it please your majesty 
' To hunt the panther and the hart with me, — 

With horn and hound we '11 give your grace bnnjour.' 
Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercj" too. [^kI'J^l' 



Aaron, the wily Moor, has silently, but hopefully, wilnessed the 
elevation or his mistress, the Gothic Queen, to be bride of the 
Emperor of Rome ; and, confident of the lady's love, he further 
plots how lo increase his own advantages ; 
Aar. Now climbeth Tamora 'Olympus'" top. 
Safe out of Fortune's shot ; and aits aloft. 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flash ; 
Advanced above pale Envy's threatening reach. — 
As when the golden 'Sun salutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with bis beams, 
L Gallops the zodiac" in his glistering coach, 
VAnd overlooks the highest-peering hills, — 
I' So 'Tamora! 

p Upon her 'wit doth earthly Honour wait, 
t J^d Vu'tue stoops and trembles at her 'frown. 

Bin in TheaBalj. the fiblcil mWenco ol Uie ?,<*». 

ny coalaialag XbeQonaleWiluma tlironeti •w^ite\i ttw fegn, \wiih». 
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Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft 'with thy imperial inistresB. 
Away with slavish weeda* and servile'' thoughts ! 
I will be 'bright, acd shine in pearl and gold 
To wait upon this uew-made Empreas. 
To 'wait, eaid I! to 'wanton with this Queen, 
This goddess, this Semiramis,° this uympb, 
This Siren, that will charm Bome's Satui-nine, — 
And see 'his shipwreck, and his 'commonweal's ! 
— Hollo! what storm is this? 



The two sons of Ihe Golhic Empress, Demetrius and Chiron, 
have both faDen in love with Lavinia, now the wife of Bassianus, 
(unknown, however, to her,) and they arc quarrelling concerning their 
rival pretensions. The elder, Demetrius, is the first whom we 
overhear: 

Dem. Chiron, thy years want 'wit, thy wit wants 'edge 
And 'manners, to intrude where 'I am graced. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in 'all ; 

And so in 'this, to bear 'me down with braves 1' 
'T is not the difference of a year or two 
Makes 'me less gracious, 'thee more fortunate; 
And 'that ray sword upon thee shall 'approve, 
And plead 'my passions for Lavinia's love 1 

Aar. Now, by the gods that warhke Qoths adore. 
This petty brabble will 'undo us all. — 
What ! is Lavinia then become so loose,' 
Or Bassianus so degenerate, 
That, for her love, 'such quarrels may be broached, 
"Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 
Toung lords, beware ! —an should the Empress know 
This discord's 'ground,' . . . the music would not 'please. 

Dem. Why mak'st thou it so 'strange? 

She is a 'woman, — therefore may be 'wooed ; 
She is a woman, — therefore may be 'won ; 
She is 'Lavinia, — -therefore 'must be 'loved! 

Aar. For shame, be 'friends; and 'join for that you jai'. 
'T is policy and 'stratagem must do 
'That you afi'eet; and so must you resolve 
That what you cannot, as you 'would, achieve, 
You must 'perforce accomplish as you ' 
A speedier course than lingering 'languishment 
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^^^H TJoder their nweet ehadf^, AaroD, let us sit, 

I^^F And, — whilst the babbling Echo mocks the houDde, 

IT Replyioff shrilly to the well-tuned horns," 

I (Ab if a double hunt were heard at 'once,) — 

I Let us sit down, and mark their yelpiug noise ; 

' While hounds, and boms, and sweet melodious birds, 

Be unto us, as is a Nurae's song 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 
1 Aar. Madam, though Venus" govem now 'your thoughtt', 

^^H Saturn'' is dominator over mine. 

^^^L 'Vengeance is in 'my heart, Death In my 'hand, 
^^^1 Blood and Revenge ore hammering in my 'head 1 . . . 
^^^P Hark, Tamora,— the Empress of my soul, 
^^^ Which never hopes 'more heaven than rests in 'iiee, — 

This is the day of doom for 'Bassianus ; 

His 'Philomel* must lose 'her tongue to-day : 

iThy 'sons make 'prisoner of his haughty bride. 
And wash their hands in 'Bassianus' blood. — 
^ Seest thou this 'letter? take it up, I pi'ay thee, 
And give the 'King this fatal-plotted scroll. — [*'^°,^''' 
' Now question me no m ore ; we are espied I 
Here comes a parcel' of our hopeful booty. 
Which dreads not 'yet tlieir liven' destruction. 
Fam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 'life ! 
^ar. No more, great Empress. BaPsiaEUB comes : 
\ Be 'cross with him ; and 1 11 go fetch thy 'sons 
To 'back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. (Km. 

Bassianus and Lavinia enter. 
^aas. Whom have we here ? Eome's royal Empress, 
TTnfurnished of .her well -beseeming troop? 
Or is it Dian,' habited like her. 
Who hath abandoned her own holy groves, 
To see the general hunting in this forestf 
ToTti. Saucy controller of my private steps I 
Had I the power that Dian' had, the hounds 
Should drive" upon 'thy' new-transformed limbs, — 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art I 
Saes. Believe me. Queen, your swarth' Cimmerian'- 
Doth make your 'honour of his 'body's hue, — 

^buigiidiTtloaDighUDj^e ^a part or portion, 

la olhuutitia. n mull tmpetnoiuly. lO.B.blH. IdniikT. 



TITUB ANBBONICUB. 

spotted, detested, and abominable '. 
Why are you thus sequestered fiom your traiuT 
Diamouiited from your snow- white goodly steed! 
And wandertd liitber to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor? 
The King my brother shall have notice of 't ! 

Kwi. Why have I'' patience to 'endure all this ? 

tObeying the instructiona of Aaron, the EmprcBE's sons, De- 
B and Chiron, enter. 

How now, dear soTereign, and our graciouB 
mother! . . . 
Why doth your highneBa look bo pale and wanT 
an. Have I not 'reason, think you, to look pale! 
These two have 'ticed" me hither to this place: — 
A barren and detested vale it is ; 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe. 
Here never shines the sun ; here nothing bree<fe, 
Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven. 
And when they showed me this abhorred pit, 
They told me,— here, at dea<l time of the night 
A thouaand fiends, a thonsand hissing snakeB, 
Ten thousand sweUing tofidp, as many urchins," 
Would make such fearful and confused cries 
As any mortal body, hearing them. 
Should straight fall 'mac!, or else 'die suddenly. 
No sooner had they spoke this heDish tale. 
But straight they told me, — they would 'bind me here 
TJnto the body of a dismal yew, 
And 'leave me to tbis miserable death : 
And then they called me foul and Blanderous 'names : 
And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they 'executed. 
'Revenge it, as you love your mother's life. 
Or be not henceforth called 'my cbildreni 

X)em. 'This ia a witness that I 'am thy son. 
Demetrius stabs Bass J anus. 

C/d. And this for 'me, stimck borne to show my strength. 

Chiron stabs him likewise. Lavinia, seeing her husband thus 
murdered, exclaims : 

Imv. Ay, come, SemiramiB,^nay, barbarous ' Tamora !^ 
For no name 'fits tby nature but thy 'own ! 
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Tam. Give 'me thy poniard : you sliall know, my boys, 

Your 'mother's hand sliall right your mother's 'wrong. 
Lav. O Tamora! thou bcar'st a womans 'face, — 
Tam. I will not hear her speak: Aw&j with her! 
iaw. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a 'word I 
Dent. Listen, fair madam : let it be your glory 

To 'see her tears; but be your 'heart to them 

Ab unrelenting 'flint to drops of 'rain, 
Zav. When did the 'tiger's young ones teach the damT 

0, do not 'learn her wrath; she taught it 'thee. 

^Do 'thou [Tociiin,iii entreat ber show a woman pity! 
'T ifi true, the 'raven doth not hatch a 'lark: 
Tet have 1 heard, — O, could I find it 'now 1 — 
That ravens often foster forlorn 'children, 
The whibt their 'own birds 'famish in their neata : 
0, be to 'me, (thoiigh thy hard 'heart say no,) 
Nothing so kind, but 'a.oiaething pitiful. 
Tam. I know not what she' means. Away with her ! 
Imv. O! let me 'teach thee! Por my 'father's sake — 
That gave thee life when well be might have 'slain 

thee,— 
Be not obdurate ! open thy deaf ears ! 
7'am. Hadat thou in 'person ne'er offended me, 
Even for 'hia sake 'am I pitiless. — 
Remember, boys, 'I poured forth tears in vain, 
To save your 'brother from the sacrilice; 
But fierce Andi-onicus would not relent. 
Away with her ! . . . Pond" woman, let me go ! 
iac Oh! tumble me into some loathsome pit! 

Do this, and be a 'charitable murderer ! 
JJeni. Away! for thou hast stayed us here too long. 
/.'I'K No giacef no womanhood t Ah, 'beastly creature ! 
The blot, and enemy, to our general name 1 
Ckinf uaion fall — 
' 'hi. Nay, then, I '11 'stop your mouth. — [ uJ^J Bring ' thou 
her 'husband; 
This is the hole where Aaron 'bid us bide him. 

The body of Baasianua is thrown irno the pit — Lavinia is dragged 
off:~the Empress exclaims: 

Tam. Fai'ewell, my sons : see that you make her 'sure. 
Ne'er let my heart know 'merry cheer indeed. 
Till 'all the Andronici be made away ! . , . 
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Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

And let my epleenful boiib make vengeance eurel kiil 

. The crafty Aaron is in 

Martius, two sons of Titi 

as the murderers of Bassianua. 

Aar. Come on, my Irirvla ; the better foot before : 

Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 

Where I espied the panther fast asleep. 
Quint. My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you : were 't not for ahame, 

Well could I 'leave our sport to sleep awhile. 
Martius suddenly disappears into the pii. His brother enclaimB : 
Quint. What ! art thou falleu ?— What subtle hole is this 

Whose mouth ia covered with rude-growing briers ; 

Upon whose leaves aie drops of new-shed ' blood. 

As fresh as morning's dew distilled on flowers T , . . 

Speak, brother! hast thou 'hurt thee with the falll 
Mart. brother ! with the disniaU'st object hurt. 

That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 
Aaron hastens to complete his villainy : 
Aar. [A.ia.,1 Now will I fetch the King to 'find them here, 

That he thereby may give a likely guesa 

How ' these were they that made away his brother, ieiji 
Martius continues to describe what he sees : 
Mart, lord Bassianus lies imbrewed' here. 

All on a heap, — hke to a slaughtered lamb, — 

In thia detested, dark, blood- drinking pit. 
Quint. If it be dark, how dost thou 'know t is he? 
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole ; 

Which, like a taper in some monument. 

Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks. . . . 

brother, help me with thy fainting band — 
If fear hath made ' thee faint, as 'me It hath^ 
Out of this fell" devouring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus'" misty mouth. 
Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I 'may help thee out ; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 
'I may be plucked into the swallowing maw^ 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave. — 

1 have no 'strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
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Mart. Nor 'I no atrengtb, to climb 'without thy help. 

Quint. . . . Thy hand once more ; I will not loose agmn, 
'Till thou art here aloft, or I below. . . , 
Thou canst not come to me ; I come to ' thee I 

Quintus also falls into the pit, as. the Emperor cntecs accompanied 
by Aaron. 

Sat, Along with me :— I '11 aee what hole is here, 
Anil what he is that now ia leaped into it. . . . 
Say, pflljjfj who art thou, that lately didat descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth T 

Martius replies, from the bottom of the pit : 
Mart, f'^,1"'"'] The unhappy eon of old Andronieus, 
Brought hither, in a most unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Bassianus ' dead ! 
Sat. My brother deaill I know, thou dost but 'jest: 
He and his lady both are at the lodge : 
"T ia not an boiir since I left him there. 
Mart. We Imow not where you 'left him ail alive ; 
But, out, alaa! here have we 'found him, dead. 
Enter Tamora, with attendants ; Titua Andronicus and Lucius. 
Tam.. Where is my lord the King T 

Sat. Here, Tamora; though grieved with 'killing grief. 
Tam. Where is thy brother Basaianusf 
Sat. Now to the 'bottom dost thou aeai'ch my wound: 

Poor Basaianua here lies 'murdered ! 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ,' [."l^T^. 

The eomplot' of this timeleaa'" tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles sueh murderous tyranny. 
The Emperor reads the letter : 
Silt. ",4»i if we miss to meet him hanclaomel^, — 

{Sweet huntsman, Jiuasianus '< ie, toe mean,) — 
J)o thou so much as dig the grave for him. 
Thou know'st our tneaning: Ziookfor thy 'retoard 
Among the nettles at the eider-tree, 
Which overshades the mouth of thai aamepit 
Where toe decreed to bury Sassianus. 
Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends.^' 
O Tamora! waa ever heard the like? 
' This is the pit, and this the 'elder-tree. 
Iiook, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out, 
k That should have murdered Basaianus here. 
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1, Imowing where the concealed reward was placed, at once 

. My graciouB lord, here ia a bog of gold! ["""''" 

The Emperor angrily addreascB Titus : 

. Two of ' thy whelps, fell" eura of bloody kind. 
Have here bereft my brother of bis life. — - 
Sirs, drag them from the 'pit unto the 'priBOn: 
' There let them bide, until we have devised 
Some never-heard-of torturiug pain for tbem. 
Tamora exclainis : 

m. "What! are they in this pit? O wondrous thing! 
How easily this murder is discovered! 



. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tearn not lightly shed. 
That tbiH fell" fault of my accursed sons, — 
Accursed, if the fault be 'proved in them, — 

SaL ' If it be proved! you see it is 'apparent. — 

"Who 'found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. ... I did, my lord : yet let me be tbeir ' bail ; 
For, by my fathers' reverent tomb, I vow, 
They shall be ready at your higbness' will. 
To 'answer your" suspicion witli their lives. 

Sat. Thou shiilt 'not bail them: see thou follow 'me. 

Some bring the murdered ' body, some the 'murderers : 
Let them not speak a 'word, the guilt ie plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there 'worse end than death, 
'That end upon them should be executed. E*'"™!"*" 



I The Scene changes lo another part of the Forest ; but the circum- 

stancea are so horrible that it is best to adhere (with elimination) to 
the author's stage direction : ■■ Enter the Empress' sons with La- 
vinia, her hands cut off and her tongue cut out." Demetrius cxult- 

I ingly says : 

D&n. So, now go 'tell, an if thy tongue 'can speaki 

L Chiron adds : 

I Chi. ' Write-down thy mind ! bewray" thy meaning bo I 

I An if thy stumps will 'let thee, play the scribe ! 

I Go home ! call for sweet water ; wash thy hands ! 



Devi. She liath n< 
And so let 'a 
Chi. An 't were 'my case," I should go 'hang myaelf. 
Deni. If thou hatist bands, to ' help tbee knit the cord ! 

The jeering villains leave their wretched victim, as her uncle 
Marcus Andronicus, tbe chief Tribune of the People, enters from 
the hunting -field. 

Marc. Who 'a this ^— my 'niece, that flies away so faetT 
Gouein, a word: "Where is your husband t — , . , 
If I do 'dream, would all my weaJib would 'wake mel 
If I do 'wake, some planet strike nie down, 
That I may slumber in 'eternal sleep! — 
Speak, gentle niece] what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopped, and hewed, and made thy body bare 
Of her two braucbes, those sweet ornaments? . . . 
Alas ! a crimson river of warm blood, — 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirred with wind, — 
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed hps. 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

I Oh I had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen-leaves, upon a lute. 
He would not ' then have touched them, for his life ; 
Or had he heard thy heavenly harmony. 
He would have 'dropped his knife, and fallen asleep.^ 
Come, let us go, and make thy father 'blind; 
For 'such a sight 'will blind a father's eye: 
One ' boiir's storm will drown the fragrant 'meads ; 
What will whole 'months of tears thy father's eyeeT 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn 'with thee: 
Oh, 'could our moui-ning ease thy 'misery ! iK.rani, 

The Emperor has not been able to find a shorter and sharper 
punishment than immediate death. In one of the streets of Rome, 
we see a procession of Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, 
conducting Martius and Quintus, bound, passing-on lo the place of 
execution ; their father, Titus Andronicus, still pleading for mercy : 

Tit. Hear me, grave Fathers I noble Tribunes, stay! 
For pity of mine age,— whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst 'you securely slept; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed; 
And for these bitter tears, which 'now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, — 
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'Be pitiful to my coudemued Bone, 
"Whose souls oi-e 'not coi 

For two and-twenty son ■—j--. 

Because 'they died in honour 'a lofty bed: 

For 'these, good Tribunes, in the dust I write iiiu»i.. 

My heart's deep languor, aud my soul's sad tears. 

Let 'my teara 'ataooh the earth's dry appetite ; 

My sous' Bweet 'blood would make it shame and blush! 

There is no reply. The silent procession passes on. 
O Eai-th! I will befriend thee more, with rain 
That ahail distil from these two ancient urns," 
Than youthful 'April shall, with all his showers : 
In Summer's drought, I '11 di-op upon thee still ; 
In Winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow. 
And keep eternal 'Spring-time on thy face, — 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

I .Ijicius comes in dejectedly, with his sword drawn, and listens to 
B father's idle pleadings : 

Oh, reverend Tribunes! gentle, aged men! 
Unbind my sons, 'reverse the doom of 'death! 
And let 'me say, — that never wept before, — 
My tears are now 'prevailing orators! 

fjUC. O, noble father, you lament in vain: 

The Tribunes hear you not; no man is by, 
And you recount your sorrows to a 'stone. 
. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers 'let me plead.— 
firave Tribunes, once more I 'entreat of you, — 
. My gi'acioua lord, 'no Tribune hears you speak. 
, , . . Why, 't is no matter, man : if they 'did hear. 
They would not 'mark me ; or,'' if they did 'mark, 
They would not 'pity me, — yet plead I must; 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the 'stones; 
Which, though they cannot 'answer my distress, 
Yet, in some sort, they 're 'better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not 'intercept my tale. 
When I do weep, 'they, humbly, at my feet, 
'Beceive my tears, and 'seem to weep with me. [Ri»». 
But wherefore atand'at thou with thy weapon 'drawn? 
*c. To 'rescue my two brothers from their death ; 
For which attempt the Judges have pronnunced 
My everlasting doom of ' banishment. 
{. O happy man ! they have 'hefriended thee. 
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Wliy, foolJBh LuciuB, dost thou not perceive 
That Rome ia but a wilderness of 'tigera T 
Tigerti 'muat prej ; — and Home afforiLa 'no prey 
But me and mioe: — how 'happy wt thou, then, 
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^^^F But 'who comes, with our brother Marcus, hereT 
^^^^ The Tribune leads in the maimed Lavinia. 

Slarc . . . Titus, prepare thy aged' eyes to 'weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to 'break! 
I bring 'consuming sorrow to thine age. 
Til. 'Will it consume mo? Let me 'see it then. 
Mare. . . . This 'was thy daughter. 
Tic. "Wliy, Marcus, so she "i 

Lucius exclaims: 
Liie. Ah me! this object 'kills me! 
7'it. . . . Fuint-hearted boy, aiise, and look upon her. — 
^^^ ' Speak, my Lavinia ! What accursed hand 
^^L Hath made thee 'Landless in thy father's sight? 
^^H What fool hath 'added water to the sea, 
^^^H Or brought a fagot to bright-burning Tro^T'' 
^^^1 My grief wits at the height 'before thou cam'st, 
^^^B And now, like Nilus," it 'disdaineth bounds. — 
^^^B Give me a sword, I '11 chop-off 'my bands too ; 
^^^P For 'they have fought for Eome, and all in vainl 
^^^ In 'bootless prayer have they been oft heid-up, 

And tbey have served me to 'effectless use. 
' 'T is well. Lavinia, that thou bast 'no hands, 

For 'hands to do Borne service, are but vain I 
line. Speak, gentle Kialerl 'Who bath martyred thee? 

Marcus says : 
Mar. Oh, that delightful engine^ of her thoughts, 

PThat blabbed them with such pleasing eloquence, 
la ' torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it snng 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every earl 
7'U. Ah, now I stimd aa one upon a 'rock, 
Environed with a wilderness of 'sea; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in bis brinish billows^ swallow him. 
'This way, to 'death my wretched 'sons are gone ; 
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Here staiidB my 'other sod, a 'baniehed njan ; 
And here my 'brother, — weepmg' at 'my wocm : 
But that which gives my soul the 'greatest spurD, 
Is dear ' Zjavinia, — 'dearer than my Boul ! . . . 
Thou hast no 'bandH, to wipe away thy teara; 
Nor 'tongue, to 'tcU me "who hath mai'tyred thee: 
Thy 'husband he is dead ; and 'for bia death 
Thy 'brothers are coudemued.— and dead by this! . . . 
Look, Mai-cua! Ah ! sou Lucius, look on her 1 
When I did uame her 'brothers, then 'freah teara 
Stood on her cheeks ; — as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost ■withered I 

tr. Titus AndronicuB, my lord the Emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy sons, 
Let Marcue, Lucius, (or thyself, old Titus,) 
Or 'any one of you, chop-off your hand, 
And Bend it to the King ; he, 'for the same. 
Will send thee hither 'both thy sons 'alive ; 
And ' that shall be the 'ransom for their fault. 
. O graeioua Emperor! O gentle Aaron! 
Did ever 'raven sing so like a 'lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the aun'a uprise ? 
With all my heart, I 'U send the Emperor 'my hand. 
'Good Aaron, wilt thou 'help to chop it off! 

Lucius quicklj' intervenes ; 

nc. stay, father ! for that noble hand of 'thine, 
That hath throivn down ao many euemiea, 
Shall 'not be sent : 'my hand will serve the turn. 
The old Tribune Marcus advances; 
Ktrc. Which of 'your hands hath not defended Borne, 
And reared aloft the bloody battle-axe, 
Writing destruction on the enemy's casques V 
'My hand hath been but 'idle: let 'it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death ; 
'Then have I kept it to a 'worthy end. 
% Sweet father, if I ahall be thought thy son. 
Let 'me redeem ray brothers both from death. 

. And for our father's sake, and mother's care, 
Now let 'me show a 'brother's love to thee. 
. Agree between you ; I will spare 'my hand. 
. Then I '11 go fetch an axe. 
I But 'I will 'use the axe. Vf'™ii^S' 
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While they go in search af a weapon, Tilus says : 
Tit. Come hitlier, Aaron ; I '11 deceive tbem botli : 

Lend me 'thy liaud, and I will give tLee 'miDe. 
Aar. lAsiJe.] If that be called 'deceit, I will be 'honest, 

And never, whilst 1 live, deceive men 'so:— 

But I '11 deceive 'you in 'another sort ; 

Ajid that you '11 say, ere balf-an-bour shall pass. 

Aaron cuts off Titus's hand, as Lucius and Marcus return. 

Tit. Now, 'etay your strife: What 'shall be, is despatched. — 

Good Aaron, give his majesty 'my Land: 

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 

From thousand dangers ; bid him ' bury it : 

'More hath it 'merited; 'that let it 'liave. 

As for my sons, say, I account of tbem 

Ah 'jewels purchased at an 'easy price; 

And yet 'dear too, — because I bought mine 'own. 
Aar. I go, AndronicuB ; and, 'for thy hand, 

Look by-and-by to have thy 'sous with thee. 

lAidde,] Their 'heads, I mean. — O, how tbi« villainy 

Doth fat me with the very 'thoughts of it! 

Let 'fools do good, and 'fair' men call for 'gi-ace ; 

'Aaron will have his soul 'black— like his 'face. it>n. 
2^t. O, here I Uft this 'one band up (o 'heaven. 

And bow thia feeble ruin to the 'earth : 

If any Power will pity wretched tears, 

► To 'that I call.— ClJ^,.] What! wilt thou kneel'with 
me? 
'Do, then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our 
prayers ; 
Or with our aighs we '11 breathe the weliin'' dim, 
And stain the sun with fog j as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 
A Messenger enters, carrying two heads and a hand. 
Mess. Worthy Androuicns, ill art thou repaid 1 
Here are the 'heads of thy two noble sons, — 
And here 's 'thy hand, ia scorn to thee sent back: 
Thy griefs their sports ; thy resolution mocked. 
That woe is me to ' think upon thy woes I i'-^^'- 

Old Marcus furiously exclaims : 
Marc. Now let hot ^tna° 'cool in Sicily," 
And be my heart an ever-burning 'hell! 
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These miseries are 'more tbau way be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth 'eaae acme deal ;" 
But Bon-ow 'flouted-at ia 'double death I 
Lavinia tearfully kisses her WTClched father. The old man'i 

mind is yielding benealb his load of sorrows : 

TVi. . , , When will this fearfol slumber have an eod T 

Marc. Now, farewell, flattery ; 'Die, Androuicus ! 

Thou dost 'not slumber ! See thy two sona' 'heads ;— 
Thy warlike 'hand ; — thy mangled 'daughter here ; — 
Thy other banished 'son, -with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; — and thy ' brother, I, 
Even like a 'stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah I now no more will I 'control thy'' griefs ! . . . 
Rend-off thy silver hair 1 thy other hand 
Gnaw with thy teeth I and be this dismal sight 
The closing-up of 'our most wretchetl eyes! — 
' Now is a time to 'storm ; why art ' thou 'still ? 

Tit. Ha, ba, ha 1 

Marc. Why dost thou 'laugh? it fits not with this hour. 

Tit. Why^ ... I have not 'another tear to shed : 
Besides, this Sorrow is an 'enemy, 
And would 'usurp upon my watery eyes, 
And make them blind with 'tributary tears ; 
Then, which way shall I find 'Revenge's cave? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me. 
And threat me, — I shall never come to ' bhss, 
Till all these mischiefs be 'returned again, 
Even, in 'their throats that have committed them ! 
Lavinia, bear my hand between thy teeth: — 
As for 'thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou art an 'exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the ' Cloths, and raise an 'army there ! 
Let 's quickly" part, for we have much to do. [*^'c'".'iTi'i.1uit" 
Lucius is alone : 

Lite. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The wotuU'st man that ever Uved in Rome. 
Farewell, proud Rome ! Till Lucius come again, 
He leaves'" his pledges dearer than his life. 
Fai'ewell, Lavinia, my noble sister ; 
If Lucius live, he will 'requite your wrongs ! . . . 
Now 'will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 
To be 'revenged on Rome and Saturnine I ikui 
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In a short lime, Lavinia ia enabled to give the names of her 
cruel assailants, by taking a staff in her mauth, guiding it with the 
stumps of her wrists, and thus writing on sand, the two words 
" Chiron "— •■ Demetrius." Immediate vengeance is to follow ; but 
the crazed father knows not how. He sends lo the two murderers 
his grandson, the son of the banished Lucius, with a bundle or 
weapons^as presents from his own armoury^with mysterioua 
verses written around the shafts. The young criminals see no 
significance in this proceeding; but Aaron the Moor shrewdly sus- 
pects theit covert design : 
,4a?-. lA.iHi;,] Now, wbat a tUng it is to be ao 'ass ! 

Here 's do 'sound jest 1 the old man bath found their 

guUt, 
And Beuda them weapons wrapped about with lines, 
That wound, beyond 'their feeling, to the quick ; 
I But were our witty ' Empress weU afoot, 

■ ' She would 'applaud Aodronicus' conceit 1 
I But let her rest in ber 'unrest awhile. 

The action of the play is now precipitated by the appearance of 
. a new personage— the infant son of the Queen ; but, as the baby is 
blaik, Aaron resolves to substitute a ii'ltiU' one; and, lo prevent 
public knowledge, he remorselessly slays the Nurse who had 
brought the baby to him from the Empress. Chiron and Demetrius 
would willingly have put the poor infant to death ; but it is saved 
by the father, who resolves to secure it from its enemies in Rome. 

Aar. Now to tbe 'Glotha, as Hwift as swallow iliea ; 
' Tbere to dispose tbis treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the Empress' friends.^ 
Gome on, you thick-lipped slave, I '11 bear you ' bence ; 
I For it is 'you that puts ua to our shifts : 

L I '11 make you feed on berries, and on roots, 
I And cabin in a cave ; — and bring you up 
* To be a 'warrior, and command a camp ! [^h"''i.'ii!i'! 

Old Titus Andronicus, distracted by his many sorrows, wildly ap- 
peals to the gods, by shooting off arrows addressed to the great 
deities of Rome — to Jove — lo Apollo — to Mars — to Mercury — to 
Saturn ; praying them to send down Justice to avenge his wrongs. 
These strangely directed missiles return to the earth, and are at 
once brought to Satuminus and his Court : 
S<tt. Why, lords, what wrongs are these ? Was ever seen 
An Emperor in Rome thus everborne. 
Troubled, confronted thus ? There nought bath passed, 
But even' with 'law, agaiust tbe wilful sons 
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I Of old AndronicuB. And wbat an if 

I Hie Borrows have so overw helmed liia wits; 

^^^ Shall 'we be thus afflicted in liis wreaks,' 

^^H His fits, his frenzy, and liis bitterness 1 

^^^K Ajid now he writes to ' Heaven foi' bia redress ! ['"'""l"^^";!'"' 

^^^K Bee, here 's to Jove ; — and this to Mercury ;^ 

^^K This to Apollo ;— tbiB to tke god of War ;— 

^^^H Sweet scrolls to fly about tbe streets of Komel 

^^^B What 's this biit libelling against the ' Senate, 

^^^P And blazoning 'our injustice evej^-where? 

^^^ A 'goodly humour, is it not, nay lords ? 

As who would Bay, In Rome no 'justice were! 

The Empress plausibly interrupts i 

Tajn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
CEilm thee, and 'bear the faults of Titus' age, — 
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, 
Whose loss hath pierced him deep, and scarred his 

heait ; 
And rather 'comfort bis distressful plight, 
Than prosecute tbe 'meanest or the 'best. 
For these contempls. [amjci Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to glaze' with 'all : 
But, TituB, I have touched thee to the 'quick, — 
Thy ' life-blood out. If Aaron now be wise. 
Then is all safe, tbe anchor 's in the port. — 
A clownish Messenger enters wilh a letter, which the Emperor 

angrily peruses : 

JSat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs! 

Shall I 'endure this monstrous villainy t 

I know from whence this same device proceeds : 

May this be 'horned — As if bis traitorous sons, 

(That died by 'law for murder of our brother,) 

Have, by 'my means, been butchered 'wrongfully I — 

Go, drag tbe villain hither by tbe hair : 

Kor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege :° — 

For this proud mock, 'I '11 be thy slaughterman ! 

Sly frantic wretch, that holp'd'st to malie me great. 

In hope ' thyseK should govern Home and me ! [^j;"!" 

— ^What news with thee, ^milius? 

.^Emil. Arm, arm, my lords I Rome never had more cause. 
The Goths have gathered head, and hither march 
Led-ou by Lucius, son to old Audronicus. 

■ wad rorengea. !■ wlioedlB,triVmaQQ«Mts, 

° iauuaait^, ewtnption frota pTmtBtuamt, 



p 



76 THE BEADEH'a fiHAKESPEAHZ. [Acl*. 

Sat. 'Ik warlike Lucius 'general of the Gothst 

' These tidings nip' me ; and I hflng the head 

Ah flowera with frost, or grass beat down with storms. 

Ay, now begin our 'sorrows to approach ! 

Tam. Why ehould you 'fear ? is not your city 'strong! 

iSat. Ay, but the citizens may favour 'Lucius, 
And will revolt from 'me to succour 'him. 

Tarn.. King, be thy 'thoughts imperious, like thy 'name. 
la the sun 'dimmed, that gnata do liy in it T 
The eagle suflers 'little birds to sing. 

And is not careful what they 'mean thereby, 
Knowing that, with the shadow of hia wing, 

He can at pleasure stint" their melody ; 
Even BO may'at 'thou the giddy men of Borne 
Theu 'cheer thy spiritR ; for know, thou Emperor, 
I will 'enchant the old Audronicua 
"With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous, 
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks" to sheep. 

Sat. But he will 'not entreat his sou for us? 

Tarn. If 'Tamora entreat him, then he 'will; 
For I can smooth and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises ; that, were his heart 
Almost impregnable, hie old eaia deaf, 
Yet should both ear and heart 'obey my tongue. — 
^milLus, go, be oui' ambassador : 
Say that the Emperor requests a 'parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. ^milius, do this message 'honourably; 
And if he stand'' on 'hostage for hia safety, 
Bid him demand 'what pledge will please him best. 

JEmil. Tour bidding shall I do effeotually. ie>ii. 

Tarn. Now will ' I to that old Andronicus, 
And temper" him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius 'from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet Emperor, be blithe again. 
And bury all thy fear in 'my devices. 

Sat. Then go 'succesaantly,' and plead to him. [e«u.i. 

The Goths arc eager to embrace any opportunity of revenge over 
their Roman conquerors. An army is soon taised. and led by Lu- 
cius— the only surviving son of Titus Andronicus — before the very 
v/allB of the imperial city. Their general addresses them : 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 

.oa^^oll;. 
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I have received here letters from great Rome, 
■Which signify — vfbat hate they bear their ' Emperor, 
And how desirous of 'our eight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as youi- titles witness, 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rome hath done you any scfiith," 
Let ' them make ' treble satisfaction. 



A Gothic soldier enters, leading in Aaron, a pcisoner — carrying 
his child in his arms. 

2 Goth. Renowui'd Lucius, from our troops I strayed, 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a 'child cry underneath a wall r 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe 'controlled'' with this discourse : — 
" Peace, tawny slave! half me, and half thj' dam ! 
Had Nature lent thee but thy 'mother's look, 
Villain, thou mightat have been an 'Emperor! 
Peace, villain, peace," — even thus he rates" the babe — 
"For I must bear thee to a trusty 'GJoth, 
Who, when he knows thou art the 'Empress' babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy 'mother's sake." 
With this, my weapon di'awn, I rushed upon him. 
Surprised him suddenly^ and brought him hither. 

2mo. O worthy Goth ! . . . 'TLis is the incarnate devil. 
That robbed Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl'' that pleased your Empress' eye I 
Say, wall-eyed slave! whither wouldfit thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend like face? 
Why dost not speak T What! deaf? No,notawordT 
A 'halter, soldiers 1 'hang him on this tree, 
And by his side his fruit of villainy ! 

Aar. . . . Touch not the 'boy! he is of 'royal blood! 

J/uc. Too like the 'sire, for ever being 'good. — 

First, hang the 'child, that he may 'see it sprawl ; 

A sight to ves the father's soul withal. 

Get me a ladderl [-* '"^tV^^IS'^^l'""'' 

Aar. Lucius I 'save the child ; 

And bear it from me to the Empress. 

If thou do ' this, I 'U show thee wondrous things 

That highly may 'advantage thee to hear: 

bquieted. = ohidw. a theoldprorerhms*'. " haKiiu 
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If thou wilt 'not, befall what ma; befall, 

I '11 speak no more,' — but vengeance rot you ^ ! 

Luc. Say on ; an if iu please me whicli thou speafe'&t, 
Thy child shall 'live, and I will see it 'nourished. 

Aar. j\ji if it 'please thee? why, assure thee, Lucius, 
'T will vex thy 'soul to hear what I shall epeak; 
For I must talk of murders, maiminga, nmssacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Oomplots* of mischief, treason, Tillainies— 
Ruthful to 'hear, yet pitilessly 'performed ; 
And this shall all be buried by my 'death, 
"Unless thou 'swear to me my child shall live ! 

Luc. Tell-on thy mind: I 'say, thy cliOd shall live. 

Aar. ' Swear that he shall, and then I will begin. 

Lnc. ' Whom should I swear by T thou believ'st no ' God : 
That granted, how canst thou believe an 'oath ? 

A-ir. What if I do not ? as, 'indeed, I do not ; 
Yet, for I know 'thou art religious, 
And hast a thing within thee, called thy conscience. 
Therefore I 'urge thy oath:— for thou shall vow — 
By that same god, — what god soe'er it be, 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence, — 
To 'save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Lua. Even by 'my God I swear to thee I will. 

Aar. First know thou, then, — the 'Empress is his mother; — ■ ' 
'T was 'her two sons that murdered Basaianus :— 
'They cut thy sister's tongue, and lopped her hands. 

Luc. O barbarous, beastly villains,^ — like thyself ! 

Aar. Indeed, I was their 'tutor to instruct them. 

That bloody mind, I think, they learned of 'me, — 

As true a dog as ever fought at head.'' — 

' I trained thy brethren to that guileful hole 

Where the dead corpse of BaasianuB lay; 

'I wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold, confederate with her sons; 

'I played the cheater for thy father's hand; 

And, when I had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter : 

Ipryed me through the crevice of a wall, 

Wlaen, for his ' band, he Lad his two sons' ' heads -, 

Beheld his tears, and laughed so heartily 

That both 'mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
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And when I told tlie Empress of this sport, 
She Rwousded* almost at my pleasing tale, 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kieseB I 
&oth. What! canst thou say all this, and never 'blush? 
'. Ay, — lite a 'black dog, as the saying is. 
!. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds f 
'. Ay, . . . that I had not done a thousand 'morel 
Even now I 'curse the day — and yet, I think 
I'ew come within the 'compass of my curae — 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill ;— 
As kill a man, or else 'devise his death ; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself ; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle Btray and break their necks : 
Set fii'e on bams and hay-stacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digged-up dead men fi'om their graves, 
And set them 'upright at their dear friends' doors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on their skins, as on the bavk of trees, 
Have, with my knife, oft carved in Roman letters, 
"i«( not your 'sorrow die, though I <im dead." 
Tut! I have done a 'thousand dreadful things 
As willingly as one would kill a 'fly: 
And nothing grieves me 'heartily, indeed. 
But that I 'cannot do 'ten thousand 'more. 
. Bring down the monster ;'' for he must not die 
So sweet a death as lianging presently. 
Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no more.— 

Welcome, ^miliusl What 's the news from EomeT 
nil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 

The Roman Emperor gi-eets you all by 'me. 

And craves a 'parley at your father's house; 

Willing you to demand your hostages, 

And they shall be 'immediately dehvered. 
!. ^milius, let the Emperor give 'his pledges 

TJnto my father and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come. — Now, soldiers, march away. [i:i™ni. 



\ The Scene now changes to a street in Rome, before Titus's house. 
c BmpcesB Tamora, and her sons Demetrius and Chiron, enter 
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Tarn. Thus, in this strange and eai3 habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 
And Bay, I am Revenge; sent from below 
To join with him, and right his heinous wronga. — 
Knock at hia study, where they say he keeps,* 
To raminate strange plots of dire revenge: 
Tell him. Revenge is come to 'join with him, 
And work confusion on his enemies. 
They knock, and the crazed Titus opens his study-door. 

TU. Who doth molest my contemplation t 

Is it your ' trick to make me 'ope the door, 
■ That so my sad decrees may fly awayf 
I You are deceived; for what I 'mean to do. 
See here, in 'bloody lines I have set down; 
And what is 'written shall be 'executed. 

Tarn. Lord Titus, I am come to 'talk with thee. 

Til. No, not a word; How can I 'grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it, 'action?'' 
Thou hast the odds' of me ; therefore no more. 

Tarn. It thou didst 'know me, thou 'wouldst talk with m 

Til. ... I am not 'mad; I know thee well enough: 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines i 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night : 
Witness 'all sorrow, — that I know thee 'well 
For our proud Empress, mighty Tamora. . . . 
Is not thy coming for my 'other hand? 

Tan\. Know, thou sad man, I am 'not Tamora: 
'She is thy 'enemy, and I thy 'friend. 
I am 'Revenge, sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working 'wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 

Tit. 'Art thou Revenge ? and art thou 'sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine 'enemies t 

Tarn. I am ; therefore come* down, and welcome me. 

Til. Do me some service, *ere I come to thee. 
liO, by thy side Rapine and Murder stand ; 
Now give some "surance that thou 'art Revenge : 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot- wheels ! 

Tain. These are my 'Ministers, and come 'with me. 

Tit. 'Are these thy ministers ? what are they called ? 

Tom. Rapine and Murder ; therefore they 're called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of 'men. 
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!. Great Jove," how like the Empress' 'aons thej are 1 
And you, tlie 'Empress ! but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, miBtaking eyes. — 

'sweet Eevenge ! 'now do I come to thee ; 
And, if 'one ai-m's embracement will content thee, 
[ 'will embrace thee in it by-and-by. ['^S,™"!^ 
. This closing'' with him fits his lunacy. — 
Whate'er I forge to feed his brain-sick fits, 
Do 'you uplioUl, maintaiu it in your speeches j 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 

1 '11 make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold 'him sure, 
I '11 find some cunning practice out-of-hand' 
To scatter and disperse the giddy 'Goths; 
Or, at the least, make them his 'enemies. . . . 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Titua emers from the house; 

(. Long have I been forlorn, and all for 'thee ! 
Welcome, dread Fuij, to my woful house. — 
Rapine and Murder, you ai-e welcome too ; — 
'All welcome, as you are. What shall we 'do ? 

im. What wouldst thou ' have us do, Andronicua ? 
Show us a ' thousand, that have done thee wrong, ' 
Aud we will bo revenged on 'all of them. 
wit. [|ch°J Look round about the wicked streets of Rome ; 
And when thou flnd'st a man that 's like 'thyself, 
Good Murder, 'atab him : he 'a a 'murderer ! — 
Go thou [[,'„m.3 'with him ; and when it is ' thy hap 
To find another that is like to 'thee, 
Good Rapine, stab him ; 'he 's a villain too I — 
Go ' thou [tH] with them ; and in the Emperor's court 
There is a Queen, attended by a Moor : 
Well may'st thou knovr her by thine 'own proportion, 
For up and down she doth 'resemble thee. 
I pray thee, do on them some 'violent death ;- 
'They have been violent to me and mine. 
■bm. "Well hast thou 'lessoned us : this shall we ' 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for 'Lucius, thy thi-ice .valiant son, 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house ! 



■ O. B. Oood Loid. 
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When he is here, eveu at thy solemn feast, 

I will bnog-in the Empress and her sons, 

The Emperor himself, aud all thy foes ; 

And )tt thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel ; 

'Theu on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart ! 

What saya Andronicus to this device? 
Tit. ic.iLiD,.] Marcus, my brother 1 — 't is sad Titus calls. [^„^ 

Go, pfentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 

Some of the chiefeat princes of the Goths ; 

Tell him, the Emperor, and the Empress too, 

Feast at my house ; and 'he shall feast 'with them: 

This do ' thou for my love ; and bo let 'him, — 

As he regards his aged father's life. 
Marc. This 'will I do, and soon will I return. imi. 

7'am. Now will I hence about 'thy business. 

And take my Ministers along with me. 
Tit. Rapine and Murder both must stay with 'me. 
Tarn, ["^w.""] What say you, boys 1 'Will you abide with 
him, 

Whiles I go tell my lord the Emperor 

How I have governed our determined jest T . . . 

'Sield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair. 

And tarry with him till I come' again. 

While they converse apart, Titus says : 
7Ht. [>>iaE,i I know them all, though they suppose me 'mad. 

And will 'o'erreach them in their own devices ! 
Tarn. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 

To lay a complot" to betray thy foes. 
Tit. I 'Imow thou dost: And, sweet Revenge, fare- 
weU. l,^^ 

Chiron turns to Titus : 

Chi. Tell UB, old man, ' how shall we be employed 1 
7'iC. Tut ! I have work enough for you to do.- — 

Publius, come hither ! Caiua, and Valentine ! CSm'"a,"° 

Know you these two 1 
Pub. The 'Empress' sous, I take° them; CMron, Deme- 
rit. Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceived ; 

The one is 'Murder, 'Rapine the other's name; 

And therefore . . . bind them, gentle Publius j 

Gaius, and Valentine, lay hands on them ! 



0(t have you heard me 'wish for auch an hour. 
And now I ' find jt : therefore, bind them 'sure, 
And stop their mouths if they begin to cry. [tiu.. 

PubliuB and the others seize Chiron and Demetrius. 

6'A(; Villains, forbear ! we are the ' Empress' soub. 

Fub. And ' therefore do we what we are commanded : — 

Titus, with Lavinia, re-enters ; she bearing a basin, and he a knife. 

l^t. Come! Come, Lavinia! look, thy foes are 'bound. — 
Su-s, atop theii- mouths ; let them not speak to me, 
But let them 'hear what feai-fid words I utter. — 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! . . . 
Hark, wretches ! 'how I mean to martyr you : — 
This 'one hand yet is left ... to cut your throats ! 
Whilst that Lavinia, 'tween her stumps, doth hold 
The basin, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your 'mother means to feast with me, | 

And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me 'mad. — 
Hark, villains ! I will grind your bones to dust, 
And, with your blood and it, 1 11 make a paste ; 
And of the paste a coffin' I will rear. 
And make ' two pasties of your shameful heads ; 
And bid that wanton, your unhallowed dam, 
Like to the Earth, swallow her 'own increase.'' 
'This is the feast that I have bid her to, 
And this the banquet she shall surfeiinDn ! 
And now 'prepare yoiu- throats ! — Lavinia. come. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small. 
And with this hateful liquor temper" it ; 
And ID that paste let their vile" heads be baked. — 
Come, come ! be every one ofBcious 
To make this banquet ; which, I wish, may prove 
'More stem and bloody than the 'Centaurs'" feast. 
So I Now bring them in, for 'I will play the 'cook, 
And 'see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 



^ The Scene is now the Court of Titus's house : tables ar 
inquet to be given lo the Emperor and Empre 
Mneral Lucius enters, accompanied by his uncle Mai 
tny Oolhs \ with Aaron a prisoner. 
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Ltic. Uncle Marcus, since 't is my father's mind" 

Tliiit I repair to Borne, I am content. 

And, uncle, take-you-in tliis barbarous Moor. 

Let him receive no sustenance; fetter him 

Till he be brought untf> the Empress'^ face. 

For 'testimony of her foiil proceedings; 

And see the ambush" of our friends be strong; 

I fear the Emperor means no 'good to us, 
Aar. [j.ida.i Some devil whisper 'curses iu mine eari 

And prompt me, that my tongue may 'utter forth 

The venomous malice of my swelling heart? 
Xwp. Away, inhuman dog! unhallowed alavel — 

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — [a,^'u^''t"Si^»^ 

The trumpets show the Emperor is at 'hand. 
Enter Sanirninua and Tamora, with Tribunes, and others. The 
EmperoT. astonished at the magnilicenl banquet, exclaims : 
Sat. What! hath the firmament 'more suns than oneT 

The Tribune Marcus advances : 
Marc. Rome's Emperor, and nephew, ' break the parle ;* 

These quarrels must be 'quietly debated. 

The feast is ready, which the careful Titua 

Hath ordered" to an honourable end. 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome; 

Please you, draw nigh, and take your places, lords. 

The hautboys sound while the Guests take their seats. Titus 

enters, dressed like a cook ; Lavinia, veiled ; with Lucius and 

others. Titus places the dishes on the table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious Lord ; welcome, dread Queen ; 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, son Lucius; 
■ And welcome 'all. Although the cheer be poor, 
I 'T will iill your stomachs ; please yon eat of it. 
The Emperor asks : 



To entertain your Highness and your Empress. 
Tiwi,. We are beholden to you, good Andronifua. 
Tit. An if your highness knew my 'heart, you 'were.— 

My lord the Emperor, resolve me this : — 

Was it 'well done of rash Virginius,' 

To 'slay his daughter with hia own right hand? 
Silt. It was, Androuicus. 
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{. Tour 'leaaon, mighty lord T 

(. Because the girl should not 'survive her shame, 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 
KTiL A reason mighty, strong, effectual ; 

AiJattern, precedent, and lively waiTftnt 

For 'me, most wretched, to perform the 'like. . . , 

Die, die, Lavinia, and 'thy shame with thee ; 
And 'with thy shame thy father's 'sorrow die! 
t. . . . What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind T 
fTil. Killed 'her, — for whom my tears have made me blind I 
'I am as woful as 'Virginius was, 
And have a thousand times more 'cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now 'clone ! . . . 
[rlSjWiU 'tpleaweyou eat? will 't please your 'highness 
feed? 

The Empress asks in amazement : 
. "Why hast thou alain thine only daughter thust 
Tit. Not 'I;^ 't waa 'Chiron, and 'Demetriua: 

And they, 't was 'they, that did her 'all this wrong! 
'. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

. Why, 'there they are— both, baked within that pie; 
Whereof their mother clamtily hath fed, 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
'T is teue, 'tis true; witness my knife's sharp point I 
Titua stabs Tamora. The Emperor exclaims : 
t. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed ! 

The Emperor stabs Titus. Lucius eKclaims : 
ic. Can the 'son's eye behold his 'father bleed? 

There 's meed ' for meed ; — death for a deadly deed ! 
..ucius kills Saturninus. A great tumult ensues. The people 
I tenor are about to disperse, when Marcus and Lucius hasten 
p address them: 

V Rom. You Bad-faced men, people and sons of Borne ! 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel ; 
Nor can I 'utter all our bitter grief ; 
But floods of ' tears will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance ; even in the time 
When it should move you to attend me most ; 
Here is our Captain : let 'him tell the tale ; 
Tour hearts will throb, and weep to hear him speak. 

Lucius advances ; 
; Then, noble auditory, be it kutiwn to ■joxu 
That cursed Ciiron and Demetriua 
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^^^h Were ihey tbat murdered our late Emperor's brother; 
^^^P And they it wa» that ruioed our dear sister ; 
^^^r For ' their fell* faults, 'our brothers were beheaded ; 
I Our father's tears despised ; he" basely cozened' 

I Of that true hand that fought Rome's quarrel out, 

L And sent her euemies unto the grave : 

^^^_ Lastly, myself unkindly banished hence ; 
^^^^L The gates shut on me, and turued weeping out, 
^^^^B To ' beg rehef among Rome's enemies — 
^^^V Who drowned their enmity in my true tears, 
^^^^ And oped their arras to embrace me as a friend. . . . 
r But soft ! methinks I do digi-ess too much, 

I Citing 'my worthless praiae. 0, pardon me : 

f For, when no ' friends are by, men praiae ' themselves. 

Old Marcus comes forward : 
Marc. Now is 'my turn to apeak. Behold this child, 
{Of this was 'Tamora the wicked mother) — 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Oliief architect and plotter of these woes. 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
To witness this ia true. What say you, Romans? 
Have we done aught 'amiss? Show us wherein. 
And, from the place where you behold us now. 
We, — poor remainder of the Andronici, — 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains. 
And make a mutual closure of our House,'' 
' 'Speak, Romana, speak I and, if you say we 'shall, 

Lo, hand in baud, Lucius and I will fall. 

^ffimiliua addresses old Marcus the Tribune : 

jEmii. Come, come, thou reverend mau of Rome, 
And bring our ' Emperor gently in thy hand, — 

I 'Lucius our Emperor! — for well I know, 

I The common voice will cry. It shall be so! 

, Marcus says : 

Mare. Lucius, all hail 1 Rome's royal Emperor 1 — 
[i^JjJIi'in,] Go, go into old Titus' sorrow'd' house, 
And hither hale tbat misbelieving Moor, 

I To be adjudged some direful 'slaughtering death, 

As puniahment for his most wicked life. — [''"'"^0 '.!'""' 

I Lucius, all hail ! Rome's gracious govertioi' I 

■ »fsiirfoL no. Rand. « ohalea. 

^^^^H d raix, ttmllr. 1 O. It. aarranfnl. 
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' Imc. Thanks, gentle Romans! May I govern so, 

To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away ber woel 
The Attendants re-enter, with Aaron. 

(l Roni. You sad Andi-onici, have done with woeel 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been 'breeder of these dive events. 
liuc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him ; 
There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he 'dies. This is onr doom ! 

f A.ar. . . . Ah! why should wrath be mute, and fury 'dumb? 
I am no 'baby, I, that with base 'prayers 
I should 'repent the evils I have done : 
Ten thousand 'worse than ever yet I did 
'Would I perform, if I might have my 'will, — 
If 'one 'good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very soul. 
IJue. Some loving friends convey the Emperor henoe, 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
'My father and Laviuia shall forthwith- 
Be closed within our household's monument. — 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No 'funeral rite, nor man in 'mournful weeds, 
No mournful 'bell shall ring 'her burial; 
But throw her forth to beasts and bird^ of prey ; 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity, 
And. being so, shall have 'like want of pity. 
See justice done on" Aaron, that vile Moor, 
By whom our heavy 'haps'' had their beginning ; 
Then, afterwards, to order well the State, 
That 'like events may ne'er it ruinate." EBieom. 

End of Tiros Andbonicus. 
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The Tragedy of " Romeo and Juliet " is generally admired as the 
dramatic representation of a passion in which all men and women 
either have been, are, or hope to be, interested — Love ; sudden, as 
it sometimes is ; indiscreet, as it often is ; unhappy, as it too fre- 
quently is; ardent and variable, as it always is. 

The story of Romeo and Juliet has been frequently told in prose 
and poetry ; Dante, in his " Divine Comedy," refers lo this famiiy 
feud of the Capulets and the Montagues ; it was the subject of an 
English Poem by Arthur Brooke in 1562 ; and it is included in the 
Collection of Tales known as " The Palace of Pleasure," published 
in 1567, by William Painter. 

Shakespeare's was not the first dramatic composition on this 
subject. Arthur Brooke's Poem is entitled, "The Tragicalle 
Historye of Roraeus and Juliet, containing a rare example of true 
constansie ; with the sublill counsels and practices of an old Fryer 
and their ill event." In the preface the author says : " I saw the 
same argument lately set forth on the stage with more commenda- 
tion than I can look for. being there much belter set forth than I 
have, or can do." This high praise belongs 10 a dramatist of an 
earlier date, as these words were printed in 1561 — two years before 
Shakespeare was bom. But no copy of the play is extant now. 

Shakespeare's Tragedy must have been written in 1596. It was 
printed in 1597. and again in 1599, but the author's name is not on 
either title-page. The second version is staled to be ■' newly cor- 
rected, augmented and amended," and differs very little from the 
folio of 1633. 

The Time of the action is about a week in the beginning of the ' 
14th century (1303) and the Scene is, during the greater part of the 
play, in VerDlia; once, in the fifth act, in Mantua. 



Dramatis 
EsciuiB, Prince of Vfrona. 



,-.„,™ -, <^ ^arianee with 

tti'UEO, son to Montague. 
Mebooiio, kinwian to the PHnee, 

and friend to Borneo. 
BBNT01.10, nepheiB to Montague, 

and friend to Romeo. 
TYBiLT, •ntj)h*iB to Lady O-ipulet. 
FB11.B LimEHOB, a Fraitniicmi,. 



Persona : 
BiLTQABAB, servant to limoKO. 
Peter, nereant to Oapulet. 
A n Apothecary. 
Uhoraa. 

Lapi MoNTiGUE, wife to Moat. 

LiDi OiPiTutT, wife ill C-'pulet. 

iIoLlET, daughter to Oapulet. 

Nane to Juliet. 

C'ituenit of Verona ; KinffoUc of 
both Houses ; Mdskern, and At- 
tendants. 



The Tragedy is preceded by a Prologue, spoken by the Chorus 
'Two householils, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona where we lay our scene, 
From 'ancient grudge break to 'new mutiny, 

Where civil 'blood makes civil 'hands unclean. 

From forth the fatal sii'SB' of these two foes, 
A pair of stai'-crossed 'lovers take their Ufej 

"Whose miaad ventured piteous overthrows 

Do, with their 'death, biry their 'parents' strife. 

The fearful passage of 'their death-marked 'love, 
And the continuance of their parents 'rage,— 

Which, but fcheii' children's end, nought could remove, 
Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage ; 

The which, if you with patient ears attend. 

What here shall 'miss, our toil shall strive to 'mend. 



e ihose of 



Among Ihe noble families in the cily of Ver 
BC>pulel and Montague- rivals and enemies. Jhe mediation ot 
wfticnds, and the power of their rulers, had been vainly exerted to 
' ■ pacify them. On one occasion, the foolish wrangling of the servants 
of Lord Capulet with those of Lord Montague, had called for the 
joint interference of Benvolio, (a kinsman of Montague, i and Ty- 
balt, (a nephew of Capulet). The Chiefs of the rival families met 
in the midst of the fierce outbreak, which was with diflicully quelled 
by the Prince of Verona himself: 

Prin. ' Rebellious subjects ! enemies to peace, 
Profauers of this neighbour-stained steel, — 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistempered'' weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved Prince : — 
'Three civil brawls, bred of an airy 'word. 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturbed the quiet of our town :° 
If ever you disturb our streets 'again. 
Tour 'lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
Once more, on pain of 'death ! all men depart, [i.,^;™"*,,, 
^, Lady Montague anxiously 

i. Moil. 0, where is 'Romeo? saw you him 'to-day T 
. Madam, an hour before the worshipped sun 
Peered'' forth the golden window of the east, 
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■ So 'early-walking, did I see youi- son : 
I Towards him I 'made ; but he was 'ware of me, 
And stole into the covert of the 'wood. 
Mon. ' Many a morning hath he there heen seen, 

With tears 'augmenting the freah morning's dew, 
Adding to clouds 'more clouds with his deep sighs : 
Oould we but learn from 'whence his son'ows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Benvolio advises Lord and L^dy Montague !□ withdraw, thai he 
may freely question Romeo, who, he has reason to believe, has 
fallen in love with Rosaline, the fair niece of Lord Capulet : 
although the lady does not, in any degree, return his affection. 

Romeo enters. 
Jie?'. Good morrow, cousin. 

Jiom. Is the day so young ? 

Jien. But new struck nine. 
Mom. Ah me ! 'sad hours seem 'long. 

Was that my ' father that went hence so fast ^ 
Ben. It was. — ' What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours ? 
Rom. 'Not having that, which, 'having, makes them short, 
Ben. In love t 
Mom. Out of her favour, where I 'am in love. — 

Where shall we dine t Oh me ! What ' fray was here t 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 

Here 's much to do with 'hate, but more with 'love : 

Love ! heavy lightness 1 serious vanity I 

Mia-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health 1 . , , 

Dost thou not ' laugh ? 
Men. No, coz ; I rather 'weep. 

Mont. Good heart, at what 1 
Men. At thy good heart's 'oppresBJon. 

Tell me, in 'eadnesB, who she is you love t 
Mom. In sadness, cousin, I do love — a 'woman. 
Men. I aimed 'so near, when I supposed you loved. — 

Be 'ruled by me ; 'forget to think of her. 
Mom. O teach me 'how I should forget to think. 
Men. By giving 'liberty unto thine eyes: 

Esaiuine 'other beauties. 
Rom. 'T is the way to call hers, exquisite I 

He that is stricken" blind 'cannot 'forget 

The precious treasure of his eyesight 'lost. 

Show me a mistress that is 'passing" fair, — 

*0. B. atmEken. ^ eurpUKsluBly. 
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What doth her beauty serve, but as a. note 
Wliere I may read, who 'passed thiit paHning fair T 
Fiirewell ; thou 'canst not teach me to forget, 

Sen. Yet stay : To-night our 'enemy holds festival. 
At this same ancient feast of Ciipnlet's, 
Snps the fair Rosaline, whom tbon so lov'st, 
With 'all the admired beauties of Verona: 
Go thither; and, with iinattainted eye. 
Compare 'her face with some that 'I shall show, 
And I will make thee think thy Bwan a 'crow. 

Horn. When the devout religion of 'mine eye 

Maintains such 'falsehood, then turn tears to 'fires; 
And these, who, often drowned, could never 'die, 
(Trauaparent heretics,) he 'burnt for hars! 
One fairer tban my love t the all-seeing sun 
Ne'er saw 'her match, since first the world be^n. 

Sen. Tut! you saw her fair, none else being 'by. 
Herself poised 'with herself in either eye ; 
But, in that crystal scale, let there be weighed* 
Your ]adj''-loTe against some 'other nmid 
That I will show you shining at this feast, 
And 'she shall scant" show 'well, that now shows ' bes 

Rom. T 11 'go along, — no 'such sight to be shown ; 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine 'own. 



The Scene is now a Room in Lord Capulet'a House. Lady 
Capulet inquires : 

Tji. Cap. Nurse, where 's my daughter 1 call her forth to me. 
Kurse. Now, by my faith, I ' bade her come. — What, Iamb ! 
What, ladybird !— Where is this girl 1— what, Juliet ! 
Juliet enters; 
Jul, How now ! who calls T 
Nurse. Tour mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am here. What is your will? 

I La. Vap. 'This is the matter. — Nurse, give leave awhile, 
We must talk in 'secret — Nurse, come back again : 
I have remembered me thou shalt 'hear our counsel. 
( Thou know'st, my daughter 'a of a pretty agef 
wura«. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an 'hour. 
KL Cap. She 's not fourteen. 
Hjr«e. I '11 lay fourteen of my 'teeth, — 
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^^^1 Aod yet, to m; teen* be it spoken, I hnre but ' four, — 
^^^V She is 'not fonrteea. How long is 't nov to LammaB-" 

^H tide? 

I Tjn. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

N'nrse. Eveii or odd, of all days iu the year, 

Come Lammaa-eve at 'niylit, shall she be fourteen. 
^j Susan and she were of an agn : Well, Susan 'a dead ; 

B^H tihe was too gooA for 'me. But, ns I Baid, 
^^^1 On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen. — 
^^^ Thou wast the 'prettipat babe that e'er I nursed: 
^^ An I might live to see thee 'married once, 

I have my wish. 
La. Cap. Marry, that "marry" is the very theme 
I come to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your 'disposition to be married? 
Jul. It is an honour" that I 'dream not of. 
Lii. Cap. Well, think of marriage 'now. Thus, then, in 
brief,— 
The valiant 'Paris seeks you for bia love. 
Nurse. A 'man, young lady! lady, 'such a man. 

As all the world — why, he 's a man of 'wax!*' 
ia. (Jap. Verona's 'summer hrtth not such a flower. 
Nurse. Nay, 'be 'e a flower; in faith, a 'veiy flower! 
La. Cap. What say you? can you 'love the gentleman? 
This 'night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Speak briefly; 'can yon like of Paiis' love? 
Jid. I '11 ' look to liie — if looking liking 'move ; 
But no more 'deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your 'consent gives strength to make it fly. [K.aant 



The next Scene brings before us another aUeel in Verona : Mercu- 
tio and Benvolio, wilh several Maskers and Torchbearers, are ac- 
companying the unwilling Romeo— but hopeful, perhaps, of seeing 
the loved Rosaline — to the Capuleta' festive mansion. Benvolio 
says: 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter; and no sooner ' in. 
But 'every man betake him to the dance." 

Mom. A ' torch for 'me : Let wantons, light of heart. 
Tickle the senseless rushes' with theii- 'heels i 
I '11 be a 'candle-holder, and look on : ... 
We may mean 'well in going to this feast, 
But 't is no 'wit to go. 
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'Wlij, may one BskT 
m. I dreamt a 'dream to-night — a dream tliat may be 
true. 

. O, then, I see ! Queen ' Slab bath beeu with 'you. 
She is the Fairies' midwife; and alie comes, — 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman, — 
Drawn with a team of little atomies' 
Athwart" men's noses as they lie asleep : 
Her waggon- spokes, made of long spinners' legs; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
The ti-aces, of the smallest spider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watery beama ; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film ; 
Her waggoner, a small gray coated ' Gnat, — 
Not half so big as a routid little 'worm 
Ta'en from the lazy finger of a maid ;° 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 
Made by the joiner Squirrel, or old Grub, — 
Time out of mind the Fairies' cooch-makera. 
And in this 'state she gaJlops, night by night. 
Through lovers' brains, — and then 'they dream of 'love! 
O'er courtiers' knees, — that dream on 'court 'sies 

straight ; 
O'er lawyers' fingers, — who straight dream on ' fees : 
O'er ladies' lips, — who straight on 'kisses dream ! 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a 'coui'tier's 'nose, — 
And then dreams be of . . . smelliug-out a suit!" 
And sometime comes she, with a tithe-pig's tail. 
Tickling a 'Parson" as he lies asleep,^ 
Then dreams 'he of another benefice! 
Sometimes she drivetb o'er a 'soldier's neck, — 
And then dreams 'he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscedoes, 'Sjiauish blades ;' 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
'Drums in his ears, — at which he starts and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, 'swears a prayer or two, . . . 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab — 
. Peace, peace! Mercutio; peace! Thou talk'st of 
'nothing. 

'True, I talk of 'dreams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
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Begot of notliing but vaia 'fantasyi 
Which ie as thin of Hubstatice as tlie 'air, 
Aad even more inconstant than Ihe wind. 

Hen. This wind you talk of, blows us from ouraelves ; 
Supper is 'done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. 'I fear, too 'early; for my mind misgives 
Some 'consequence, yet hanging in the stars, - 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels, and expire the term 
Of a despised 'life, closed in my breast, 
By some vile forfeit of untimely 'death ; 
But He that hath the 'steerage of my course 
Direct my sail. On, on good' gentlemen. 

lien. Stiike, drum ! immm. 

Romeo, still secure in his affection for Rosaline, accompanies 
Mercuiio and Benvolio into the festive mansion : where Capulet's 
daughter, the fair Juliet, has heen introduced to her intended !>uitor, 
the gallant Count Paris. 

Old Capulet, in the gayety of bis heact, addresses bis masked 
and unexpected guests ; 

Oup. Welcome, geutlemen ! Ladies that have their toes 
IJnplagued with 'corns, will have a bout" with you : — 
Ah ha, my mistresses 1 Which of you all 
Will now 'deny to dance? she that makes dainty, she, 
I '11 swear, 'hath corns. Am 1 come 'neai' you nowT 
Welcome all, gentlemen ! — I have seen the day 
That '1 have worn a visor; and could teU 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as would 'please ; 't is gone, 't is gone, 't ia gone ! 
More light, ye knaves ! and turn the tables 'up ; 
And 'quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. — 
The merry dance proceeds : but Romeo — a walUflower — stands 
apart, his eyes now fixed on Juliet I He inquires : 

Jiom. What lady 's that. 

Who doth enrich the hand of yonder knight ! . . . 
O, she doth teach the torches to burn 'bright 1 
Her beauty hangs" upon the cheek of Night, 
Like a rich jewel in an ' Etbiop's ear ! 
The measure'' done, I '11 watch her place of stand, 
And, touching 'hers, make happy" 'my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till 'nowT forswear it, sight I 
For I ne'er saw ' true beauty till this night. 



Rosaline is already eclipsed ! Alas, for the fickleness of young 
:n — who should not. at first, express their new admiration so 
[ openly. Tybalt, the proud nephew of Lady Capulet. has been 
r watching the uninvited atiangers, and al once recognizes Romeo ; 

\ Tyb. This, by his voioe, should be a 'Montague! 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 
To strike him 'dead I hold it not a eiu.^ 
Uncle, this is a, ' Montague, our ' foe ! 

j Cap. Young ' Romeo is 't T 

' Tyb. "T is he I that 'villain Romeo, 

[ Cap. ' Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town, 
Here in my 'house do hino disparagement ; 
Therefore be 'patient ; take no note of him ! 

I Tyb. It fits, when such a. villain is a guest : 
1 11 'not endure him ! 
p. He 'shall be endured : 

What ! goodman boy 1 — ' I say, he 'shall : — Go to I 
Am I the master here, or you t Go to I 
'You 'II make a mutiny among my 'guests ! 
Be quiet, couHin, or I '11 'make you quiet. 

I y^ft. Patience per'force with wilful choler meeting. 

Makes my fleMh tremble in their different greeting: 

I will 'withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 

Now seeming 'sweet, convert to bitter 'gall. ieui- 

L pause in the dance enables the masked Romeo to converse 
t with Juliet: 

I Horn. If I profane, with my unworthy hand. 

This holy sbrioe, the gentle fine' is this, — 
My lips, two blushing pilgiims, ready stand 
To 'smootb that rough touch with a tender 'kiss.fi.JJ'".^^ 
^iil. Good pilgrim, you do 'wrong your hand too much, 
I For 'palm to palm 'is holy palmers' kiss. 

ijHom. Have not 'saints 'lips, and holy 'palmers too? 
WjrTul. Ay, pilgrim ; lips that 'they must use in 'prayer. 
Jiom. O, then, dear saint, let 'lips do what 'hands do ; 
'They pray; grant 'thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
Thus from 'my lips, by thine, my sin is 'purged. ["I,","'" 
ijiit. Then have my lips the sin that they have ' took. 
'"" fTi. 'Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly tirged! 

Give me my sin 'again. 
'^ul. 'You kiss by the 'book. 
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Juliet's watchful old Nurse prevents tiirther osculation : 
Nurse. Madam, your 'mother craves a woi'il with jou. 

The disappointed Romeo inquires : 
Rom. Wliat 'ia her mother? 
Nurse. Mari-y, bachelor, 

Her mother ia the Ladj of the House, — 
And a 'good lady, and a wise, and virtuous. 
I nursed her daughter, that you 'talked withal; 
I tell you — he that can lay hold of ' her, 
Shall have the 'chinks.' 
Rom. 'Ia she a 'CapuletT 

O dear account! my 'life is my foe's debt. 
B envoi io says : 
Ben. Borneo, away ; the sport is at the best. 
Ro7n. Ay, bo I fear ; the more is my uni'eet. 

Old Capulet addresses his masked visitors: 
V<gt. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be 'gone ; 

We have a trifling foolish ' banquet towards, — 
■ Is it e'en sol Why, then, I 'thank you, 'aU ; 
I I thank you, honest gentlemen ; Good night. ['"~"j;^^°"-. 
All withdraw, except Juliet and her old duenna. 
Jul. Come hithei'. Nurse. What ia yond gentleman? 
Nurne. The son and heii- of old Tiberio. 
Jul. What 's he, that 'now is going out of door T 
Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Petrucio. 
Jul. . . . What 's he that follows there, that would not 

dance * 
Nurse. I know not. 
Jul. Go, 'ask his name. — If he be 'married, 

My 'grave is like to be 'my wedding-bed. . . . 
Nurse. His name is Romeo, ami a Montague ; 

The only son of your great enemy. 
Jill. My only love, sprung from my only 'hate! 

Too early seen 'unknown, — and knowu too late ! 
Nurse. What's this? what's this? 

Jut. A rhyme I learned even now 

Of one I danced with. 

Lady Capulet calls within. 
Nurse. Anon, anon ! — 

Come, let 's away ; the sti'augcrs all are gone. iKifani. 

It iB now midnight, and P 
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Benvolio and Merculio shout after the runaway ; 
lien. Romeo ! my coubih Romeo i Romeo ! 
Mer. He ie wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 
Btn. He ran this way, and leaped this oruhard wall, 

' Call, good Mereutio. 
Mer. Niiy, I '11 'cdnjure too, — 

Romeo! humours I madman! passion I lover! 

Appear thou in the likeness of a 'aigh ! 

Speak but one 'rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 

Cry but "Ah mel" pronounce" but "love" ai 
" dove,"^^ 

I 'edujure thee, by Rosaline's bright eyes, 

By her high forehead and her scarlet lip. 

That, in thy litenesB, thou 'appear to ual 
^en. Gome, he hath hid himself among these trees, 

To be consorted with the humorous" night: 
' 'Slind is his love, and best 'befits the dark. 
r. Romeo, good night !— I '11 to my ' truckle-bed ;" 

This 'field-bed is too cold for 'mo to sleep. 

Come, shall we go I 



. The love-stricken Romeo, however, is within hearing. He is 
. bow standing beneath the balcony of Juliet's chatnber. The mid- 
■nfght silence is only broken hy his voice, chiding Mercutio's noisy 

Rom. 'He jests at 'soairs, that never felt a 'woimd.^ 
Juliet appears on the balcony. 
But, soft I 'what liRht through yonder window breaks T 
It is the east, and ' Juhet is the sun I — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon; 
Who is already sick and pale with grief. 
That thou, her maid, art far 'more fair than she I 
^e speaks, yet she 'says nothing ; what of that T 
Her 'eye diseouraes ; I will 'answer it. . - ' 
I am too bold ; 't is not to 'me she speaks. 
Two of the faii'est stars in all the 'heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her 'eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they leVvim.. 

a proTHinl. 'O.K. day. o limnld, iewj. a fc^ieft tt»^ i^™* ™i ■**** 
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^^^H What if her eyes 'were there, ' they in her head * 
^^^H The brightneas of her 'cheek would 'shame those stars, 
^^^^m As daylight doth a lamp; 'her eye iu heaven 
^^^^P Would through the airy region stream no bi'ight, 

^^^B That birds would sing, and think it were not night ! 

^^^B See, 'how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
^^^r O ! that I were a 'glove upon that hand, 

i That ' I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me ! 

hJioin. She speaks. — 

0, speak 'again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o"er my head, 
As 'ia a winged measenger of heaven. 
When he besti-ides the lazy-pacing' clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 
Jul. Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou ' Romeo T 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn 'my 'love, 
I And 'I '11 no longer be a 'Capulet. 

I Som. inMi-.t Shall I hear 'more T or shall I speak at ' thia 1 

Jul. 'T ia but thy 'name that is my enemy : — 
^^_ What 'a in a name? that which we call a 'rose, 

^^L By 'any other name" would smell aa sweet : 

^^H So Romeo would (were he 'not Romeo called) 

^^H Retain that dear perfection which he owes," 

^^H ' Without that title. — Romeo, 'doff ' thy name ; 

^^H And ' for thy name, which is no part of thee, 

^^^1 Take aU 'myseU ! 

^^^ Bom I take thee, at thy 'word ! 

I Call me but 'love, and I '11 be 'new -baptized ; 

r Henceforth, I never will be 'Romeo. 

Jul. . . . What man art thou, that, thus bescreened in night, 
So stumbleat on my counsel ! 
I R'trn. I know not 'how to teli thee who I am : 

My name, (dear saint !) is hateful to 'myself, 
Because It is an enemy to 'thee: 
Had I it 'written, I would ' tear the word I 
Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of thy tongue's uttering, yet I ' know the soand ! 
Art thou not 'Borneo, and a 'Montague? 
jRom. Neither, fair saint,' if either thee dislike. 
Jut. How cam'st thou hither t tell me ! and for what V 
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The orchard-waltH are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place 'death, — coEsidering who thou art,^ 
If any of my 'kinsmen find thee here. 

Mom. AJaekl there lies more peril in thine 'eye, 

Thau 'twenty of their 'swords ; look 'thou but eweet, 
And I am 'proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the 'world they saw thee here! . . . 
By whose 'direction found'st thou out this place t 

Jiom. By Love, that first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent 'me counael, and 'I lent 'him 'eyes, 
1 am no 'pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore washed with the farthest sea, 
I 'should adventure . . . for 'such merchandise 1 

Jul. Thou know'st, the mask of 'night is on my face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast beard me speak to>uight. 
Fain would I dwell on 'form ; fain, fain 'deny 
What I have spoke ; but farewell compliment ! 
'Dost thou 'love me ? I know thou wilt 'say — "Ay," 
And I will ' take thy word ! . . . yet, if thou 'swear'st, 
Thou may'st prove 'false : at 'lovers' perjuries, 
They say. Juve 'laughs. gentle Borneo I 
If thou 'dost love, pronounce it 'faithfully: 
Or, if thou think'st I am too 'quickly won, 
I '11 'frown, and be 'perverse, and say thee 'nay, . . . 
So thou wOt 'woo! but, else, not for the 'world! 
In truth, fair Montague, I am 'too 'fond; 
And therefore thou may'st think my 'haviour' 'light: 
But trust me, gentleman. I '11 prove more 'true 
Than those that have more 'cunning'' to be 'strange." 
I 'should have been more strange, I must confess ; 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
' My true love's 'passion ; therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to 'light love, 
Which the dai'k night hath 'so discovered. 

JRom. liady, by yonder blessed moon I swear* — 

tTw?. O, swear not by the 'moon, — the 'inconstant moon. 
That monthly (changes Jn her circled orb, — 
Lest that thy 'iove prove likewise variable. 

Rom. 'What shaU I swear by* 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious 'self,^ 
Which ic the 'god of my idolatry. — 
And I '11 'believe thee ' 
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JSom. If my heart's dear love — 

Jui. "Well, do not awear. Altlioiigli I joy in 'tbee, 
I Imve 'no joy uf tbie coDtract to-night: 
It is too rash, too unadvised, too Buddeti ; 
Too like the lightning, — -which doth 'cease to be, 
Ere one cnn 'say, "It lightens." ... Sweet, goodnight! 
_ This ' bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 

L May prove a beauteous 'flower when nest we meet. 
K Good night, good night I 'As sweet repose and rest 
" Come to ' thy heart, aa that within 'niy breast ! 
" Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so, — unsatisfied! 
Jul. ' What satisfaction 'canat thou have to-tiightt 
Mom. The exchange of 'thy love's faithful vow for 'mine. 
Jul. I 'gave thee mine ' before thou didst request it ; ... 

And yet I would it were to give 'again ! 
S'm. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, loveT 
Jul. But to be frank, . . . and 'give it thee ngain ! 
My 'bounty is as boundless aa the sea, 
^ My 'love as deep; the more I 'give to thee, 
■ The more I ' have, for both are infinite ! \J^'J™ 

^ I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! — 

Anon, good Nurse I^Sweet Montague, be true. . . . 
Stay but a little, I will come again. wax. 

Mom. blessM, bleasfed night! I am afeard, 
' Being in night, all this is but a 'dream^ 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Juliet returns: 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed. 
If that thy bent' of love be 'honourable, 
_ Thy purpose 'marriage, — send me word, to-morrow, 

I (By one that I'll procure to come to thee,) 
* "Where, and what time, thou wilt 'perform the rite; 

And all my fortunes at thy foot I '11 lay, 
Ajid follow thee, — my 'lord! — throughout the world: 
Nurse. [wirtiG.i Madam ! 
Jul. I come, anon, — But if thou mean'st not 'well, 

I do beseech tbee — 
Nurse, [wit&in.j Madam 3 

Jul. By-and-by, I come. — 

To cease thy suit," and leave me to my grief: . . . 
To-morrow 'will I send 1 
Rom. So thrive my aoul, — 

Jui. ... A thousand times good night ! [k«h- 
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Rom. A thousand limes tlie worse, to 'want thy light. — 

Love goes 'toward love, as ecliool-boja 'from their 
books i 

But love 'from love, toward 'school, with 'heayy lookn. 
As Romeo slowly retites, Juliet leappearB. 
Jul. Hist ! Romeo, hist !^0, for a ' falconer's voice, 

To lure this tassel gentle* back again ! 

Bondage is hoarse, and 'may not speak 'aloud, 

EUse would I tear the cave where 'Echo hea ; 

And make her 'airy tongue more hoarse thou mine, 

With repetition of my ' Romeo's name. 
Horn. It 'is my soul that calls upon my name : 

How Bilver-aweet sound lovers' tongues by night,^ 

Like softest music to attending ears ! 
Jul. Bomeo T 
Kniii. My sweet !'' 

Jul. ... By what 'o'clock to-morrow shall I send ? 
R<jm. By the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not ' fail : . . . 't is twenty 'years tdl then. . . . 

I have forgot 'why I did call thee back. 
Rotn. Let me stand here, till thou 'remember itT 
Jul, I Bball forget, to have thee 'still stand there, — 

Eeiuemberiug how-I love thy company ! 
Rotn. And I '11 still stay, to 'have thee still forget, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 
Jul. ... 'T is almost morning I I would have thee 'gone : 

And yet, no further than a wanton's bii'd ; 

Who lets it hop a 'little from her hand, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves f 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 
Rotn. I would, I 'were thy bird ! 
Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Tet I should 'kill thee — with much 'cherishing ! 

Good night, good night I Parting is such 'sweet sor- 
row. 

That I shall say — Good night, ... till it be 'morrow! 
Rmn. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast ! 

'Would 'I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! . . . 

Hence will I to my ghostly Priar's cell," 



His help to crave, and my deai' hap" to tell ! 
O.B, F[leecloBe«ell, 



102 THE eeadeh's bhakespeake. [Aoi x 

Friar Laurence, to whose lowly hermitage Rorreo now goes, is a 
man of much te^Tning. acquainted with many of the secrets of Na- 
ture — especially with the wonderfiil occult properties of the vege- 
table kingdom. It was necessary, for the ensuing plot, that the 
Friar should possess this knowledge; and he is therefore intro- 
duced, contemplating his favourite study: 
J^ri. The gi-ey-ejed 'moi'n emUea on tlie frowning 'night, 
Chequeidng the 'eastern clouds with streaks of 'light. 
Now, ere the sun 'advance his burniag eye, — 
The day to cheer, aud night's dank dew to dry, — 
I must up-fill this osier-cage" of ours 
With baleful 'weeds, and precious-juiced 'flowers. 
O ! mickle'' is the powerful grace, that hes 
Id herbB, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 
For nought so 'vile that on. the earth doth live, 
But 'to the earth some special 'good doth give. 
Virtue itself turns 'vice, being misapplied; 
And vice sometime 's by action 'dignified. 
"Within the infant rind of this small' flower, 
'Poison hath residence, and 'medicine 'power: 
For this, being 'smelt, with 'that sense'' 'cheers each 

Being 'tasted, 'slujs all senses, with the 'heart. 
Two such oppoHSil Kings encamp them still 
In 'man as well as herbs, — Grace, and rude Will; 
And where the 'worser is predominaut, 
Full soon the canter death eats-up that plaat. 
Romeo calls without : 

Jiom. Good morrow. Father. 

J'Vi. Benedicite 1' 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me? — [.m^° 

Young son, it argues a distempered head. 
So 'soon to bid good-morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every 'old man's eye. 
And where ' Care lodges, ' Sleep will never lie ; 
Therefore, thy earhness doth me assure 
Thou art up-roused by some disfcemperature : 
Wast thou with RoHaliue? 

Som. With Bosaline, mj ghostly father ? no ; 

I have 'forgot that name, — and that name's woe ! 

li'H. That 'suiy good son! Biitwiierehast thou been, then* 

Jiom. I '11 tell thee ere thou ask it me 'again. 
I have been feasting with mine 'euemj ; 



Where, on a eudden, oue Lath wounded 'me, 
That 'a ' by me wounded ; both our remeiliea 
Withio thy help and holy physio he,' 
Fri. Be plain, good son, and 'homely in thy drift. 
£om. Then plainly know, — my heart's dear love is Bet 
On the fair daughter of rich 'Capulet: 
As mine on 'hers, so hers is set on 'mine; 
But when, and where, and how we met, and wooed, 
I '11 tell thee as we pass : But ' this I pray, — 
That thou consent to 'maiTy us, 'to-day. 
JVi. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here 1 
la Rosaline, whom thou 'didst love so dear, 
So soon ' forsaken ? 'yomig men's love, then, lies 
Not truly in their 'hearts, but in their 'eyes. 
But come, young waverer ; come, and go with me ; 
In one respect, I '11 thy assistant 'be; 
For 'this alliance may so happy prove. 
To turn your ' households' rancour to pure ' love. 

I Mnm. 0, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

L Fri. Wisely, and slow : They 'stumble, that run ' fast. '=■*»! 






While these e 

■ a. spirited ci 

f-Jtfsr. Where the mischief should this Eomeo be? 

Came he not 'home to-night? 
Sen. Not to his 'father's ; I spoke with his 'man. 
Mer. Why, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Bosa- 
line, 

Torments him so, that be will sure run 'mad. 
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman to old Capulet, 

Hath sent a 'letter to his father's house. 
Mer. A 'challenge, on my life ! 
Ben. Romeo will 'answer it. 
Mer. Alas, poor Romeo 1 he is already 'dead! — stabbed, 

with a white wench's black eye ; run through the ear 

with a love-song; the very pin" of his heart cleft with 

the blind bow-boy's butt-sbaft.' And is 'he a man to 

encounter 'Tybalt? 
hStn. Why, what 4s Tybalt? 

■ Jfer. More than 'Prince of Cats,* I can tell you. O, be is 
the courageous Captain of Compliments ! He fights, 
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^^^^L as you eing print-Bong^ ; keeps time, distance, aud pio- 

^^^^1 portion ; rests me his 'minim* rest, — one, two, — aud 

^^^^ the third in your 'bosom! the very butcher of a eilk 

button i a 'duelliHt, a duellist ; a gentleniaD of the very 

first ' house,'' of the First and Second ' CauBe." Ah, the 

immortal paaaado!'' the punto reverso!'' the hay I'' — 

Bttn. The what! 

Mer. Tbe plag'ue of such antic, lispiog', affecting fantas- 
ticoes, these new tuners of iwcenls! — "Ah! a very 
good blade! — a very tall man! — a very fine girl!" — 
Why, is not this a lamentable thing, gi'andsii'e, that 
'we should be thus afflicted with these strange flies, 
these fashion-mongers, these " pardon nez-mois I "° O, 
their "bons," their "bons !"' 

Ben. Here comes Romeo! Here comes Romeo ! 

Mer. Without his roe, like a diied herring. O flesh, flesh, 
flesh, how art thou ' fiahified I Now is ' he for the num 
bers that 'Petrarch flowed in: Laura, to 'his lady, was 
hut a kitchen-weneb ; (marry, she bad a better love to 
I be-rhyme her;) Dido, a dowdy; Cleopatra, a gipsy; 

I Thisbe, a grey eye or so, but not to the pui-pose. 

[™"^] Signior Romeo, " bon jour ! "* there 's a ' French 
ealutation for you. You gave us the 'counterfeit'' fairly 
lant night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both. 'What counterfeit didi 
give you t 

Mer. The slip," air, the slip ; can you oot conceive 1 

Bom. Pardon, good Mercutio ; my business was great; 
and, in such a case as 'mine, a man may 'strain courtesy. 
Juliet's Nurse and her man Peter are seen approaching : 

Mer. A sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two; a Bhirt,^and a amock. 

I^urse. Peter ! My fan, Peter. 

Mer. Do, good Peter — to hide her face. 

Nurse. Give ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. Give ye good 'den,' fair gentle'woman. 

Nurse. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may fi.nd 
young 'Romeo? 

Bom. ['"i'a""] 'I am the youngest of that name, for 'fault-* 
of a worse. 
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you 'be he, &ir, I desire some 



lupper. So ho I So ho I — 
- father's T we '-U to 'din- 



' Jfursfl.. Tou Bfly well. If 
coufidence with you, 
Sen. She will indite him. to some s 
Borneo, will you conie to yoiu 
ner thither. 
Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; fai'ewell, lady, lady, ladyl 
L .N'urse. MEirry, farewell ! — I pray you, sir, what saucy 'mer- 
chant' was this, that was bo full of his roguery t' 
im. A 'gentleman, Nurse, that loves to ' hear himself ' talk ; 
and will speak more ia a 'miuute, than he will stand to 
in a 'month. 

I J/icrse, An 'a speak anything against 'me, I '11 take Mm 
down, an 'a were lustier than he is, and ' twenty such 
Jacks; and if 'I cannot, I '11 find those that 'shall . . . 
Scurvy knave I I am noue of his flirt-gills !°— And, 
Peter, 'thou must standby too, and suffer every knave 
to use me at his pleasure 1 T"™" 

^J'eler. ... I saw 'no man use you at hia pleasure ; if I had, 
my weapon should 'quickly have been out, I warrant 
you. I dare draw as soon as auother man, if I see 
occasion — in a 'good quarrel, and the law on 'my aide. 
Nurse, Now, I am so vexed that every part about me 
quivers.— Scurvy knave ! — ^Pray you, sir, a word : And, 
as I told you, my young lady bade me inquue you out : 
what she bid me 'say, I will keep to 'myself: But first 
let me tell ye, if ye should lead her in a 'fool's paradise, 
ae they say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, aa 
theysay: forthegentlewomanisyoung; and. therefore, 
if you should deal double with her, truly, it were an 
'ill thing to be offered to 'any gentlewoman, and very 
'weak dealing. 
Horn. Nurse, 'commend me to thy lady and mistress, I 
'protest unto thee, — 
I Niirse. Good heai-t ! and, i' faith, I will ' tell her as much. 
O, she wiU be a 'joyful woman. 
Wi. 'What wilfc thou tell her, Nurse? thou dost not 

'mark me. 
ene. I will tell her, sir, — that you do 'protest ; which, as 
I take it, is a gentleman-like 'offer. 
n. Bid lier devise some means to come to 'shrift^ 
' This 'afternoon ; 
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And there elie shall, at Friar Laurence' cell, 

Be shrived, and 'married. Here is for thy paiue. [™^f 

Hume. No, truly, eir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I Bay, you 'ahall. 

Nurse. [^,'™'] This afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be there. 

Rom. Stay thou, good Nurse, behind the abbey-wall : 
Within this hour nay man" shall be with thee, 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair,'' 
Which to the high top-gallant" of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret 'night. 
Farewell ; be trusty, and I '11 quit" tby paine. 
Commend me to thy lady. 

JVurae. Ay, a thousand times. [n^J Peter ! 

J'eter. Anon? 

Nurse. Peter, take my (an and go before. Before and 
'apace ! [E.^nm. 



Meanwhile Juliet lingers in the gaiden, anxiously awaiting the 
return of her Messenger : 

Jul. The dock struck 'nine, when I did 'send the Nurse ; 
In half-an-hour she 'promised to return. 
O.Bheis 'lame! 'Love'sheraldsshouldbe 'thoughts, — 
I Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 

L Driving back shadows over louring hills :— 

^^^— Therefore do nimble-pinioned 'doves draw Love, 
^^^L And therefore hath the wind-swift 'Cupid wings. 
^^^1 Now is the sun upon the 'highmost hiU 
^^^B Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 
^^^B Is three long hours, — and yet she is not come ! 
^^^^ Had 'she affections, and warm 'youthful blood, 
^^^B She 'd be as swift in motion as a 'boll : 
^^^f My 'words would 'bandy'' her to my sweet love, 
I And ' his to 'me ! 

The Nurse enters. 
O here she comes! — honey Nurse, what newel 
Nurse. ... I am aweary ; give me leave awhile. 

Fie, how ray bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had I 
Jiil. Nay, come, I 'pray thee, speak ! good, good Nurse, 
speak! 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ! 
Nurse. . . . Well, you have made a 'simple choice ; you 
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know not 'how to chooae aman. Go thy ways, wench [ 
serve heaven. What, have you dined at homef 

^^ul. . , . What says be of our 'marriage 1 what of 'that 7 

T N^urse. O I ' how my head aches ! what a head have I ! 
It beats as it would falL in twenty pieces. . . . 
My back ! — o' t' other side. — O, my back, my back i 
Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 
To catch mj 'death with jaunting up-and-down ! 

l^iJul. V faith, I am sorry that thou art cot well. . . , 

Sweet, aweet, sweet Nurse, 'tell me 'what sajsmyloveT 

\ Nurse. Tour love says, like an honest gentleman, — ■ 

And a courteous, — and a kind,— and a handsome, — 
And, I warrant, a virtuous — where is your mother ! 

\ Jul. Where is my mother ? — why, she is 'within ; 

Where 'should she be? How oddly thou repliest! 
"Your love says, like an honest gentleman, — 
Where is jour motherl" 

I Ifurse. O, are you so hot? Marry, come up, I trowl 
Is ' this the poultice foi- my aching bones ! 
Henceforward, do your messages yourself. 

i Jul. Here 's such a coil! — Come! what says Romeo T 

JjTwrse. . . . Have you got leave to go to 'shrift to-dayT 
Then hie you hence to Priar Laurence' cell j 
There stays a 'husband— to make you a 'wifel 
Go : ' I '11 to dinner i hie 'you to the 'cell. 

■(Tu^. Hie to high ' fortune ! — ^Honeafc Nurse, farewelL ["i™"- 



Friar Laurence, actuated by the best of n 



md the cer 



s, becomes a will* 



ring paity to this clandest 

f be performed. The Friar ai 

I arrival of Juliet. 

\ JF'ri. So 'smile the Heavens upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with 'sorrow chide us not 1 

|. Jiom. Amen, amen I But come what sorrow 'can, 
It cannot countervaU the exchange of 'joy 
That one short minute gives me in 'her sight. 
Do thou but close our bands with holy words, 
'Then love-devouring Death do what he dare I 
It is enough I may but call her 'mine I 
i. These violent 'delights have violent 'ends, 
And in their triumph 'die ! like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kiss, 'consume. The sweetest honey 
la loathsome in its own 'deliciousness, 
And in the taste confounds t\ie appe\.\V.e'- 
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Therefore, love 'mnderatelj ; 
Too 'awift ardvea as tardy as 
Here cornea the lady. 
Juliet approaches, and Romeo hastens to welcome her. 

O, SO light a foot 
Wai 'ne'er wear-out tbe eveilftBtiog flint : 
A lover may bestride tbe jgossamers* 
That idle in the wanton eummer air, 
And yet not fall ; — so light ia vanity. 

.Tul. Good even to mj ghostly Ciinfeasor. 

Frl. 'Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for uh both. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet! if the measure of 'thy joy 

Be heaped like 'mine, and that thy 'skill be more 
To 'blazon" it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air ; and let rich 'Music's tongue 
Unfold the imagined happiness, that both 
neceive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit,' more rich in 'matter than in words, 
Brags of his 'substance, not of ornament : 
They are but 'beggars that can 'count their worth; 
But 'my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum-up 'half nay sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me : you shall not stay alone 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. lam 



The ill-fated ceremony ia immediately performed. Although in 
this case marriage was made in haste, repentance did not come 
with leisure. But the course of true love was made rough by other 
causes. On the very day when the hostile families were thus united, 
the old feud between the Capulels and the Montagues again broke 
forth. While Tybalt is searching for the hated Montague, the 
friends of Romeo are wondering at his absence ; Benvolio says to 
the merry Mercutio : 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let 's 'retire : 
The day ia hot ; the Capulets abroad ; 
And, if we meet, we shEtll not 'scape a 'brawl. 

Mtr. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, when he 
enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his sword 
upon the table, and says, ■" Heaven send me no 'need of 
thee ! " and, by the operation of the second cup, draws 
it on the 'drawer,'' when, 'indeeil, there is no need. 

> the ■pldei'B aiuaenta. i><lfnpTn>', pnblieli. i Imaglnalloa, 
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:m. 'Am I like such a fellow ? 

-.r. Come, come, tliou art ae hot a Jaok in thy mood, as 
auy in Italy. Ad there were ' two such, we should have 
'none shortly ; fov one would kill the other. Thou! — 
Why, thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair 
'more, or a hail' 'less, in his beard than 'thou hast. 
Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuta, — hav- 
ing no other reason but because thou hast 'hazel eyes. 
Thy head is as full of quaiTels as an egg ia full of 
meat. Thou 'hast quarrelled with « man for coughing 
in the street, because he bath wakened thy dog that 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall-out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before Easter! 
with auolher, for tying his new shoes with old riband T 
and yet thou wilt tutor 'me from quarrelling! 

Ben. By my head, here 'come the Capulets. 

Jfer. By my heel, I care not. 

Tybalt and others enter, 

Tyh. Gentlemen, good den." A 'word with one of you. 

Her. And but one 'word with one of u«f 'Couple it with 
something j make it a word and a 'blow. 

Tyh. Tou shall find 'me apt enough to ' that, sir, an yon will 
give me occasion. 

Mtr. Could you not 'take some occasion 'without giving'? 

Tyb. . . . Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo — 
I Jtfer. Consort! Whatl dost thou make us 'niinstrels? an 
thou make minstrels of 'us, look to hear nothing but 
'discords : here 's my ' fiddlestick ; here 's that shall make 
you 'dance. 'Zounds, 'consort! 
Benvolio says : 

^&i. We talk here in the public haunt of men. 
Either withdraw into some 'private place. 
Or else depart; here 'all eyes gaze on us. 
jr. Men's eyes were 'made to look, and 'let them gaze: 

I will not budge for 'no man's pleasure, 'I. 
', Well, peace be with 'you, air. Here comes 'my man 1 

Iter. But I '11 be hanged, sir, if he wear your ' livery ! 

Romeo happens lo be passing, and Tybalt, without the slightest 
racation, proceeds to insult him. 

E^f^ft. Romeo! the 'hate'' I bear thee can afford 

No better term than this, — thou art a 'villaitil 
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Jiom. Tybalt! . , . the reason that I have to 'love thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining' 'rage 
To 'auch a greeting : VillBin am I none ; 
Tlierefore farewell; I eee, thou know'et me *not. 

7'yb. Bojl this shall not 'escuse the injuries 

That thou hast done me; therefore turn and drawl 

Jiom. I do protest, I 'never injured thee. 

But love thee better than thou canst devise. 
Till thou shall know the "reason of my love : 
And so, good Capalet, — which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisHed. 
Mercutia exclaims : 

J^er. O oalm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 

Alia stoccata' carries it awaj Tybalt, you 'rat- 
catcher ! lUr..>. 

7'j/b. "What wouldst 'thou have with met 

Mer. Good ' King of Cats," nothing— but 'one of your 'nine 

hvee. Will you pluck your sword out of his pilcher'by 

the ears 1 make haste, lest 'mine be about your ears 

ere it be out. Come, sii', your passado.^ [JJK. 

RomcQ interferes : 

Horn. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. — 

Draw, Benvolio; beat down tbeir weapons. — 
Gentlemen, for shame ! forbear this outrage I 
Hold, Tybalt !— good Mercutio ! 
Ram-a in vain endeavours (o part the combatants ; and Tybalt 

exultingly rushes out, after Mercutio has received a mortal wound : 

Mer. I am hiu't:— 

A plague o' 'both your houses! I am sped : — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing t 

J3en. What! art thou hurtT 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 't is enough. — 
Go, fetch a surgeon. [p^' 

Rom. Courage, man ! the hurt cannot be 'much. 

JHer. No, 't is not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a church- 
door; but 't is 'enough, 't will 'serve: I am 'peppered, 
I warrant, for 'this world. ^A plague o' 'both your 
houses ! — What ! a dog, a, rat, a mouse, a cat, to 'scratch 
R man to death ! a bi-aggavt, a rogue, a villain, that 
fights by the book of arithmetic ! — Why, why, Bomeo, 
came 'you between us T . , . I was hurt under your arm. 
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Rom. 1 thought all for the best. 

Mer. . . . Help me into some houae, Benvolio, 

Or I ahull faint, — A plague o' both your houaaa I 
They have made woiiuh' meat of 'me : I have it, 
And soundly too; . . . Ask for me to-morrow, 
And you ahall find me ... a 'grave man. [SIe'lii' 

Mercutio ia supported away by Benvolio. Romeo is alone. 

Roni. This gentleman, the Prince'a near ally, 
Hath got his moital hurt in 'my behalf. 

Sen. Romeo, Komeo! brave Mercutio 'a 'dead; 

That gallant apirit hath aapired the 'clouds. 
Here eomes the furioua Tybalt back again. 

Rom. Alive I in triumph! aud Mercutio Hlain ! 
Away to heaven, reapective' lenity, 
And fire-eyed'' 'fury be my conduct" now! — 

Tybalt re-enters. 
Sow, Tybalt, take the " villaiu " back again. 
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio'a aoul 
la but a little way above our heads, 
And thou or I muBt keep him company. 

Tyh. Thou wretched boy, that didst conaort him 'here, 
Shalt with him 'hence. 

Rom. ' This shall 'determine that. 



Ben. Borneo, away, be gone ! 

tThe citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : 
Stand not amazed ; the Prince will doom thee 'death, 
If thou art taken. — Hence ! — be gone ! — away ! — 
Rom. O, I am fortune's 'fool !— [.^^. 

The Citizens crowd in, followed by the Prince and the heads of 
the rival families. The Prince is urged by the Capulets to pro- 
nounce the death of Romeo ; but, as Tybalt had first slain Mercutio, 
■ more lenient sentence is pronounced. 
Prin. Eomeo slew Tybalt, and, for that offence, 
Immediately we do 'exile him hence : 
I will be 'deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears, nor prayera, shall purchase-out abuses ; 
TTierefore use none: let Eomeo hence in 'haste, 
Else, when he 'a found, that hour will be his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
Mercy but 'murders, 'pardoning those t\i«.i^c^. vj.i.-™*- 
l 
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Thus, on the very day of his marriage, Romeo was sentenced to 
immediate hanishment. — Heavy news for Juliet ! — 

'■ A wife, and a widow ! — a maid, and a bride ! " 

But she has a short interval of sweet anticipation, before Ibe bit- 
ter misery of this intelligence reaches her ; while, as a btide, she 
pours forth her soul in a Etrain af impassioned e:iclamation : 

J'ul. Gallop 'tt])ace, you tiery-fotited steeds, 

Towards Phcebus'* mansioii !" Siicli a waggoner 

Aa Phaeton" would 'whip you to the West, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 

Come, night ! come, Borneo ! Come, thou 'day in night ; 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of Night, 

Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. — 

Come, gentle Night ! conae, loving, black browed Night, 

Give me my Romeo ! and, when be shtiU die, 

Take him and t^ut bim out in little stars ; 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in 'love with night. 

And pay no worship to the garish* sun.— 

So tedious is this 'day, 

As is the 'night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that 'bath new robes 

And may not 'wear them. O, here comes ray Nurse, 

And she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks 

But Borneo's name speaks heavenly eloquence! 

The Nurse cnlera. 
Now, Nurse, what news ? . . . "Why dost thou wring thy 

Nurse. Ah, well-a-day ! he 'a dead, be 's dead, he 's dead ! 
Alack the day !— he 'a gone, be 's killed, he 's dead 1 

Jul. 'Can Heaven be so 'enviouB T 

Nxirse. 'Borneo can, 

Though Heaven can'not. — 0, Bomeo, Borneo ! — 

t/irf. What 'devil art thou, that dost torment me thus T 
Hath Romeo 'slain himself ? say thou but ay, 
And that bai'e little 'word' shall poison more 
Than the death-davting eye of 'cockatrice.' 

Nurse. I 'saw the wound ! I saw it with mine eyea — 
'Here, on bis manly breast; a piteous corse I 
Pale, pale as ashes 1 all bedaubed m blood 1 

Jul. O, break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt,* break at 'once I 
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To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 

Vile earth, to earth reeign ; enil motion 'here ; 

And thou, and Romeo, press 'one heavy bier ! 
mime. O Tybalt, Tybalt ! the best friend t had ! 

That ever I should live to see thee 'dead ! 
J^id. . . . "What storm is this, that blows so contrary T 

Is Bomeo 'slaughtered t and is 'Tybalt dead 1 
Nurse. Tybalt is 'dead, and Eomeo 'banished ; 

Romeo, that killed him, lie is banished ! 
Jul. O heaven ! — 'did 'Romeo's Land shed Tybalt's blood? 
Ifune. It did, it did : alas the day, it did ! 
Jul. O serpent heai-t, hid with a flowering face I 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave T 

Beautiful tyrant ! Send angelical ! 

Dove-feathered raven I wolvish-ravening lamb ! 

Despised substance of divinest 'show I 

O Nature ! what hadst thou to do in 'hell. 

'When thou didst bower the spirit of a 'fiend 

In mortal 'paradise ! 0, that 'deceit should dwell 

In such a gorgeous 'palace ! 
irae. There 's no trust, 

No fftith, no honesty in men ; 'all 'perjured 1 

'Shame come to Romeo I 
Wvl. 'Blistered be thy tongue 

For 'such a wish ! 'he was not bom to shame : 

Upon ' his brow Shame is 'ashumed to sit ; 

For 't is a ' throne, wheie ' Honour may be crowned 

' Sole monarch of the univereal earth. . . . 

O, what a 'beast was I to chide nt him 1 
Tse. Will you speak 'well of him that killed your 'cousin T 
. Shall I speak 'ill of him that is my 'huwhaud ? 

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue fihall 'smooth thy name, 

When I, thy three-hours' wife, have 'mangled it? 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 

My husband 'lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 

And Tybalt 's 'dead, that would have shun my 'husband. 

All this is 'comfort. Wlierefore 'weep I then? . . . 

' Some word there was, 'worser than Tybalt's death. 

That murdered 'me. ... I would ' forget it fain ; 

But, O, it 'presses to my memory — 

Like horrid gudty dee<te to sinners' minds. 

"Tybalt is dead, and Romeo 'banished! " 

That "banished," — that 'one word "banished," — 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybolta. O, '\u\lB'i\.-^<Ki, 
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■ Are fatber, mutlier, Tybslt, Romeo, Juliet, 
P 'All Blaiii, all dead; "Borneo is 'banished!" . . . 
t Where are my father, — and my mother, — Nurset 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse. 
J'll. Wash they bis wounds with tears? mine shall be spent, 

When theirs are dry, (or Romeo's banishment. 
MnTSe. Hie to your chamber ; I '11 find Romeo 

To comfort you. He is hid at Laurence' cell. 
Jul. O, 'find him ! give this ring to my true love,' 

And bid him 'come — to take his last farewell ! lE.emt 



I.et us now proceed to the Fiiar'a cell, in which the unhappy 
Montague has found shelter — ignorant as yet of the sentence 
passed on him in bis absence. The Friar calls ; 

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man : 
Affliction is 'enamoured of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to 'calamity. 

Rom. Father, what news ? ' What is the Prince's doom ? 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I 'yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with 'such sour company: 
I biing thee 'tidings of the Prince's doom. 

Morn. What less than 'death 'can be" the Prince's doom? 

FVi. A 'gentler judgement vanished from his lips, — 
'Not body's 'death . . . but body's 'banishment. 

Roni. Ha, banishment ? be merciful, say — " death ; " 
For exile hath 'more terror in his look, 
' Much more, than death ; do not say — banishment ; 
'T ia death, mis-termed I Calling death — banishment. 
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe, 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. deadly sin I O rude -unthankfulness! 

Thy fault our 'law calls death; but the kind Prince, 
Taking thy part, hath pushed 'aside the law, 
And tuiTied that black word 'death to ' banishment : 
This is dear 'mercy, and 'thou seest it not. 

Rom. 'T ia 'torture, and 'not mercy: 'beaven is "here 
Where Juliet lives! There 's more felicity," 
In carrion 'flies, than Romeo: 'they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's 'hand, 
And steal immortal blessings from her 'tips ; 

0.a.liDiBbt. htbaudoiRUPdiirlB. c O. B. nlliUlr. 
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But 'Romeo may not ; he is 'banished. O, Friar, 
Hailfft thou no 'poison mixed, no sharp ground 'kuife, 
No 'sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
To ' Mil me f How baat thou the heart, 
To 'mangle me with that word " banishment " ? 

I/^i. Thou foud 'mad man, hear me but apeak a 'little. 
I 'II give thee armour to keep-'off that word; — 
Adversity's sweet milk, 'philosophy, 
To comfort thee, 'though thou art banished, 

Horn. Tet " banished " f — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a 'Juliet, 
It helps not, it prevails not : talk no more. 

Fri. Let me 'dispute with thee of thy «state. 

Jtom. Thou canst not speak of that thou doat not 'feel, 
Wert thou as young as 1^' Juliet thy love,'— 
An hour but married, — Tybalt murdered, — 
Doling like me, aud like me 'banished, — 
'Then might'st thou speak, 'then might'st thou tear 

thy hair, 
And fall upon the groimd, as I do now. 
Taking the mt'asure of an unmade grave! ['i^LTt^".' 

JV(. Arise ! one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyself, 

Thou wilt be taken. — Stay awhile ! — Stand up. — - . . . 
Who knocks so hard 1 Whence come you ? What 's 
your will ? 

-Nurse, [wuhid.i Let me come in, and you shall 'know my 
errand: 
I come from Lady Juliet. 
The Friar, recognizing the Nurse's voice, at once admits her. 

JVurse. O holy Friai- 1 O, tell me, holy Friar, 
Where is my lady's lord f O where is Ro 

Fn. There, on the ground, — with his own tears made 

Nitrse. 01 he is even in my 'mistress' case, 
JuBt in ' her case ! O Juliet 1 Juliet ! 

Row. . . . Speak'st thou of Juliett how is it with 'her, 
Now I have stained the childhood of our joy 
With ' blood ? Where is she t how doth she ? what says 
shet 

Nurse. O, she 'says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And 'Tybalt calls; and then on 'Romeo cries, — 
And then down falls again. 
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Rii'i. Aa if ' tliat name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a g»n. 
Did murder 'her!— O. tell me. Friar, tell me, 
Ib what vile part of tliis anatomy 
Doth my 'name lodge 1 tell me, that I may 'sack 
The hateful mansion ! C™^"" 

J^'. ' Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a 'man? thy 'form cries out thou art : 
Thy tears are VomaniBh ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a 'beast: 
rhou hast amazed me! By my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition 'better tempered. 
Hast thou slain 'Tybalt t wilt thou slay 'thyself T 
And slay thy 'lady too, that Uvea in thee!* 
What, rouse tbee, man ! thy 'Juliet is alive ! 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed ; 
But, look thou stay not till the 'watch'' be set, 
For ' then thou canst not pass to ' Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt Uve, till we cau find a time 
To 'blaze' your mariiage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more 'joy. 
Than thou went'st forth in 'lamentation. — 
Go before, Nurse: commend me to thy lady. 
And bid her hasten all the house to rest,'' — 
Romeo is 'coming. 

Nurse, O ! I could, have stayed here all the night 

To hear good counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord, I '11 tell my lady you will 'come? 

R'ltn. Do, so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nume. Here, sir, a 'ling she bid me give you, sir. 

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. (kiji sitk. 

Horn. How well my comfort js 'revived by thisl 

I^i. Sojourn in 'Mantua: I 11 find out your 'man," 
And he shall signify, from time to time. 
Every good hap to you that chances 'here. 
Give me thy hand ; 't is late : Farewell ! Good night 1 

Rom. But that a joy 'past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, so brief to part with ' thee ; 
Farewell ! lEimci. 




Count Paris has already waited on I.ord Capulet, to airange tlie 
day for his marriage to Juliet, and the following Thursday is ap- 
pointed. 



Romeo again repairs li 
he had first exchanged hi 
the balcony, watching, bi 



the orchard, where, only the night before, 
vowa with Juliet. They are both now on 
[ dreading, the first faint light on the easl- 



Jul. 'Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet 'near day; 
It was tlie 'niglitingale, and not the lark, 
That pierced the fearful hollow of tliine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomenranate-tfee; 
'Believe me, love; it 'was the nightingale. 
L Jtovi. It was the 'lark, the herald of the morn, 

'No nightingale: loot, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder East. 
'Night'a candles are burnt out, and jocund 'Day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountains' tops ; 
1 must be gone and 'live — or stay, and die. 
B«7u^. Yon light is 'not daylight, I know it well: > 

It is soma 'meteor that the sun exhales, 
To light thee on thy way to Mantua: 
. Therefore stay 'yet; thou need'st not to be gone. 
("jRoni. ' Let me be ' ta'en, let me be put to 'death ! 
'I am content, so 'thou wilt have it so. 
I 'U say, yon gray is 'not the mcirning's eye, 
'T is but the pale reflex of 'Cynthia's* brow ; 
Nor that is not the 'lark, whose notes do beat 
The vanity heaven so higli above our heads : 
Come, Death, and welcome! 'Juliet wills it so. — 
How is 't, my soul ? let 's talk, 't is not yet day. 
Jul. It 'is, it is! Hie hence, be gone, away! 
'is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discorils and unpleasing sharps. . . . 
O, now be 'gone : 'more light and light it grows 1 
. More light and light 1 more dark and dark our woes ! 

The Nurse enters, 
e. Madam ! Your lady mother 'a coming to your cham 

ber: 
The day is broke : be wai-y, look about. lbui sn™, 

Romeo has quietly descended. 
&U^ . . . Art thou gone 'so ? Love 1 lord ! ay, husband I 
friend! 
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I I must hear from tliee CTerr 'day in tfa« hour, 

I For io a 'miiiute there are 'manj dajs: — 

r O, by 'thin count I shall he much in 'years. 

Ere I again b*?holJ my Romeo. 
Rim. Farewell! I will omit do opportunity 

That may convey my gref tings, love, to thee. 
Jul. O, tbiuk'st thou we shall ever meet again T 
Rom. I doubt it not; and all these 'woes shall serve 

For 'sweet discourses in our time to come. 
Jitl. O heaven ! I have an 'ill-divining aool : 

Methinka, I see thee, now thou art so low, 

As one 'dead, in the bottom of a tomb ! 

Either my eyesight faila, or thou look'st pale. 
Riim. And trust me, love, in 'my eye so do you : 

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ; [,f^ 
Jul. . . . O fortune, fortune! all men call the^ 'fickle: 

If thou 'art fickle., what dost thou with 'him 

That is renowned for 'faitht 'Be fickle, fortune; 

For then, I liope, tboa wilt not keep him 'long. 
Lady Capulet enters. 
Tjii. C Why, how now, Juliet T 

Jul. . . . Madam, I am not weQ. 

Tm. C. Evermore weeping for your cousin's death ? 

What I wilt thou wash him ' from his grave with tears ? — 

But now I '11 tell thee 'joyful tidings, girl 
Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time. 

What are they, I beseech your ladyship ! 
X'l. V. Marry,' my child, early next Thursday mom, 

The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

The County PariB, at St. Peter's Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful ' bride. 
Jul. ... I 'wonder at this haste 1 that I must 'wed. 

Ere he, that should be buHband, comes to 'woo, 

I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry 'yet. 
La. O. Here 'comes your father ; tell him so 'yourself. 

And see how be will 'take it at your bands. 
Lord Capulet and the Nurse enter. 
Cap. How now T a conduit, girl t what, still in tears T 

Evermore showering 1 — Why, how now, wife ? 

Have you delivered to her our decree? 

L ■ Indeed, trol;. 
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X«. C. Ay, sir; but she willBDue; she givea you thanks: .. . 
I would the fool were married to her 'giave ! 

Cap. Is alie not 'proud 1 does she not count her bless'd, 
XJnworthy as she ia, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom f 

Jul. Proud can I never be of what I 'hate ; 

Bat 'thankful, even for hate that is meant 'love. 

Cap. Thank nie no tbankiugs, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle* your fine joints, 'gainst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to St. Peter's Church, — 
Or I will 'drag thee on a 'hurdle thither ! 

Jul, Good father, I beseech you, on my knees. 
Hear me with patience but to speak a 'word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch ! 
I tell thee what, — get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face. 
Speak not 1 reply not 1 do uut answer me ! 
The Nurse must have her aay : 

Nuree. Tou are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And 'why, my Laily Wisdom T Hold your tongue, 
Good prudence ! smatter with your gossips ; go ! 

Nurte. I speak no treason. 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Lady Capulet expostulates : 

ia. Cap. Tou are too hot. 

Cap. Good wife! it makes me 'mad: 
Day, night, hour, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company, — still my care hath been 
To have her 'matched ; and having now provided 
A gentleman of 'noble parentage. 
Proportioned as one's 'thought would wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
To answer — "I '11 not wed," — "I cannot love," — 
"I am too young," — " I pray you, pardon me," — 
Look to 't, think on 'tl I -do not use to 'jest. 
An you be 'mine, I '11 give you to my friend ; 
An you be 'not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the streets, 
For, by my soul, I '1! ne'er acknowledge thee. (7'c^ 
Is there no Pity sitting in the clouds 
That sees into the bottom of my grief t — 
O, sweet my 'mother, casi me not away I 
Delay this man'iage for a 'month, a 'week ; 
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Or, if yoa do 'not, make the bridal b«d 
In that dim monumeDt where Tjibalt lies. 

La. Cap. Talk not to 'me, for 1 11 not speak a word. 

Do as tbou wilt, for I have done with thee ! ici" i-^; c^^ 

J^ul. O heaven!— O Xurae, how shall this be prevented t 
My husband is on 'eartli,— 017 faith in 'heaven ! 
Some 'comfort, Nuree! 

Nurse. Faith, here 't ia. 

Romeo is banished : All the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come hack to thallenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by 'stealth. 
Then, since the case 'so stands as 'now it doth, 
I thitik it 'best . . . yon married with the 'County. 
O, he 's a 'lovely gentleman! 

Jul. Speak'st thou from thy 'heartT 

NuTge. And from my *80ul too 1 else twshrew them both. 

Jul. . . . Well, thou hast 'comforted me marvellous much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone, 
(Having displeased my father,) to Laurence' cell, 
To make confession and to be absolved. 

Nurse. MaiTy, I will ; and this is 'wieely done. inuisiiirK. 

Jul. most wicked fiend ! — Go, coujjBellor ; 

Tbou and my bosom henceforth shall be 'twain, — 
H 1 11 to the Friar, to know 'his remedy ; 
H If all else ' fail, myself have power ... to 'die 1 ik>ii juia. 



e find Count Paris making 

^Vt. On Thursday, sir? The time is very short. 
Piir. My father Capulet will Lave it so; 

And I am nothing slow to 'slack his haste. 
/■V*. You say you do not know the 'lady's mind : 

Uneven is the course 1 I like it not. 
I'ur. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death. 
And therefore have I little talked of ' love ; 
For 'Venus smiles not in a house of 'tews. 
, Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous 

I That she doth give her sorrow so^uch sway; 

L And in his wisdom 'hastes our marriage, 

L To 'stop the inundation of her tears. 

I^^K Look, sir, here comes the lady towaids my celL 

1-"" . 
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Jul. Tliat may be, sir, wben I may 'be a wife. 

I'ar, ' Tliat 'may be, 'raust be, love, on Thursday next- 

Jill. WLat 'must be, 'shall be. 

Par. Come you to make 'confeaaion to this I'atherl 

Jul. To answer that, I should eonfeaa to 'you.— 
Are yciu at leieure, holy Fathei', 'now t 
Or shall I come to you at 'evening mass ^ 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, 'uow. — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

I'ai'. Heaven shield I should disturb devotion 1 — 
Jubet, on Thursday 'early will I rouse you; 
Till then, adieul [eilfhtu. 

Jul. 0, shut the doorl Past hope ! past cure ! past help ! 

Fri. Ah, Jubet, I already 'know thy grief. 
r •Jul. Tell me not. Friar, that thou 'know'st my griefs 
Unless thou tell me how I may 'pi-event it ; 
If, in thy wisdom, tbou canst give 'no help, 
Do thou but call my 'resolution 'wise. 
And, ivith this 'knife, 'I '11 help it presently. 
' Heaven joined 'my heart and Romeo's, ' tbou our ' hands : 
And ere this hand, by thee to Bomeo sealed, 
Shall be the label to 'another deed. 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, — this shall slay them 'both! ['!i'J^°rf 
Therefore, out of thy loug- experienced time, 
Give me some 'present counsel : or, behold, 
'Twixt my extremes and me, this bloody knife 
'Shall play the umpire! 
^». Hold, daughter ! I do spy a ' kind of hope : — 
If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Tbou hast the strength of will to 'slay thyself. 
Then is it likely tbou wilt undertake 
A thing 'like death, to cbide away this shame. 
Vi- O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From o£f the battlements of yonder" tower ! 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-coveied quite with dead men's rattling bones I 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a 'dead man in his shroud !° — 
Things that, to hear them ' told, have made me trem- 
ble ;~ 
And I will 'do it, without fear or doubt, 
To live an 'un-stained wife to my sweet love! 
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J-\i. Holil, then : Go home, be merry ; give 'conseut 
To raiirry PurJa. Wednesday is tomorrow; 
To-morrow 'iiiyht look that thou lie 'alone ; 
Take thou this pbial, being then in bed. 
And this disEilled liquor drink thou off; 
Wbt'D, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A dull and heavy slumber;* for no pulse, 
No warmth, no breath, shall 'testify tbou liveet; 
And, in thia boiTowed 'likeness of shrunk death, 
Thou abalt continue two and. forty hours, — 
And then 'awake, as from a pleasant 'sleep I 
In the meantime, 'against thou shalt awake, 
Shall Borneo by my letters know our di-ift; 
And hither sljaJl he come: and he and I 
Will 'watch thy waking; and, that very night, 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to 'Mantua: — 
If no unconstant toy,'' nor wotnunish ' feai', 
Abate thy valour in the 'acting it. 

Jut. Give me, O, give me! tell not me of 'feav! 

'Love, give me strength! and strength shuU 'help 

afford. 
Farewell, deai" Father ! LK"-i.i. 

Juliet's dissembled acceptance of Count Paris gives gteot joy to 
her parents. All are busied in preparing for the morrow's nuptials : 
the marriage gormenls are selected and briefly approved : the bride 
merely requests that she may be left alone — saying she has need of 
many orisons. Presaging sorrow, she affectionately embraces her 

Jul. Farewell ! — ' Heaven knows wLen we shall nteet 

I have a faint cold fear thrills tbrough my veins. 

That almost fieezes-up the heat of life : 

I '11 call them back. Norse 1 — What should 'she do 

beret 
My dismal scene I needs must act 'alone. — 
Wbat it this mixture do not work at all T 
Shall I be married, then, to-morrow morning T 
No ;— this dagger shall forbid it : — lie thou there. 
What if it be a 'poison, which the Friar 
Subtly hatb ministered to have me 'dead, 
Letjt, in 'this marriage, be should be dishonoured, 
Because he married me ' before, to Romeo 1 
J 'iear it is ; and yet, metliinks, it 'should not. 
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^^^L For he hath still beeii tried a 'holy mtiD. 

^^^H I will uot eutei'titin go bad u thought !* 

^^^f How if, whf!u I am laid iuto the tomb, 

^^^ I wake 'before the time that Eomeo 

dome to redeem me t there 'a a fearful point I 

I ShEill I not then be 'stifled iu the vault? 

^^^ Oi', if I 'Hve, ia it not very like, 

^^^L The horrible conceit of death and night, 

^^^B Together with the terror of the place, — 

^^^V Ah in a vault, an anciest receptacle, 

^^^ Where, for these many hundi'ed yeai's, the bonea 

P Of all my buried ancestors are packed ; 

I Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green'' in earth, 

L Lies festering ia his shroud ; — where, as they say, 

^^H At some hours in the night Spii'its resort ; — 

^^^B O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught," 

^^^B Envu'oned with 'all these hideous fears 1 

^^^H And madly play with my forefathers' joints T 

^^^H And pluck the mangled Tybalt from Ms shroud ? 

^^^1 And, iu this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 

^^^^ As with a club, 'daeh-out my desperate brains f . . . 

^^^ft O, look I methinks, I see my cousin's 'ghost 

^^^K Seeking out ' Komeo : Stay, Tybalt, stay ! — 

^^^H Homeo ! I come ! this do I drink to ' thee.'' 
^^^^^Sbe drinks and throws herself on Ihe bed as the scene closes. 

Early in the morning the festive preparations are begun. The 
bridegroom, Count Paris, is the first to arrive, and the Nurse is 
directed to waken Juliet. She merrily enters the chamber. 
Nurse. Mistress 1 — what, mistress I — Juliet ! — fast, I waiTant 
her : — 
Why, Jamb 1 — why, lady ! — ^fie, you slug-a-bed ! — 

I Why, love, I say! — madam! sweet-heart! — bride! 

What, not a wordT — you take your pennyworths 'now; 
Marry, and amen, how sound is she asleep 1 
I needs 'must wake her. — Madam I madam I madam! 
What, dressed ! and in your clothes! and down again ! 
Lady I lady ; . . . Alas ! . . . Help ! help I my lady' s 

0, well-a-day, that ever I was born ! My lord ! my lady ! 
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F^r'i. Come, is the bride ready to go to cburoL T 

6'aj). Beady to 'go, but never to 'return. — 

O son ! tbe nigbt before thy wedding-day 

Hatli Deatb removed thy wife.— See, there sheliesl 

Par. Have 1 thought long to see this morning's face. 
And doth it give me Huch a sight as 'thist 

La. Cup. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day ! 

Fri. Peace, bo, for shame ! confusion's 'cure lives not 
In 'these confusions. Heaven and yourifelf 
Had 'part in this fair maid ; now Heaven hath 'all. 
And ajl the better is it for the maid. 
Dry up your teara, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 
In all ber beat aiTay bear her to cbureh, 

Ci^. All things that we ordaiut-d 'festival 
Turn from their office to black 'fimeral : 
Our instruments to 'melancholy bells ; 
Got 'wedding-cbeer to a sad 'burial-feast ; 
Our solemn bymns to sullen 'dirges change ; 
Our 'bridal flowers serve for a buried 'corse. 
And 'all things change fcbem to the 'contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in ;— and, madam, go with him ; — 
And go, Sir Paris : — evei^ one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave. — 
The heavens do lour upon you for some Ul j 
Move them no more by 'crossing their bigb will. 



In the meantime, Priar I.aurencc had despatchei) a Messenger to | 
Romeo; but the man, on his way, entered a house infected with ' 
the plague ; and, to prevent the spread of the disease, he was not ■ 
allowed to depart. This delay afforded an opportunity for intelli- I 
gence of Juliet'^ death reaching her husband, before the eKplana- ^ 
ory letter of the Friar. j 

'e exiled Romeo, now in Mantua, is before us : I 

may trust the flattering truth of sleep, 
sama presage some 'joyful news, at 'hand : 
iBom's lord" sits 'lightly iu his throne ; 
dll this day, an unacuustomed spirit 
I me above the ground with 'cheerful thoughts. 
ceamt, my lady came and found me 'dead — 




jBtrauge dream, that gives a dead man ' leave to think ! 
^nd breathed such life with kisses on my lips, 
3?!ittt I revived, and was an "empeior ! 
li me I how sweet is love itself, 'poBSessed, 
Tien but love's 'shadows are so rich in joy I 
Ballhasar enters, 
s from Verona!— How now, Baltbaaar? 
Dost thou not hnag me letters from the Priar 1 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well 1 , , . 
How fares my Julet? 'that I ask 'again; 
For nothing can be ill, if 'she be well. 
Bal. Then she is 'well, and nothing can be ill: — 
Her 'body sleeps in Capulets'' monument, 
And her im-mortal part with 'angels Hves. 
I 'saw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And presently took 'post to tell it you. 
O, pardon me for bringing these iU news. 
Roni. Is it e'en so T then, 1 defy" you, stars 1 — 

Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and paper. 
And hire post horses ; I will hence, ' to-night. 
Ji'tl. I do beseech you, sir, have patience :° 

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 
Jioiii. Tush! thou art deceived : 

Leave me, and do the thing I 'bid thee do. — 
Hast thou 'no letters to me from the Friar? 
Sal. No, my good lord. 
Horn. No matter : get thee gone, 

And hire those horses ; I 'U be with thee straight.- 
f Well, Juliet, I will lie 'with thee to-night. 
I Let 's see for 'means ; — O mishief, thou ai't bwif t 
LTo enter in the thoughts of 'desperate men! 

1 do remember an Apothecary, — 
RAud hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 
[In tattered weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Calling of simples :" meagre were his looks, 
Sharp misei'y had worn him to the 'bones : 
lAnd, in his needy 'shop, a tortoise hung, 
■ An aUigator stuffed, and other skins 
T Of iil-shaped fishes ; and, about his shelves, 
I A beggarly account of empty boxes, — 

ii medltlml pliiitB or lier\i». 



i 
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^^^H Qi'eea earthen pots, bladJbiM, and muaty seeds, 
^^^H BemnantB of pocktbread, aud old cakes of roseB,— 
^^^H Were thiuiy Bcattered to make up a 'sliow. 
^^^V 'Noting this penury, to myself I &aid — 
^^^H "An if ft man did need a 'poison now, 

^^^P Here Uvea a caitiff-wretch 'would sell it him." 

^H^ O, this same thought did but forerun 'my need. — 

As I remember, this should be the house : 
What, ho ! Apothecary ! 

The Apothecary enters. 
Ap. WhocaUaaoloudt 

Horn. Come hither, man. — I see, that thou art poor; 
Hold, there are forty dueate : let me have 
A dram of 'poison ! sue.h soon-speedby gear" 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the hfe-weary taker may fall 'dead. 
Ap. Such mortal drtags I 'have ; but Mantua's law 
Is 'death, to any he that 'utters them. 

bRom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness, 
And 'fear'st to die? Famine is in thy cheeks, 
Need and oppression stare within" thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back ; 
The 'woild is not thy friend, nor ihe world's 'law. 
The world affords no law to make thee 'rich; 
Then be not 'poor ; but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My 'poverty, but not my 'will, consents. [buh *ppiii. 

Jiovi. I 'pay' thy poverty, aud 'not thy will. 
Ap. in^umidg.i Put fliie in any liquid tlmig you will. 
And di'ink it off; and, if you Lad the strength 
Of 'twenty men, it would dispatch' you 'straight. 
Rom. There ia thy 'gold; 'worse poison to men's 'souls,— 
Doing more murders in fhia loathsome world, — 
Than ' these poor compounds that thou may'st not sell : 
I sell ' thee poison, thou hast sold me 'none. 
Farewell; buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — 
Come! cordial, and 'not poiaon! go with me 
To Juliet's fjrave ; — for there 'must I use 'thee. '■ ••■""' 

Wehastenonwardslothechurchyard. where, before the Capulcts' 
monument, we find the bereaved Count Paris lamenting his lost 
bride, and his Page bearing flowers and a torch. 
Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand aloof ; — 
Tet put it out, for I would not be s 



Under jon yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Holding tbiue ear close to the hollow ground ; 

tSo ahaU no foot upon the churchyard tread, 
But thou shalt 'hear it: 'whittle then to me. 
As signal that thou hear'st Bomething approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee ; go. [TSS™ 
. . . Sweet flower, with flowers thy biidal bed I strew, 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew ( 
The obsequies that I for thee will keep 
Nightly, shall be — to strew thy grave and weep ! — 

The boy gives warning some one" doth approach. 
What, with a torch? -muffle me, night, awhile. [it«irii.. 
As Paris conceals himself, Romeo enters, attended by BalthaEar : 
Ji'im. Give me that mattock, and the wi'enching iron. — 
Hold, take this letter: early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light. Upon thy life, I 'charge thee, — 
Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, — atand all aloof. 
And do not 'inten-upt me in my couise. 
'Why I descend into this bed of dearth 
Is — 'partly, to behold my lady's face ; 
But chiefly, to take thesce, from her dead finger, 
A precious ring ; a I'ing that I must use 
I In dear'' employment : therefore hence, be gone : 

^^^H But if thou, jealous, dost 'return, to pry 
^^^K In what I 'further shall intend to do, 
^^^H By Heaven, 1 11 tear thee joint by joint, 
^^^^P And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs. 
^^^^ The time and my intents are 'aavage-wild, 
'More fierce and more inexorable 'far 
Than empty" tigers, or the roaring sea. 
Jlal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
-fl'M/i. ' So shalt thou show me ' friendship. Take this purse. 
Live, and be prosperous :— and farewell, good fellow. 
I Thou maw detestable, thou womb of death, 

^^^1 Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth, J 

^^^^B Thus I 'enforce thy rotten jaws to open, I 

^^^^K And, in despite, I '11 cram tbee with 'more food. I 

^^^^B Paris advances ; I 

Par. 'Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague! 

Can vengeance be pursued 'further than deathT 
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Condeianed villain, I do 'apprehend thee t 
Obey, and go with me; for thou must 'die. 
Rojn. I 'must, indeed i and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a 'deaperale man; 
Fly henoe, and leave me : think upou these gone ; 
By Heaven, I love thee 'better than 'myself, 
For I come hither armed 'against myself. 
/'ar. I do 'defy thy conjurations," 

And apprehend thee for a 'felon here. 
Jioni. "Wilt thou provoke me? then, have at thee, boy ! 

The desperate Romeo, thus impelled lo defend himself from ar- 
rest, fights with Paris ; and the young Count is added to the vic- 
tims of misfortune. In dying, he implores Romeo to grant him 
one consolation : 
J'ar. 0, I am slain ! if«ii..i If thou be meiciful. 

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [qibh. 

Rom. In faith, I will. — Let me peruse this face : . . . 
Mercutio'a kinsman, noble County Paris I 
One writ with 'me in sour Misfortune's book ! 
I '11 bury thee in a ' triumphant grave. 
For here Les Juliet I . . . O my lovel my wife! 
Death, that hath sucked the honey of thy 'breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy 'beauty: 
Thou art not conquered ; Beauty's ensign 'yet 
Is crimson, in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 
And Death's pale flag is not advanced ' there. — 
Tybalt 1 best thou there in thy bloody sheet t 
Forgive me, 'cousin !^Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art tbna 'yet bo fair? Here will I stay 
And never, from this palace of dim night, 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With 'worms that are thy chambermaids ; 0, here 
"Will I set-up 'my everlasting rest, 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world- wearied flesh. ^Eyes, look your last 1 
Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you, 
The doors of breath, seal, with a righteous kiae, 
A 'dateless bargain to engrossing" 'death I . . , 
Come, bitter conductl" come, unsavoury guide! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at 'once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark I 
Here 's to my love I [Driqir,,i_0 true Apothecary, 
Thy drujrs 'are quick! — Thus, with a kiss, I die ! min. 
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Fri. Saint Franciabe my apeedl how oft to-niglit 

Have my old feet 'a tumbled at 'graves I — Who's there t 
. . . Alack, alack ! what ' blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this aepnlchreT — 
Eomeol O, dead! — "Who else? What, Paris toot 
And steeped in blood t — Ah! what an unkind hour 
la guilty of this lamentable chance! — The lady stirsl 
Juliet slowly recovers consciousness, 
Jul. O comfortable Friar ! . . . Where is my lord * 
I do remember well where I 'should be, 
And there I 'am. — Where is my Eomeo T 
Tbe night watchmen from the city, aroused by Balthazar, aie 
audibly approaching: 

jFVt. I hear some noise! — Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and 'unnatural sleep : 
L A greater Power than we can 'contradict 

I Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away ! 

I Thy husband in thy bosom there lies 'dead ; 

' Stay not to question, for the Watch" is coming ; 

tTul. Go, get thee hence, for X will 'not away. — [/r"il. 

What 'a here ? a phial'' in my true love's band 1 

» Poison, I Bee, hath been his timeless end. 
churl ! drink 'all, and leave' no friendly drop. 
To help 'me after ?— I will kias thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on 'them. 
The Watchmen are heard still nearer. 
Yea, noiae? — then I 'U be brief. — O happy dagger I 



This is thy sheath } [i,",',^,] there rest,* and let me die 1 



3 corpse. The Friar, revealing all, 
iZapulet and Montague promise to 
raise a statue oi pure goia to commemorate this tragedy of tbcir 
children. 

How truly may we exclaim witli the Prince -whether we con- 
template the simplicity of the plot- its conduct— its poetry— or itB 
the heart - 




TKOILTTR AND CREBSIDA. 



This tragedy of "Troilus and CiCEsida " is supposed to have 
been founded on a lost composition, produced in 1593, named Ihe 
"Tragedy of Agamemnon".' In 1603, a play called " Trotlus and 
CiesHida " (but without the author's name,) was entered in the 
Stationers' Pegister "As yt is acted by my Lord Chamberlen's 
Men ; " but no copy is known to exist. In 1609. two publicalions 
appeared, both by William Shak-espeare : i" and to one of these 
there is a curious eulogistic preface; stating that 11 is "a new 
play, never staled with the stage, never clapper-clawed with the 
palms of tbe vulgar, and yel passing full of the palm comical." It 
would thus appear that the play was printed before it was per- 
formed. The second copy, however, shows Ihat it was acted at 
Shakespeare's theatre (the ■Globe") in the same year, (1609'). <> 
It appears to have become the policy of the managers of tbe 
'■ Globe '■ not to friiit any of their partner's plays ; so,— with the 
dtceplion of "King Lear " and " Troilua and Cressida "— no play 
of Shakespeare's was separately published after 1603. 

In the folio of 1G13, this play is not included in the catalogue of 
tbe Tragedies, but it appears to have been hastily inserted (as an 
after-thought on the part of the Editors) between ihc last Histor- 
ical play and the first Tragedy, having no connection with what 
precedes or follows ; it is neither paged, nor signatured, nor 
divided into Acts and Scenes. 

The story is connected with that of the Siege of Troy in the 
twelfth century B. C; not as eternized in the great Homeric 
poem, where the mighty combatants appear almost more than 
mortal ; but, on the contrary, degrading them into common men, 
with their full share of frailties, weaknesses, and vices ; while the 
heroines form marked exceptions to the general purity of Shake- 
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Notwithstanding the lateness of the date of publication. (.1609.) 
the various Editors— German as well as Englisti— have generally 
conceded that this play was one of the earliest compositions of 
Shakespeare, acted, but not printed, in 1603. John Oryden, who 
showed his appreciation of this Tragedy by publishing, in 1679, 
an alteration (in which several defornntiee have been removed, 
but objectionable passages increased,) writes thus : " The uriginal 
story was wriiten by one LoUius. a Lombard, in Latin verse, and 
translated by Chaucer into English ; intended, as 1 suppose, as a 
satire on the inconstancy of wonnen. I find nothing of it among 

tioned. Shaketipeare, (as I hinted,) in the apprenticeship of his 
"'"'"" " .0 that play which is now called by the name 
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iida." 



anslaiion parUy 
yell of the His- 
s of Troye," published in I47' ;■ and especially to Chaucer's 
tlook of ■•Troilus and Cressida (taken from Boccaccio's "II 
Pilostrato,") which bas been followed with remarkable lidelity. 
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The Dramatis Personx retained in this Condensatiot 



PsiiH, King of Troy. 
Heotob, ^ 
TnoiniB, I , . ,, 
Pu.„. j-»»3~>. 

jEnkab, [^ Trojun 
Ahtenoh,/ Commandtrii. 
OiLOHis, a Trojan PrieeC, tiiMng 

part tBilh the (Jreeka. 
PjUiiiABifs, [TTuie to Cr£$iida. 

AoAHEHNON, the Grecian General. 
Mekelacb, hit Brother, (King of 

Sparta, and htuband of Queen 

Melen.) 



Ulyhskb, 1 Oreeian 
Nestor, f Gommandera. 

DlOUEDEH, 

IVtbochjh.J 

TBERfliTRs. a deformed and Kur- 

rihus Grecian. 
Helen, Wife of King Menelnui,. 
Andbomachb, "Wife of Hector. 
OAflfliNDai, Davghter of Priam, 

a FrophelBia. 
Cbbhbui*, Daughter of Galehat. 
Trojan and Qrecian Si/ld£erg, etc. 
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TIIK KKAPKIIM BJIARESPEARK. 

PROLOGUE. 
H 'Tn^y llmr* lios the scene. From leles of Greece 
__W I'riiu'fB iiTKulons,' tbeir high blood chafpd, 
■Mkvii III Uiti (tort of 'Athena sent their shipK, 

■ IS'«ii);ltt with the ministers and instruments 
■Ot onirl warfare;'' and their vow is made 

■ 1^> 'fttuauok Troyj within whose strong immureB" 
lyiif lictmloous Hulen, Menelaus' queen, 

■ With wttiiton Paris lincerB: That 's the quarrel. — 
I ll^w Kx|Hinti»tion, — tictling skittish siiirits 

Oil unn IHU) other side, Trojau and Greek, — 

Rtitn nil OD hazard. Hither am I come 

A Prologuo armed ; yet not in confidence 

Of Author's pen, or actor's voice ; but suited 

In like conditions as our argument ;" — 

To tvll you, fair beholders, that our play 

I^aiiH o er the vant" and firstlings of those broils, 

litiginning in the 'middle; starting thence away 

To wliiit may be digested in a 'play. — 

Ijikd, or find fault ; do aa your pleasures are : 

Now good, or bad,— 't is but the chance of wai-. i 



Th* first Scene is in the city of Tray, before the palace of old 
Klna Priam. The weaknesa of one ol hia sons, Prince Troilus. 
(In love with Cressida, Ihe beautiful but self-willed daughter of 
C«lch«9. a Trojan Priest.) is contrasted with the meanness of her 
lincli, Lord Pandarus. He is a scheming parasite, ever meddling 
In the alfairs of others, and especiaUy anxious thai ihete should be 
a Prince in his family. He becomes, thcTefore, a go-between — a 
male match- ma Iter— who keeps flatttring the youth and flullering 
Ihe maid, 

Before us are Prince Troilus ( armed,) snd Lord Pandarus. 
7Vo. Call here my varlet;' I '11 'un-arm again : 
Why should I war 'without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here 'within 1 
The ' Greeks are 'strong, and 'skilful to their strength, 
'Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness 'valiant ; 
But ' I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder" than ignorance I 
J^an. Well, I have ' told you enough of this. He that will 
have a 'cake out of the wheat, must needs tarry the 
'grinding. 
Tro. Have I 'not tarried? 
J-'aji. Ay, the 'grinding ; but you must tarry the ' bolting," 

t^iiitipoMttlou being oni' of WAr. e the viiii, or first inrt. rattendutt. 

tmorB /ooliah. ^ rtfttoa. 
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TYo. 'Have I not tarried t 

I J'an. Ay, the 'bnlting ; but you must tarry the 'leaveniug. 

I yVo. ' still have I tarried. 

' J'an. Ay, to the 'leavening : but here 'a yet, — in the word 
" Hereafter " — the ' kueadiug, the makiug of the uake, 
the heating of the oven, uud the 'hakiiig ; ntiy, you 
must stay the 'coohng too, — or you may chnnce to bui'u 
your lips. 

. 2Vo. Patieuce ' herself, (what goddess e'er she be.) 
Doth leyeer blench* at Bufferanue than 'I do. 
At Priam's roj:ii table do I sit ; 
And when fair ' Creseid comes in 
So, traitor!— "'Whei 
' thence ?° 
J'an. "Well, she looked, yesteraight, fairer than e" 

'her look, or any woman else. 
Tro. I was about to tell thee, — When my heart, 
As wedged through with a aigh, would rive" i 
I have — (as when the Bun doth hght a storm)'' — 
'Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a 'smile : 
But 'sorrow, that is couched in 'seeming gladneBS, 
Is like that 'mirth fate turns to sudden sadoeBS. 

\.J'an. An 'her hair were not somewhat darker than ' Helen 'm, 
there were no more 'comjiarison between the women :■ — 
But, for my pai-t. — she is my kinswoman : and I would 
not, as they term it, 'praise her ; — but I would 'some- 
body had heard her ' talk yesterday, as ' I did. I will 
not 'dis praise your sister 'Cassandra's wit ; but — 

\2'ro. O PandaruB ! I tell thee, Pandarua,— 

When I do tell thee there my hopes lie 'di'owned, 

Beply not, in how many fathoms deep 

They lie iudreoched. I tell thee, I am 'mad 

In Ci'esaid's love : Thou anBwi.'r'8t, — "■ She is fair " ; 

Pour'st, in the open ulcer of my heart, 

Her eyes, her voife, her hand — 0, that ! — her 'hand 1 

In whobe compaiison all 'whites are 'ink, 

Writing tlieir own reproach ; to whose soft seizure 

The cygnet's down is 'harsh ; and spirit of sense" 

'Hai'd, as the palm of ploughman ! — This thou tell'et 



(As 'true thou teU'st me,) when I say^ — I 'love 
But, saying thus,.— instead of oil and balm, — 



her! 



1!I4 THC HElVBKS RHAXCSIIUKK. 

Tbou tav'»l, in eveij gash that Lore batlt girm me. 
The 'kmf« that made it. 
_/'<i7.. 'Failli, I 11 nol meddle in 't. Let har 'be as ehe'U: 
ri if sbe be fair, t ia the 'better for her; an she be 'not, 
B she has the meuds in ber ova haods. I have bad my 
W labour for my travel ; ill -t hough t-on of ' her, and ill- 
' tbought-on of you : gone be tweeu-and- between, but 

small ' ihauks for mj labour. 
Tio. What, art thou angry, PandamsT what! with "met 
/'an. Because she ~8 kin to 'me, therefore sbe 's not so fair 
as 'Helen: an she were 'not kin to me, . . . she would 
be 'as fair on ' Friday, a3 Helen is on 'Sunday. But 
what care 'IT I care not, an she were a ' black-a-moor ; 
t ia all one to 'me. 
7'fo. Say I she is 'not fair ? 

J^itii. I do not care whether you do or no. She s a fool to 
stay behind ber 'father ;■ let her to the ' Greeks ; and 
HO I '11 ' tell her the next time I see her. For 'ray part, 
1 11 meddle nor make nn more i' the matter. 
7'ro, Pandai'UB, — sweet Pandarus, — 

J'an. Fray you, speak no 'more to me : I will leave all aa I 

'found it, — and there an 'end. i*ut 

As Pandarus petulantly goes out, martial masic is heard at a 

7'ro. Peace, you ungracious clamours I peace, rude 

sounds ! — 
FooU on 'both sides! — O gods, how do you plague 

me! — 
I cannot come to ' Cresaid ' but by Fandar ; 
And ' be 'b aa tetchy to be 'woo'd to woo, 
Ab 'sbe is stubborn- chaste 'against all suit. 
Between our Hinm,'' and where 'abe resides. 
Let it be called the wild and wandering 'flood; 
Ourself, the 'merchant; and this sailing Fandar, 
I Our 'flniibtful bope, our convoy, and our bark." ieht. 

the Trojan forces, headed by iheir respective 

Jng. The lighl-hearled Creasida is a looker-on, 

3, to see there her ardent lover. Prince Troilus ] 

g her aaaumed indifference, she really recipro- 

lOUgh she does not encourage the agency of her 

—who rakes every opportunity to pour in her ears 

iS Prince. While the proceasion is approaching 

Tulous would-be go-between : 
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Ores. Good morrow, uncle PaDdniuB. 

Pan. Good mon-ow, cousin Cressid. — How du jou, 
cousin ?— When were you at Hium 1 

Ores. Tbia morning, uncle. 

Pa?}. Wiat were you 'talking of when I came! Wiiw 
Hector armed and gone ere you came to Ilium ? Helen 
was not 'up, waa she T 

Ores. Hector was 'gone ; but Helen 'was not up. 

Pan. E'en aoT Hector was stirring 'early. 

Ores. ' That were we talking of, and of his 'anger. 

Pan. True, he 'waa angry ; I know the 'cause too ; he '11 lay 
about him 'to-day, I can tell them that. And there 's 
'Ti-oilus will not come fw behind him. Let them take 
'heed of Troilua, I can tell them ' that. Troilua is the 
'better man of the two. 

Ores. O Jupiter! there 's no 'comparison. 

Pa7i. What! not between Troilus and Hector t ... Do 
you ' know a 'man, if you see him T 

Cres. Ay; if I ever saw him 'before, and knew him. 

Pan. Well, I say,— Troilua ... is Troilus. 

Crea. Then 'you say as ' I say ; for I am aure he is not 
' Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not ' Troilus, in some degrees. 

Ores. 'T is just to 'each of them ; he is 'himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus! I would he 'were. 
■ Himself? no, he 's not himself. ^' Would he ' were him- 
aelf! Well, the gods are above. Time must 'friend, 
or 'end : Well, Troilua, well 1 — No, Hectoi' is 'not a 
better man than Troilus. You have no 'judgement, 
liece; Helen heraelf, the other day, praised 'his com- 
alexion above ' Paris ; and I swear to you, I think Helen 
lovea him, 'better than Paris. 
Then ahe 's a 'meriy Greek, indeed. 
But, to 'prove to you that Helen loves him, — she 
lame, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin, — 
I. Juno have mercy ! how came it 'cloven ? 

Why, you know, 't is 'dimpled : I think 'his smiling 
becomes him better than any man in all Phrjgia," 
r. 0, yes, an 't were a cloud in autumn. 
'an. Why, go to then.— But to 'prove to you that Helen 
loves Troilua, who esteems ' her no more than I esteem 
an addle egg 
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CVe*. If TOO lore no atldle 'egg as well »« jon lore an idle 

'head, you would est chickens i' the 'sbeH 
J*aft. ... I caoDot chooee bat 'Ungfa, to think Low she 

tickled hilt chin ; — iodevd, abe has a raarrelloiis white 

haod, I must needs confeoa, — utd she takes opoa her 

to apj a 'whit« hair on bis c^tin. 
Cra. Ahik, poor chin ! many a "wart is richer 
/'on. But there was Euch I&ughiBg ' Que^ Hecnba* 

laughed, thai her ejes ran o'er, — and Cassaiidra 

Uughe<i, — (tnd Hector laughed 

6V««. At 'what was all this laugbing t 

J'aii. Many, at the white hair tliat Helen spied on Troilna' 

chin. But there was 'such laughiit<^ ! aud Helen bo 

blushed, and Paris eo chafed, and all the rest so laughed, 

that it parsed !* 
C'res. Sfi let it 'now, for it has be€in a great while going by. 
/'an. Well, cousin, I told you ... a thing yesterday : 'thirik 

on "t. 
Crea. So I 'do. 
/"an. I '11 be sworn, 't is ' true ; he will "weep you, an 

't were a man born in "April." 
Crea. Aud 'I '11 spring-up in his tears, an 't were a nettle 

against 'May.* ['™'Sa'' 

/'an. Hark 1 they are 'coming from the £eld. Shall we 

staud up here, and 'see them as they pass toward 

Ilium T Here, here ; here 's an escellent place ; here 
' we may see most bravely: I'll tell you them all by 

their names, ae tbey pasa by; ... but mark 'Troilus 

above the rest ! 

That 's .^ueas. Is nut thut a ' brave man T he 's one 
of the 'dowers of Troy, I can tell you : . . . but mark 

^^^ ' Troilus ! — you shall see anon. 

^^^^H Antenoi pasacB. 

^^^B That 'b Antenor ; he has a shrewd wit, I can tell you ; 

^^^H^ and be 's a man good enough : he 's one o' the soundest 

^^^^ 'judgements in Troy, whosoever, and a proper man of 

^^^B 'person. . . . When comes 'Troilus? 

^^^^P Hector passes. 

^^^^ That 's Hector I that, that; look you, 'that! 'There's 
a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector. — There 's a ' brave 
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k man, niece. — 'There's a couultuauce! It does a mau's 
H heart good : — Look you, wbat hacks are on his helmet ! 
\ 'there 'a no 'jesting ; there 's laying-'on ; take 't 'off who 

will, as they nay: 'there be hacks! 
Cr6S. Be those with 'swordet 

t. Swords * 'anything, he cares not. — -Yonder comes 

Paris; yonder comes Pans! look ye yonder, niece: is 't 

not a gallant man too, is 't not t 

Why, this is 'brave now 1 — Who said he came 'hurt 
home to-day ? he 'b 'not hurt •- why, this will do Hel- 
en's heart 'good now! — 'Would I could see 'Troilus 
now ! — You shall see Troilus 'anon. 

Helenus passes. 
That 's Helenus :— I marvel where ' Troilus is :— that 'a 
Helenus. 

6Ve». Can Heleuus 'flght, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus * No. — yes,— he '11 fight indifferent well. — 
I marvel, whei e Troilus is !— Helenus is a 'priest. 

Cres. . . . What 'sneakiug fellow comes yonder * 
Troilus passes. 

Pan. Where? yonderl — 'Tis 'Troilus! 'there's a man, 
niece ! — Hem ! — ' Brave Troilus, the 'prinue of chivaliy ! 
Mark him ; note him : — O brave Troilus ! — look 'well 
upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword ie ' Uoodied, 
and 'hiahelm 'more hacked than Hector's! And how he 
'looks, and how he 'goes! — O admirable youth! he 
ne'er saw three-and twenty.— Go thy way, Troilus, go 
thy way I— Had I a sister were a. 'Grace, or a daughter 
a 'Goddess, 'he should take his choice. O admirable 
man l^Parisf— Paris is 'dirt to bini ; and, I wan ant, 
Helen, to change, would give an 'eye' to hoot," 
Various Warriors pass. 

Crta. Here come 'more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and bran ! 
'porridge, after 'meat ! — I could live and 'die i' the eyes 
of Troilus. — Ne'er look, ne'er look;— the 'eagles are 
gone: 'crowa and 'daws, crows and daws!- I hail 
rather be such a man aa 'Troilus, than Agamemnon 
and all Greece. 

Crea. There is, among the Greeks, Achilles, — a 'better man 
Troilua, 
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Pan. AcliilleaT a drayrano, a porter; a very camel. — Wbyi 
have you any 'diacretiou 1 have you any 'eyes ? Do you 
ktiow wbat a 'm^n is T Are not birtb, beauty, good 
ebape, diHCOurue, mniilioo'l, learning, ^entleneBs, virtue, 
youtli, liberality, and so forth, the spice and salt that 

Ores. Ay, a 'mlDced man ; And then to be ' baked, witb no 
'date* in the pie, — for then the 'man'H date" is out. 

Pa». You are such a woman ! one knows not at what ward 
you lie. 

Cres. Upon my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my secrecy, 
to defend mine honesty ; my mask, to defend my 
beauty ; and you, to defend 'all these. Adieu, uncle. 

Pun. I'll be with you, niece, by-and-by. 

Ores. To biing, uncle — T 

Ay, a token from 'TroUus. [f-.h p«a«u.. 

Ores. Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice, 
He (rffers in 'another's enterprise : 
But more in Troilus, thousand-fold, 'I see. 
Than in the glass of Pandai''s praise may be. 
Yet hold I 'off. 

She that's beloved" kuowsnoiight that knows not this, — 
M'en prize the thing 'un-gained, more than it 'is: 
'That She' was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got HO sweet, as when 'Desire did sue. 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
"'Achievement is 'command i un-gained, beseech." 
Then," though my 'heart's content firm 'love doth bear, 
'Nothing of that shall from mine 'eyes appear. [eik. 



RemisHneSS in love is balanced by inacliviiy in war. The 
Trojans had become mere defenders, while the attacking Greeks 
were indifferent and Gupine. In this condition of affairs, a Council 
of Warriors is summoned by the Greeks. The Scene changes to 
the Camp of the invaders. Before us is the lent of Agamemnon, 
the Grecian General: he is attended by his brother Menclaus, — 
the husband of the captive Queen Helen, — by Ihe aged Nestor, by 
Ulysses, and other Commanders. — Agamemnon speaks : 

A guv,. Princes, 

What grief hath set the ' jaundice on your cbeeks T 
The ample proposition that ' Hope makes. 
In all designs begun on earth below. 
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P fails in the promiHeil largeneas : checks and dieasterH 
Grow in the veins of actiona 'liigliest reared. 
Noi', PrinceB, is it matter 'new to hr, 
That, after seven years' siege, 'yet Troy walls 'stand. 
Do you, with cheeks abaslied, behold our wrecks,' 
And think theta 'Hhamea ? —which are, indeed, nought 

else 
But the protractive ' trials of great Jove, 
To find persistent'' constancy in men ; 
Thfl fineness of which metal is not found 
^^^_ lii Fortune's 'love; for then, the bold and coward, 
^^^K The wise and fool, the artist and 'unread, 
^^^H The hard and soft, seem all affined" and kin: 
^^^KBut, in the wind and tempest of her 'frown, 
^^^^K' 'Distinction, with a broad'' and powerful fan, 
^^^^K Puffing at 'all, winnows the 'light away; 
^^^H. And what hath 'mass, or 'matter, by 'itself 
^^^^'liies, rioh in virtue and unmingled wrath. 
Old Nestor rises : 
Hest. With due observance of thy godlike'' seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall 'apply 

PThy latest words. In the reproof of 'Chance 
Ides the 'true proof of 'men: The sea beiug 'smooth, ■ 
How many shallow bauble-boats dai'e sail 
Upon her patient' breast, — making their way 
With those of 'nobler bulk ! 
But let the ruffiau Boreas' once enrage 
The gentle Thetis," and, anon, behold 
The strong- ribbed bark through Uquid mountains 
'cuts' — 
Bounding between the two moist elements,^ 
Like Perseus' horse i' Where 'a 'then the saucy boat, I 
-Whose weak untimbered sides bvit even now 
tCo-rivalled greatness T either to 'harbour fled, 
~r made a boast' for ' Neptune." Even so 
Do valour's 'show, and valour's 'worth, divide 
"" In storms of 'Fortune! 

Ulysses rises : 




eat commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
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Heart of our numbers, aoul ami oulj" spirit, 
In whom the tempers aud tlie minds of 'all 
'Should be shut up, — ^hear what 'Ulysses speaks. 
Troy, ('yet upon his basis,) had been 'down, 
And the great Hector's sword bad lacked a master, 

But for these instances:- 

The specialty of 'Rule" hath been neglected : 
And, look, how 'many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow on this plain — so many hollow ' factions 1 
When that the 'general is not like the 'hive, 
(To whom the foragera shall iill repair,) 
What ' honey ia expected 1 'Degree beiiig 'vizarded," 
The 'un-woi'thiest shows 'as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre," 
Observe degi-ee, priority, and place, 
Oflice, and custom, all in line of 'order: 
And therefore is the glorious planet Sol° 
In aoble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the ether.' But when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to 'dis order wander. 
What plagues! and what portents! what mutiny ! 
What raging of the seal shaking of earth I 
Commotion in the wiuds 1 Frights, changeH, horrorH, 
Divert and crack, rend and deracinate" 
The unity and married calm of States 
Quite 'from their fixture 1 So,'' when 'degree is shaked, 
(Which is the ladder to all 'high designs,) 
Then' enterprise is aick. Take but degree 'away, 
And, hark, what 'discord follows 1 each thing meets 
In mere oppugnaucy:' The 'General is disdained 
By him one step 'below ; he, by the 'next ; 
That next, by him 'beneath: so, 'every step, 
(Exampled by the 'first pace that is sick 
Of his superior,) grows to an enviouB 'fever 
Of pale and blooiileBa 'emulation ; 
And 't is 'this fever that 'keeps Troy on-foot, 
Not her own 'sinews. — To end a tale of length, 
Troy in 'our 'weakness stands, 'not in her 'strength. 
Agamemnon asks : 
Affam. The 'nature of this sickness 'found,' Ulysses, 
What is the 'remedy t 



Sconniii.) 

Ulyss. The great Achilles, (whom Opinion crowua 
The sinew and the forehand of our host,) 
Having his ear full of his 'airy fnme,' 
Grows'' dainty of hia worth, and, iu his tent, 

_ mofking 'our deaigns. With him Puti-oclus, 
BXTpon a lazy bed, breaka scunil jeBt^ ; 
KAnd with ridiculous and awkward action^ — 
X'(Which, slanderer, he 'imitation calls) — 
■,He pageants 'us. Sometime, great AgamemnoD, 
■ 'Thy topless deputation" he puts-on ; 
E And, like a struttiug player, thinks it liuh 
• To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
1 'Twist his stretched footing and the scaffold age," — 
%ueh to be pitied and o'er-wrested seeniiug' 
SHe 'acts thy greatness in. At this fusty stuff, 
f The large Achilles, on his pressed bed lolling, 
LFrom his deep chest laughs-out a loud appliiuse i 
tCries— "Excellent! "t is Agamemnon justi— 
lHow play me 'Nestor; hem, and stroke thy beard, 
I As he, being 'dreat to some oration." 
['That 's done; — as 'near, as the extremest ends 
\ Of 'parallels ; — as 'like, as Tulcau" and his wife :"— 
I Yet good' Achilles 'still cries, " Excellent I 
VT is Nestor 'right I Now play him me, Pati'oclua, 
[ 'Arming, to 'answer in a 'night-alaim." 
[ And then, forsooth, the faint defects of 'age 

Must be the scene of mirth : — and at this sport 
. Sir Valour' 'dies; cries, "'O! — enough. Patroclua ; 
Or give me ribs of steel I I shall split all 
In pleasure of my apleen.'' — And in thia fashion, 
'All our abilities, gifts, natures, serve 
As stuff for these two to make paradoses." 

Nestor adds ; 

N'fM. And in the 'imitation of these twain — 
(Whom, aa Ulysaes aaya. Opinion crowns 
^^^ With an imperial voice) — too many are infect. 
^^^^ Ajas is grown ' self- willed ; and bears his head 
^^^H In such a rein, in fidl as proud a pace' 
^^^H As broad 'Achilles ; keeps his tent, like him ; 
^^™ Makes 'factious feasts; rails on 'our state of v 
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^^H Bold as an oracle ; and sets TbeiBitefl^ 
^^H (A slave whose gall coios slanders like a mint)* 
^^f To match 'uh. in coiupamons, with 'dirt; 
^^^ To weaken and discredit our exposure. 

How rank'' soever rounded-in with danger. 

' , TJly»s. They tax our 'policy, and call it 'cowardice ; 

Count wisdom as 'no member of the war j 
Forestall our preKclence, and esteem no act 
But that of 'hand: the still and 'mental parts — 
I Why, these have not a 'finger's dignity; 

' So that the 'rani° that batters down the wall, 

I They place "before 'his hand that 'made the engine ; 

Or those that, with the fineness of their souls, 
By 'reason guide its 'execution''. 
The discussion (betraying mutual jealousy) is intenupted by a 

trumpet, announcing the approach of a Herald : it is ^neas, one 

of the Tcojan commanders, Agamemnon inquires : 

Again. What would you 'fore our tentT 

vfeW. Is this great 'Agamemnon's tent, I pray you T . . . 
May one, that is a Herald and a Prince, 
Do a fair message to his kiugly ears? I 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm.- 
Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself Jioeas T 

^iie. Ay, Greek; that 'is my name. 

Agam. 'What 'a your affair, I pray youT 

jEne. Sir, pardon; 't is for 'Agamemnon's ears. 

Affam. He bears naught 'privately that comes from Troy. 

j^he. Nor I from Troy come not to 'whisper him : 
I bring a ' trumpet to awake his ear ; 
To set his sense on the 'attentive bent,' — 
And 'then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind ; J 

It is not Agamemnon's 'sleeping-hour : I 

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is 'awake, I 

He tells thee so 'himself. 1 

j^ne. . . . Trumpet, blow loud, ' 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; 
And eveiy Greek of mettle, let him know, — 
What Troy means 'fairly shall be spoke 'aloud. HSX' 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Ti-oy 
A Prince called Hector, — Priam is his father, — 
Who, in this dull and long- continued truce,' 
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In 'rusty grown: 'he bade me tuke a trumpet. 

And to this purpose epeak :— Kings, princes, lords ! 

If there be 'one among the fair'at of Greece, 

That holds hta 'honour hig-her that his 'ease ; 

That seeks his 'praise more than he feai's his 'peril ; 

That knows his valour, and knows 'not his 'fear; 

That loves his mistress more than in 'profession ;' 

And dai'ea 'avow her beauty and her worth. 

To ' him this 'challenge :— 

Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, (or do liis ' best to do it.) 

'He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer. 

Than ever Greek did woo to win a bride : 

And will, to-morrow, with his trumpet, call, 

(Midway between 'yonr tents, and walls of ' Troy,) 

To rouse a ' Grecian that is true in love : 

If 'any come. Hector shall 'honour him ; 

If 'none, he '11 say, in Troy, when he retires, 

" The Grecian damea are sunburnt, and not 'worth 

The splinter of a lance 1 " Even so much. 

Agam This shall be told our 'lovers. Lord .^neas; 
If none of 'them have soul in such a kind. 
We left them all at 'home: But 'we at* 'soldiers; 
And may that soldier a mere 'recreant prove. 
That 'means not, 'hath not, or 'is not in 'love ! 
If then 'one is, or hath, or means to be. 
"That one meets Hector ; — if none else, 'I am he." 
Old Neslot also gallantly accepts the challenge : 

J^est. Tell him of ' Nestor,— one that was a 'man 

When Hector's grandaire 'sucked : he is old 'now ; 

But if there be not, in our Grecian host,' 

'One noble man that hath one spark of £re 

To 'answer for his love, — tell him from 'me, 

'I '11 hide my sUver beard in a gold beaver,*" 

And in my vant-brace'' put this withered brawn ;' 

And, meeting him, will t«ll him, That 'my lady 

Was 'fairer than his 'grandam, and as 'chaste 

As may he in the world. 'His youth in 'flood,' 

I 'II 'prove" this truth, with 'my ' three 'drops of blood. 

^ne. Now heavens forbid such 'scarcity of youth I 

Ulyss. Amen. 

Again. Fair Lord .^neas, let me take' your hand ; 

hO R Ilflbnhe. o O. R. tooald. SUie-moiiWusTiBViA-* 
nrforlbefroutol tlli> boay. IlttiAftrui teili. ttitto**.'** 
WgiMt fldW. hO. a. piTTa. »0. B,.W)™*.. 



t TEE KEADEIt'l' SHAEGSPEARE. [Aotl. 

To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 
'Achillea shall have word of this intent i 
So shall 'each lord of Greece, from tent to tent i 
Toiiiself shall 'feast with us Ijefore you go. 
And lind the welcome of a 'noble foe. iKi..nbHE«iu.,™i- 

ind Nestor go into 

Vlyss. Neetor,— 

Nfst. What says Ulysses? 

Viysa. ... I have a young conception" in my brain ; 
Be yon my "Time, to bring it to some shape. — 
This challenge that the g'allBDt Hector sende, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Relates in pui'poae only to 'Achilles. 

But it is meet, 'Achilles meet not Hector 

Let «B, like merchants, show our 'foulest wares, 

And think, perchance, that they will 'sell ; if not 

The lustre of the 'better, 'yet to show, 

Shall 'show the better. Do not, then, consent, 

That ever Hector and 'Achillea meet. 

No; make a 'lottery ; 

And, by device, let blockish 'Ajas draw 

The lot" to fight with Hector : 'Mong onraelves, 

Give 'him allowance as the 'better" man. 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon* 

Who broils in loud applause, and make him fall 

His oreat — that, prouder than blue Irie,° bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come 'safe off. 

We '11 dress him up in voices :' If he 'fail, 

Tet go we under our opinion still — 

That we have 'better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project's life 'this ehupe of sense aasumes,— 

'Ajax employed, plucks-down Achilles' plumes. 

Nest, tllysses, 'now I begin to 'relish thy advice ; 
And I will give a taate* of it forthwith 
To 'Agamemnon : go we to him 'straight. — 
'Two curs shall tame each 'other: 'pride alone 
I Must ' taiTe* the mastiffs on, as 't were their ' bene ! [MMot 

:cbaUads, Aja> 
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1 large-limbed brainless block, personally vain and easily 

fooled. The measure of his prowess, and the extent of his capacity, 

maybe inferred from his interview with Thersites — a deformed 

cynic, despising and despised by everyone. Ajax is desirous to 

know something of the challenge just issued by Prince Hector; 

and the big bully, standing outside the Grecian encampment, calls 

the misshapen snarler -who is lazily lolling in front of one of the 

Grecian tents : 

Ajax. Thersites !— Thersites ! Dog !— Canst thou not hear? 
'Feel then. ["SIl!" 

Toadstool, learn me the proclamation ! 

7'her. . . . Dost thou think I have no 'sense, thou strikeat 
me thus ? 

Ajt>x. The proclamation ! 

Ther. 'Thou art proclaimed a 'fool, I think. 

Ajax. I say, the proclamation ! 

T/ier. Thou griimblest and railest every hour on 'Achilles ; 
and tbou art so fuU of 'envy at his greatneS8,-^,ia Cer- 
berus' is at Proserpina' a" beauty — ay, that thou ' barkest 
at him. Thou shouldst strike 'him! — He would pun° 
thee into shivers with his fist, as a sailor breaks a 
biscuit. 

AJdx. Tbou cur ! Thou stool for a witch ! [hw|iFa. 

7'her. Ay, do, do ; tbou sodden-witted 'lord ! thou hast no 
more ' brain, than I have in mine 'elbows ! Thou scurvy- 
valiant 'ass ! thou art here but* to thrash Trojans ; and 
thou art bought and sold amoitg those of any 'wit, like 
a Barbai-ian slpve. If thou use" to beat 'me, I will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by 'inches! 

Ajax. You dog ! You cur ! Lt*.'"Vniii. 

T/ier. Mars his ' idiot ! Do, rudeness 1 do, camel ! do, do 1 
Achilles and Patroclus enter. 

Acliil. Why, how now, Ajast wherefore do you thuat — 
How now, Thersites? What 's the matter, man? 

Ther. You see 'him there, do you! Look ujion bim. 

Aohil. So I do: What 'a the matterT 

Ther. Nay, but regard him 'well. 

Aehil. Well? why, soldo, 

Ther. But 'yet you look not 'well upon him : for, whosoever 
you ' take him to be, he in 'Ajax I 

Ackil. I 'know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but ' that fool knows not ' himself. 

Ajaa:. Tberefoi*e I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo 1 what 'modicums' of wit he uttfe\%\ \aa 
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ve ours thus long. I have bobbed his 
' brain, more thau he h«3 beat my 'bones. This 'lord — 
Aias — I '11 'tell you what I say of him. — I say, this 
Ajai — ['iV.r'Sl!-''B"IL'l''] baa not so much wit as will atop the 
eye of Helen's 'needle, — for whom he comes to 'fight. 
Achilles interposes : 

Aehil. Peace, fool 1 

Ther. 'I would have peace and qnietneas, but the 'fool will 
not : ' he there ; that he, look you ! ' there ! 

^-IcAil. Ajas. what 'b the 'quivrrelt 

Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenor of the 
proclamation, and he 'rails upon me. 

l%er. I serve ' thee not. 

Ajax. Well, goto! goto! 

Ther. E'enaoT — agreat deal of 'your wit lies in your 'sinews, 
or else there beliara. Hector ahallhave a 'great catch, 
if he knock out your ' braiua : he were aa good crack a 
fusty nut with no 'kernel. There 's UlysBest, and old 
Nestor, — whose wit was mouldy ere your" gvaodsires 
had niuls on tbeir toes, — they 'yoke you hke draught- 
'oxeu, and make you plough-up the 'wars. 

Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue ! 

Ther. 'T ia no matter; I shall apeak aa 'much as thou, 
'afterwards. 

Patroclus interposes: 

Pair. No more worda, Theraites; peace! 

Ther. I will hold my peace wben Achillea' brach'' bids me, 

shall I ^ — I will see you hanged, like clodpoles, ere I 

come any 'more to your tents : I will keep where there 

is 'wit stirring, and ieavo the faction of 'fools. [«>». 

Achilles then explains to Ajax the nature of Hector's challenge : 

Aohil. Marry, ' this, sir, is proclaimed through all our 
host ; — 
That Hector, by the fifth" hour of the sun. 
Will, with a trumpet, call some knight to arms : 
And auch a one that dare 
Maintain — I know not what : 't ia trash. Farewell. ■ 

Ajix. Farewell. . . . But who ahall 'answer himi 

Aehil. I know not, — it is put to 'lottery ; otherwise, . . . 
He knew hia man I [^"pi™!*^ 

AjaSR. ... 0, meaning 'you. — I will go learn 'more of it. 
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The Scene again changes tt> the Palace in Troy -, where, in the 
council-chamber, we see King Priam aeated on his chair of state, 
in consuhation with his sons— Hector, Troilus, Paris (the '■ protec- 
tor" of Helen, wife of King Menelaus) and Helenus, the young 
Priest The question to be discussed is the termination of the 
war, by the restoration of Queen Helen to her husband. The ven- 
erable King Priam thus addresses the family conclave: 

fri. After ao mauy hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again saya Nestor from the Clreeka : 
" Deliver Helen j aud all damage else. 
As honour, loss of time, travel,* expense, 
Shall be struck -off.'"' — Hector, what say 'you to 't1 

ffect. Though no man lesser fears the Gieeks than I, 
There ia no 'lady of more gentle thought. 
Than 'Hector is. The 'wound of peace is 'surety — 
Surety 'secure -, but modest 'doubt is called 
The beacon of the 'wise — the tent" that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. ' Let ' Helen 'go ! 
What meiit 'a in that reason, which 'denies 
The yielding of her up T 

TroiluH quickly interrupts : 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother 1 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a ' King, 
'Glftinst feai-s and reasons ? fie, for godly shame ! 
The young Priest Helenus adds : 

Hel. No marvel though 'you bite so sharp at reasons, — 
You are so 'empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs 'with reasons 1 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him so ! 

2Vo. ' Tou are for 'dreams and slumbers, brother 'priest ; 
Ton 'fur your gloves with 'reason. 'Here are your 

reasons! — 
Tou know, an 'enemy intends you ' hann ; 
Tou know, a sword 'emplojed is 'perilous ; 
And reason 'flies the object of 'all harm. 
Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian 'and his aword, if he do set 
The vei-y wings of reason to bis ' heels. 
And fly — like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star dia-orbed! — Nay, if we talk of 'reason. 
Let 'a shut our gates, and sleep ! Manhood and honour 
Should have 'hare^-hearts, would they but fat tbeiv 
thoughts 

'OB. tniTMll, iiuonif(ilerediup»id. o piobt, a ™«»t<iVJ ".O- 
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^^^h With tbia crammed 'reasou : Reason and respect* 
^^P Make livers pale, and manlineRB' deject. 
^^H^ Heclor sums up the whole question in a few words ; 

' Jlect. Brother, she is not 'worth what she dotb coat 

The 'holding! 
Tra. What is aught, but as "t ia 'valued t 

Jleet. But value dwells not iu 'particular" will ; 
It holds ita estimate and dignity 
Aa well wherein 't ia precious of "itself, 
As in the 'prizer. 'T is mad 'idolatry 
To make the 'service gi-eater than the 'god, 
Tro. "I take to-day a 'wife, and my 'election 
Is led-on in the conduct^ of my 'will : 
My will, enkindled by mine 'eyes and 'ears, — 

kTwo trading pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores 
Of Will and Judf,'ment : How may I 'avoid, — 
Although my will 'distaste what it elected, — 
The wife 1 'chose ? There can be no evasion 
To blench' from this, and to stand lirm hy honour. 
It was thought meet 
Paris should do 'some vengeance on the Greeks : 
Tour breath of full consent then tilled' his sails ; 
The Seas and Winds, (old wrauglerw,) took a truce. 
And did him service : be touched' the porta desired ; 
And brought a Grecian. 'Queen— whose youth and 
freshness 
"Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale' the morning. 
Why 'keep we her? 
Is she 'worth keeping ? Why, she is a 'jiearl. 
Whose price hath launched above a thousand ships, 
I And turned crowned 'kings to 'merchants. 

If you 11 avouch, 'T was wisdom Paris 'went — 
' (As you must needs, for you all cried—" Go, Go " — ) 

If you '11 confess he brought home 'noble prize— 
(As you must needs, for you all clapped your hands. 
And cried — "Inestimable! '") — why do you 'now 
' Beggar the estimation, which you piized 
I ' Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base. 

That we have 'stolen what we do fear to 'keep. 
The discussion is interrupted by a female voice shtielting aloud, 
" Cry, Trojans, cry ! " It is the mad daughter of King Priam — 
Cassandra ; on whom Apollo, it was said, had conferred the gift of 
prophesying — but in vain ! 
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. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten ' thousand eyes, 

And I will ' till them with prophetic tears, — 

VirgioB and boya, miil-age and wiinkled eld,' 

Soft infancy, that nothing canst 'but cry, 

'Add to my clamours ! let us pay ' betimes 

A 'moiety of that mass of moan to 'come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry I 'practise your eyes with tears ! 

' Troy must not be, nor g-oodly ' HJou'' stand ; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us 'all. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe ! 

C17, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen 'go. i" 

lector, awedby Cassandra's prophetic exclamalions, aaka ■ 

ITect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of 'divination in our sister, work 
Some touches of remorse t or is your blood 
So 'madly hot, that no discourse of 'reason, 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad 'cause. 
Can 'qualify the same t 

Tto. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the ' justness of each act 
Such and no other than 'event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of 'our minds, 
Because Cassandra 's 'mad. For my 'private part, 
'I am no more touched than 'all Priam's sons ; 
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the 'weakest spleen 
To 'fight-for, and 'maintain. 
Paris, who has hitherto maintaLned a prudent aileace, at last i 

plies in his own defence : 

I'ar. Else might the world convince of ' levity 
As well 'my undertakings as your 'counsel ; 
Were I 'alone to pass" the difficulties, 
And had as ample 'power as I have 'will, 
Paris should ne'er 'retract what he hath done. 
Nor 'faint in the 'pursuit. 
His father, old King Priam, checks the ardent youth : 

J'H. Paris, you speak 

Like one 'besotted on your sweet delights : 
' You have the ' honey still, but ' these the 'gall ; 
' So to be valiant, is no pi-aise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to 'myself 

The pleaaiu'ea such a beauty brings with it ; 

» tddoTi, qld peaplo. 



r 



150 THE readier';] 

But I would have thu 'soil of ber fair uame 
Wiped off — in Lonoui-ably ' keepiug her. 
There 'a Dot the 'meauest spirit ou our party 
' Without a heart to dare, or SH-ord to draw, 
Wheu Helen is 'defended i nor none su 'noble, 
WUoae life were ill-beBtowed, or death unfamed, 
Where Helen is the 'subject : then, I say. 
Well may we 'fight — for Ler, whom, (we know well,) 
The 'worlds large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hector, the eldest and bravest of Ktog Priam's sons, again riacs : 

Jfect. Purls, and Trollue, you have 'both said welh 
But nature craves 

All dues be rendered to their 'owners : now, 
What 'nearer debt in all humanity 
Than 'wife is to the 'husband? 
If Helen, then, 'be wife to ISparta's Mug, 
(As it is known she 'is,) the moral lawx, 
Of 'nature and of 'nation, speak aloud 
To have her back-returned: Thus to persist 
lu 'doing wrong, 'extenuates not wrong. 
But makes it much 'move heavy. 'Hector's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'ertheless. 
My sprightly brethren, I propose' to you 
This resolution^ — to 'keep Helen still; 
For 't is a cause that hath no 'mean dependence 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touched the life of our design! 
I would not wish a 'drop of Trojan blood 
Spent 'more, in her 'defence. But, worthy Hector, 
81ie is a theme of 'honour and renown : 
A 'spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a 'promised glory, 
As smiles upon the forehead of ' this action. 
For the wide 'world's revenue. 

Sec. I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
I have a roisting'' challenge sent, amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike 'amazement to then' drowsy spirits. 
I was advertised, their great general 'slept, 
Whilst 'emulation' in the army crept: 
'This, I presume, will 'wake him! [Biimiit. 
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The Trojan leaders thus delermine to keep the beautiful captive 
Queen -that is. to continue the war ; thereby exciting the Oreelts 
by fresh enertions to overcome Asiatic robbery and resistance, with 
the heavy preponderance of European power. The reconciled sons 
gather alTectionately round the old King as the Scene closes. 

We now turn to the 'Grecian camp, in which the strange chal- 
lenge of Hector has caused great excitement. The aim of Aga- 
memnon, Ulysses, and the other Grecian commanders, is to excite 
Ajax to accept Hector's challenge, and then to mortify Achillea by 
the insidious exaltation of one whom he lightly esteemed. Ulysses 
is the intermediary, thus to rouse the vanity of the one, and the envy 
of the other. Ajax, before the tent of Achilles, boastfully inquires 
of Agamemnon : 

A/ax. What is 'Achilles more than 'auotber T 
Agam. No more than what be 'thinks be is. 
Ajax. la he bo 'miicbt — Do you uot think he thinks him- 
self a 'better man than 'J ami 
Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you 'subscribe his thought, and aay — he 'is* 
Affam. No, noble Ajax ! 'yon are as strong, aa valiant, as 
wise ; no lens noble, much move gentle, and :dtogether 
more tractable. 
A^ax. . . . Why should a man be '(jroud t — How doth pride 

'grow? 'I know not what pride 'is. 
Affam. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues the 
fairer. He that is proud, eats up 'himself: Pride is 
his own 'glttaH, Lis own 'trumpet, his o»n 'chronicle; 
and whatever praises 'itself, but in the 'deed, 'devours 
the deed in the praise. 
Ulysses enters from the tent, as if disappointed with his inter- 
view there. 

Ulysa. Achilles 'will not to the field to-morrow. 
Agam. Let 'Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in bis tent : 
'T is said he holds jou well ; and will be led, 
At 'your request, a little from himself. 
Ulyss. O Agamemnon ! let it 'not be so ! 

We '11 consecrate the steps that Ajas makes, 

When they go 'from Achilles: Shall the proud lord 

Be worshipped thus by bim we hold an 'idolt 

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 

Must not so 'stale hia palm, nobly acquired. 

'This loj-d go 'to him! Jupiter forbid 

And say in thunder— '"Achilles, come' to 'him." 

«0.fi. BO. 
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The pugnacity of Ihe bully is folly exciled by these gross flatter. 

Ajax. If '1 go to Litn, with my armed fiet 
I '11 paab' liim o'er tbe face ! 

A gum. O, HO; you 'ehall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with 'me, 1 11 'pheeze'' his pride I 
' Let me go to him ! 

JJlyss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel. 
Nestor, enjoying the success of the stratagem to excite Ajax, 

whiBpers to Ulysses : 

Nest. i"'U'.i He 'b not yet ' thorough wiirm : 'force" him with 
praiseH. Pour in, pour in ; hia ambition is dry. 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 'sweet compos- 
ure; 
Famed be thy ' tutor ; aod thy parts of nature^ 
' Thrice-famed, beyond all erudition 1 
'I will not praise thy 'wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn," a pale,' a shore, confines 
Thy spaciouB and dilated parts. Here 'b 'Nestor, — 
Instructed by the 'antiquary timea ; 
He 'must, be 'is, he cannot but be, 'wise :— 
But pardon, father Nestor ; — were 'your days 
Ab green aa 'Ajax, and your brain so tempered, 
You should not have tbe 'eminence of him. 
But be 'as Ajas. 

Ajax. . . . Shall I call you ' father ? 

Neat. Ay, my good 'son, 

Ulyss. There is no tarrying ' here . tbe hart AchiUea 
Keeps thicket.* Please it our great General 
To call together 'all his state of war ; 
' Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, then, 
We muBt, with all our main of power, stand fast : 
And 'here 's a lord,— come knights from eaat to west. 
And cull their 'flower, 'AjaTt shall cope' the 'best! 

Affatn. 'Go we to council. 'Let Achilles sleep: — 

'Light boats sail swift, — though 'greater hulks 'draw 



The match-making Lord Pandorus proceeds with his plan to ae- 
cure the immediate marriage of the volatile and coquettish Lady 
Cressidalo Prince Troilus : for this purpose, he now hastens to his 

1\rd— where he has made arrangements that the ardent lover 
■e a decisive interview with his not-unwiUing niece. On 
he inquirea of the expectant Prince ■ 



sjc/twed Imnd. lintho wood (otit ol Bigbtl . " ri™i. 



Aol B, BcBiiu ai TB0ILU8 AND OBESSIDA, 153 

I'an. Have you 'seeu luy cousinf 

Tro. No, Panilaraa : I atalk about her door, 

Like a strange soul upoa the Stygian'' bauka 
. Stayiug for waftage." O, be tbou my Charon," 

^ And give me awift trauBportance to those fields 
K Where I may wallow in the lily-beds 
W Pi'OpoBed for the deserver! 6 gentle Pandaraa, 
Prom Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly 'with me to CreBsid! 
J'aii. Walk here i' the orchard. I '11 bring her straight. ik«ii. 
?Vo. I 'm giddy ; expectation, whirla me round. 

My heart beats thicker tban a 'feveroiis pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, — 
Like 'vassalage, at unawares encountering 
■ The eye of 'majesty. 

Pandaius retumH with Cressida. 
J'an. Come, come, what need you 'blush? Shame 's a 
' baby ! — Here she ia now ; swear the oaths now to ' her, 
that you have sworn to 'me. — What, are you gone 
again^ you must be 'watched ere you be made tame, 
must you? Come your ways, come your ways, — Why 
do you not 'speak to hert 
7V(i. . . . You have ' bereft me of all words, lady. 
I'an. 'Worda pay no debts. Come in, come in: — I'll go 

Ores. . . . Will 'you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I 'wished me thus ! 

Cres. Wished, my lord ! — The gods graut . . . O my lord ! 

Tro. 'What should they graut? What makes this pretty 
abruption?^ What too curious dreg espies my sweet 
lady in the fountain of oui' love ? 

Cres. More dregs than 'water, if my fears" have eyes. 

3'ro. 0, let my lady apprehend 'no feai- : in all Cupid's pa- 
geant, there ia presented no 'monster. 

Cree. Nor nothing 'monstrous neither ? 

Fro. Nothing, but 'our undertakings, — -when we vow to 
weep 'aeaa, live in 'fire, eat 'rocks, tame ' tigers i think- 
ing it hard for our mistress to devise imposition' 
enough, than for 'us to undergo 'any difficulty imposed. 
'This is the monstruosity' in love, lady. 

Ores- They that have the 'voice of 'lions, and the 'act of 
'hares, are they 'not monsters? 
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7'ni. 'Are there euch T such are iiot 'we. Praise us, as wo 
are 'taeteili allow us, as we 'prove; 'our bead shall go 
bare, till 'merit crown it. — 'Few words to fair ' faith : 
Troilus shall be such to Cressiil, aa what Envy can 
say 'worst shall be onl; a tiiook for Ms 'truth; and 
what Truth can speak 'truest, 'not truer thau Troilus. 

Pandarus Btcalthily comes in : 

Pan. What, blutibitigstiUT have you not done 'talking jet T 
L'reg. . . . Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to 

■you. 
Pan. I thauk you for that : Be true to my lord ; if he flinch, 

chide 'me for it. 

Tro. You kitow 'now your hostages, lady; — your uncle's 
'word, and luy firm 'faith. 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart.* — 
Prince Troilus, ... I have 'loved you, night and day. 
For many weary months. 

7'ro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to 'win T 

Vres. Hard to 'seem won ; but I 'was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever - . . Pardon me — 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you 'now — but not ' tiU now — . . . See, we f oola 1 
Wliy have I blabbed? Who shall be true to us. 
When we are so un-secrct to 'ourselves? — 
But, though I ' loved you well, I 'wooed you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wished myself a 'mnn, — 
Or that we 'women had 'men's privilege 
Of speaking 'first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall 'repent. See, see, your 'silence. 
Cunning" in dumbness, from my 'weakness draws 
My very 'soul, of counsel." — I would now be gone. 
Where is my witt — I speak I kno\v not what. 

Tro. ' Well know they 'what they speak, that speak so 'wisely. 

Urea. Perchance, my lord, I show more 'craft than love. 
And fell so roundly^ to a large 'confession, 
To angle for 'your thoughts : But you are wise, 
Or else you love not: For to be 'wise, and 'love, 
Escipeds 'man's might; 'that dwells with 'gods above. 

Tro. O, that I thought it could be iu a 'woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in 'you,) 
To feed for 'aye" her lamp and flames of love ; 
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To 'keep Uer constancy in plight and youth, — 

Outliving beauty's 'outward, with a 'mind 

That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 

Or, that perauasion could but, thus couvince me— 

That 'my integrity and truth to 'jou, 

Miffht be coDfiouted' with the match and weight 

Of ' Buch a, winnowed purity in love ; 

How were I then uplifted! But, alaa! 

'I am as true as ti'uth's 'aimplicity. 

And 'simpler than the 'infancy of truth. 

Ores. In that I '11 'war' with you. 

TVo. virtuous fight, 

"When right, 'with right, warn who shall be 'mOHtrightl 
'True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by 'TroiluB: when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare," 
" Want similes, Truth tired with iteration, 
(Aa true as steel, — as plautage" to the moou, — 
Ah sun to day, — as turtle to her mate, — 
As iron to adamant, — as Eiirth to the eeutre,) — 
Yet, after 'all comparisons of truth, 
"Ab true as 'Troilua" shall crown-up" the verse, 
And sanctify the numbers.' 

C'res. 'Prophet may you be! — 

If 'I be false, or awerve a ' bair from truth, 
When Time is old and hath forgot itself; 
When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallowed cities up. 
And mighty States characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let Memory, 
From false to false, among 'false maids in love. 
Upbraid 'my falsehood ! When they have aaid^As 

false 
As air, aa water, wind, or sandy earth ; 
Ah fox to lamb, aa wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard* to the hind, or atep-dame to her son, — 
Tea, let them aay, (to stick the 'heart of fidwehood,) 
"As false aa 'Creasid!" 

The eaves -drop ping Pandarus advances : 

J'an. Go to, a bargain made ; seal it, seal it : I '11 be the 
'witness. — Here I hold 'your band ; here, my 'oouaio's. 
If ever you prove false one to another, (since I have 
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token such paina to bring yon together,) let all pitiful 

goers-between be called, to the world's end, after 'my 
name,— call tliein all 'Pandars; let all 'constant 'men 
be Ti'oilusea, all falee 'women Cressida, — and all 
' brokei's-between F&ndai'B! Say, Amen. 

Tto. Amen! 

Cres. Amen 1 [".^u,. 



The Scene is again in the Greciao camp. The Trojan priest 
Catchas (Who had become a traitor lo his own country by takinj 
part with the Greeksl is desirous that his daughter (thus secretly 
married to Prince Troilus) should, as a reward for his own services, 
be exchanged for Antenor, a distinguished Trojan commander, who 
is now a prisoner of the Greeks.^Calchas thus addresses their as- 
sembled camp, under the presidency of Agamemnon, their gen- 
eral: 

Cal. Now, Pi-inces, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for 'recompense. Appear it to jour mind, 
That, {through the sight" I beai- in things,) to Jove" 
I have abandoned Troy, left my possession, 
Incurred a traitor's name ; exposed myself, 
From certain and posHessed conveniences, 
To doubtful fortunes, and am here become 
As 'new into the world, strange, unacquainted ; — 
I do beseech you, as in way of taste," 
To give me now a little "benefit. 
A gam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan? make demand. 
Vol. You have a Trojan 'pi-iBoner, called Antenor, 
Yesterday took: Troy holds him very deai-. 
0ft have you — (often have you 'thanks therefore) — 
Desired my Cressid in right-great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath still denied: But this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wresf in tlieir affairs, 
That their negotiations all must slack, 
Wanting 'his manage: Let 'him be sent, great princes, 
And he shall buy my 'daughter ; and 'her presence 
Shall quite strike-ofi* all 'service 'I have done, 
In most-accepted pain. 
Agavi. Let Diomedes bear him. 

And bring us Cressid hither : Calchas shall ' have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
"urnish you fairly for this interchange : 
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"Withal, bring word, — if Hectnr will to-morrow 
Be 'aiiHweretl in his challenpre: 'Ajas is 'reaiK. 
Bio. This 'Hhall I undertake ; and 't is a buvden " 

Which I ara 'proud to bear. ['■•l^r'.-'JIX^" 

Ulysses now perceives Achilles languidly conversing with Patro- 
clus, and he resolves at once to carry out his wily plan to rouse the 
envy of the inactive general, by unworthy approbation of the brag- 
gart Ajax — who is thus to be put forward not only as the Greek 
champion, but as their most worthy representative to answer the 
challenge of Prince Hector. The vexation of Achilles is to be in- 
creased by the uncourteous slights of his fellow-commanders. The 
shrewd Ulysses is the suggester of this strange form of implied 

Ulyss. Achilles stands i' the entrance of his tent : 
Please it our ' General to pass 'strangely* by him, 
As ii he were ' forgot ; — and, Prineea 'all, 
Laj neghgent and 'loose regard upon him. 
'I will come last. 'T is like, he '11 question me. 
It may do good. 'Pride hath no othei- glass 
To show itself, 'but pride; for 'supple kuees 
'Feed arroganue, iind are the proud man's 'fees. 
Agamemnon, pleased with the suggestion, resolves to adopt it ; 
Agaiii. Well 'execute your purpose, and put-on 
A form of strangeness as we pass iiloufj : — 
So do each lord; nnd either gieet him 'not. 
Or else 'disdainfully, — which shall shake him more 
Than if 'not looked on. 'I will lend the way. 
The clever scheme is at once carried out. Agamemnon passes 
thegreat Achilles with almost chilling coldness ;— old Nestur follows, 
with scarcely a civil word of acknowledgment ; — Menelaus passes 
with a vulgar unsoldierly nod and " How do you ? " and the bovine 
Ajax takes very supercilious notice of his superior officer, even 
when addressed by him : 
Achil. Good moiTOw, Ajax, 
Ajax. Ha? 
Achil. Good moiTow. 

Ajax. . . . Ay, and good 'nest, day too. tE>ru 

Achil. . . . What 'mean these fellows 1 ' Know they not 
Achilles 1 

Patrodus, wondering, replies : 
Pair. They pass-by strangely: they wore used to 'bend. 
To send their sinilea 'before them to Achilles : 
To come as humbly, as they use to 'creep 
To holy altars. 
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Ai-hil. What! am I 'poor of late T 

'T is certain, greatn CBS, once fallen-out with 'fortune. 
Must fall-out with 'men; for men, like butterflies, 

I Show not their mealy wings but to the 'aummer ; 

And not a man, for being simply man, 

I Hath any honour ; but honoured" for those honours 

^^^ That are 'without him, — as place, richeB, favour, — 

^^^L Prizes of 'accident as oft as 'merit: 

^^^1 But 't is not so with 'me : 

^^^p Fortune and I are ' friends : T do enjoy, 

^^* At ample point, aU that I 'did possess, — 
Save these men's looks. — Here is Uljsaes : 
I '11 interrupt his reading. — How now, Ulyaaes? 
What are you reading? 
UlyKH. ... A strange fellow here 

Writes thas^Thnt man, how dearly ever partbd," — 
How much in ' having, (or without, or in,) — 
Cannot make boast to 'have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owus, but by 'reflection. 
Ac/ill. This is 'not strange, Ulyaaes. 

The beauty that is borne here in the 'face 
The 'bearer knows not, but commends itself 

I To 'others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself, 

(That most pure spirit of sense,) behold 'itself, 

I Not going 'from itself ; but eye to eye 'opposed, 

Salutes each other with each other's form : 
For speculation" turns not to ' itself. 
Till it hath ' travelled ; and is 'married there 
Where it 'may see itself. This is not strange at "alL 
UlyBs. I do not strain'' at the 'position,— 

It is ' familiar,— but at the 'author's 'drift ; 

Wbo, in his circumstance," expressly proves 

That no man is the lord of 'anything, 

(Though 'in and 'of him there be much coDEdsting,) 

Till he communicate his parts' to others : 

Noi' doth he, of 'himself, know them for aught, 

I Till he behold them formed in the 'applause 

Where they 're extended ; which, (Hke an arch,) rever- 



The voice again ; or, (like a gate of steel 
Fronting tbe sun,) 'receiver, and renders 'back, 
"■ I figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 
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And appreheuded* here immediately 

The unknown Ajax, 

Heavens ! wbjit a 'man is ' there ! a very ' horse ; 

That has — he knows not what. Nature I what things 

there are, 
Most abject ia 'regard, and dear in 'use 1 
What things, again, 'most dear in the 'esteem, 
And poor in 'worth! Now shall we wee, to-morrow, 
{An act that very 'chance doth throw upon him) 
^ax 'renowned ! . . , O heavens, what some men 'do, 
While some men 'leave to do I 
How some men 'creep in skittish Fortune's hall, 
While others play the 'idiots in her eyes I 
How 'one man eats into another's pride, 
While pride is 'fasting' in his wantonness! . . , 
To see these Grecian lords ! — Why, even already 
They clap the lubber 'Ajas on the shoulder ; 
A-i if hia foot were on brave Hector's breast, 
And great Troy shrieking !° 
Achil. ... I do believe it ; for they passed by 'me, 
Aa 'misers do by 'beggai-s ; — neither gave to me 
Good word, nor 'look. Wliat ! ai'e my deeds ' forgot T 
V/i/sn. ' Time hatb, my lord, a 'wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for 'Oblivion — 
A great-sized monster of ingratitude: 
Those scraps are good deeds 'past; which are 'de- 
voured. 
As fast as they are 'made, — forgot, as soon 
Ab done: But perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps Honour bright : to ' have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion,— like a rusty mail^ 
In monumental mockery. Take the ' instant way ; 
For Honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where 'one but goes abreast : 'keep then the path ; 
For Emulation hath a thousand sons, 
Tiiat one by one 'pursue ; if you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright," 
Ijike to an entered tide, they 'sdl rush by, 
And leave 'you hindmost ; 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in 'first rank, 
Tou lie for pavement to the abject 'rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on: Then what 'they do in 
'present, 
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Thougli lesB thau youre in 'past, must o'er-top youra ; 

For Time ie like a fashionable Host, 

That slightly sbnkeB his 'parting giieet by the hand, 

And, with bis arms outstretched aa be would fly, 

Grasps-in the 'comer: 'Welcome ever 'stnileB, 

And 'Farewell goes-out 'sighing. O, let not Virtue 



i Remuneration for the thing it 'was ; 
For beauty, wit. high birth, desert in servioe, 
Love, friendship, chaiity, are 'subjects all 
To envious and calumniating ' Time. 
One touch of 'Nature makes the whole world 'kin, — 
■ That aU, with one consent, praise new-born gawds," 
Though they are made and moulded of things 'past : 
And give to 'dust, that is a httle 'gilt, 
More laud than gilt 'o'er-duated. 
The 'present eye praises the present 'object : 
Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship A] ax ; 
Bince things iu 'motion sooner catch the eye, 
Than what 'not stu's. The cry went once"' on 'thee t 
And 'still it might ; and yet it may 'again, — 
If thou wouldst not 'entomb thyself alive. 
And case thy reputation in thy 'tent. — 
Farewell, my lord: I as your 'lovei*' speak ; 
The 'fool shdes-o'er the ice that 'you should 'break, ieiii 
Patroclua, after the departure of Ulysses, continues the expostula- 
tion : 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have 'I moved you, 
A 'woman, impudent and mannish grown, 
Is not more loathed, than an effeminate 'man 
In time of 'action. 
Achil. . . . Shall 'Ajax fight with Hector? 

Pair. Ay, and, perhaps, receive much ' honour by him. 
Achil. ... I see, 'my reputation is at stake ; 

My fame is shrewdly 'gored. 
I'litr. O, then beware I 

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give 'themselves : 
' Omission to do what is 'necessary, 
I Seals a commission to a blank'* of 'danger ; 

L^^ And danger, like an aguej 'subtly taints — 
l^^^k Even then when we sit 'idly in the sun. 
^^^^Mi7. ... Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus : 
^^^^KJ" ^ 'Bendi the fool to Ajax. ; and desire bim 

^^^^V^ ■ the Ittext UabiaaOile tojH or trlvumieH. >i O . B.. (ml. 

^^^H ° sdrnlniF. d an Indcanlte lorm. 
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f To invite the Tiojon lorde, after the euiubat, 
I To Bee u^ iiere iiuarmed. I have a stiauge desire* 
I To Bee great Hector in his weeds of 'peace ; 
1 To talk 'with him, aucl to behold hie visage, 
■ Even to my 'full of view. — A labour saved! 
I, Tbersites enters 'before being sent for: 

|teer. A wonder ! Ajax goes up and down the field, asking 
■ for 'himself. He must figbt 'singly to-moirow will] 
■ ' Hector ; and is so prophetically proud of an heroical 
» cudgelling, that he 'raves — in saying nothing. 
Aehil. How can 'that bet 
Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a peacock, — a 
I stride, and a stand: ruminates, like an Hostess that 
hath no arithmetic, but her 'brain, to set-down her 
reckoning: bites his lip with a politic regard,'* as who 
should say, There were 'wit in his head, au 't would 
'out: And so there 'is ; but it lies as coldly in him as 
fire in a flint — -which will not 'show without 'knocking. 
The man 's undone for ever; for if 'Hector break not 
his neck i' the 'combat, he '11 break 't 'himself in vain- 
'glory. He knows not 'me: I said, "Good morrow, 
Ajas;" and he replies, " Thanks, 'Agamemnon." What 
think you of this man, that takes 'me for the 'General? 
A plague of 'opinion ! a man may weal- it on ' both 
aides, like a leather jerkin. 
Aehil. Thou must be my anobassador to him, Thersites. 

Thou shalt bear a letter to him straight. 
Thtr. Let me bear another to his ' horse, for that 'a the 

more 'capable" creature. 
Aehil. . . . My mind is troubled like a fountain stirred ; 

And I myself see not the bottom of it. ['^.",d'p!i*™iu,? 

TTier. 'Would the fountain of your mind were 'clear again, 

that I might water an 'ans at it. I had lather be a 

tick in a sheep, than such n valiant ignorance ! [eiu. 



In accordance with the petition of Calchas. the beautiful but fickle 
Lady Cressida is about to be exchanged forAntenor; and Dio- 
medes -a young officer, handsome, brave, and courteous— is ap- 
pointed to escort her to her father's tent in Troy. This Slate- 
arrangement is, for some lime, unknown to Troilus and his bride, 
who continue to meet in secret. Pandacus and Troilus are in 
I, when jEneas enters with the unwelcome intelligence ; 
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. My lord, I scarce have leisure to ealute you, 
My matter is so raah.' The prisoner Autenor is 
Delivered to ub; and 'for him forthwith,— 
Ere the first sacrifice, ay, within this 'hour, — 
We must give-up, to Diomedes' hand. 
The Lady Cresaida. So it is concluded 
By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at 'baud, and ready to eflfect it. 
TroiluB bitterly exclaims : 
Tro. How my achievements 'mock me ! 

I will go 'meet them:— come, my Lord ^neaa. (TToTilSSI" 
The intriguing Pandanis cannot conceal his vexation at this un- 
expected separation of the newly-wedded paii : 
I'lm. Is 't possible? no sooner got, but lostt the yoirng 
Prince will go mad. A plague upon Antenor I I would, 
they had broke bis neck ! 

The Lady Cressida enters : 
Crea. How now? What is the matter! Who was here ?.. . 
Why 'aigb you so profoundly t Where 'a my lord t 

'Tell me, sweet uncle, what 's the matter T 

I'aTi. 'Would I were as deep 'under the earth as I am 
'above ! 

Ores. O the gods I^what 'a the matter 1 

J'an. Pr'y thee, get thee in. 'Would thouhadst ne'er been 
born! I 'knew thou wouldst be his death: — O poor 
gentleman !— A plague upon Antenor ! 

Crea. Good uncle, I beseech you, — on my ' knees I beseech 
you,— what 's the matter! 

J'an. Thou must be 'gone, wench; thou must be goae: 
thou art changed for Antenor. Tbou must to thy 
'father, and be gone from 'Troilus! 'T will be hia 
death ! 't will be hia bane ! he cannot bear it ! 

Ores. O you immortal gods ! — I 'will not go. 

J'an. Thou 'must. 

Ores. I will 'not, uncle ! I have ' forgot my father j 
I know no ' touch of consanguinity ;" 
No kin, no love, no blood, do soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus. — you gods divine. 
Make 'Creasid's name the very crown of falsehood, 
If 'ever she leave Troilua! Time, force, death, 
Do to this body what extremes" you 'can, — 
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But the Btrong base aud buildiDg of my 'love 

la aa the very centre of the earth, 

Dinwing 'all things to 'it. — I will go in, and weep, — 

Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised eheeke ; 

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart 

With sounding " Troihis ! " 1 11 'not go from Troy. 

I'att. Bp moderate, be moderate. 

Ores. Why tell you 'me of moderation ? 

If I 'could temporize witti my 'affection, 
The 'like allayment could I give my 'grief. 
Troilus returns and aifectionately embraces his bride: 

Pitn. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah, sweet ducka ! 

Ores. O Troilus I Troilus! [^■"iZi"' 

Pan. What a 'pair of Bpectactes is here ! — How now, lambal 

7Vo. Cressid, I love thee in bo strained" a purity, 
That the blest gods — as angry with my fancy, — 
Now take thee %om me. 

Ores. Have the gods 'envy? And is it 'true that I must go 
from Troy ! 

Tro. A 'hateful truth! 

(Jrea. What! and from 'Troilua toot 

Tro. From Troy ! and Troilus ! 

Ores. Is it possible T 

7Vo. And suddenly -," where injury of chance 
Puts-back leave-taking ; justles roughly-by 
All time of pause ; rudely beguiles our lips, 
And scants us with a. 'single, 'famished kiss. 
Distasted" with the salt of broken tears, 
^neas is heard without : 

^ne. (wiihti,.] My lord, is the lady ready t 

Tro. Hark ! you are 'called : Some say, the Genius' so 
Cries " Come !" to hina that instantly must 'die. — 
Bid them have patience ; She shall come 'anon. 
The easily-excited Pandarus exclaims as be goes away : 

Pan. Where are 'my t«ars! Rain, to lay this wind, or my 
heart will be blown-np by the root 1 le.i,, 

Cres. I must then to the Greeks ? 

1'ro. No remedy! 

Cres. A 'woful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks ! . . . 
Wben shaU we see 'again? 

Tro. Hear me, my love ! Be thou but true of heart, — 

Cres. I true! how nowf what 'wicked deem." \^'OKva^ 
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7'ro, Nay, we must use expostulation kindly. 
For it is parting from an ; 
I flpeak sot, '* Be thou true,'' an ' fearing thee ; 
For I will throw my gloTe' to Death 'himself. 
That there 's no mftciilation'' iu thy 'heart; 
But. " Be thou tiue," say I, to fashion-ia 
My 'sequent protestation ;^'- Be thou true. 
And I will see thee." 

Cfes- 0, you shall be exposed, my lord, to dangers 
As 'infinite as 'imminent 1 But I '11 'be true. 

Tro. And 'I '11 grow 'friend with danger. Wear this aleeye.' 

Ores. And you this glove. , . . 'When shall I see you? 

yV-o. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels. 

To give thee nightly visitation. . . . But yet, 'be true I 

C're/i. O heavens I — " Be true," again 1 

Tro. Hear 'why I speak it, love : 

The Grecian youths are full of qnality,* 

They 're' loving, weil comjjosed, with gifts of nature ; 

But I can tell, that, in each grace of these, 

There lurks a still and dumbdiscoursive 'devU, 

That tempts most cunningly : But be 'not tempted. 

Cres. Do you ' think I will T 

7>(. No 

But something 'may be clone that we 'will not ; 
And sometimes we are devils to 'oui'selves. 
When we will tempt the 'fi-aUty of our powers, — 
' Presuming on their 'changeful potency. 
Palis is now heaid calling;: 

J'ar. [wigd.,1 Brother Troilus ! 

!^o. [lo'ripi'f.] Good brother, come you hither ; 
And bring .^neas and the Grecian with you. 

Cres. My lord, . . . will 'you be true T 

2Vo. Who, It alas, it is my vice, my fault : 

While others fish, with 'craft, for great 'opinion, 
I, with great 'truth, catch mere 'simplicity. 
Fear not 'my truth : the 'moral of my wit 
■ la — " ' Plain, and ' true ''; ' there 's all the reach of it, — 
I Enter ^neas, Paris, Antenor, and Diomedes. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed. Here is the lady 
Whom, for 'Antenor, we deliver you: 



At the port," lord, I '11 give lier lo thy bnnd. 
And, by the way, inform'' tbee wbat she is. 
Entreat her fair ; ant], by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thoa stand at. mercy of my sword. 
Name 'Cressid, — aud 'thy life shall be as safe 
As 'Priam is in nion. 

Diomedes gallantly replies : 

n. Fair I^ady Cresaid, 

So please you, 'save the tlianks this Prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
'Plead your fair usaye^ and to Diomed. 
You shall he 'mistreae, and commund him wholly. 

(t. Grecian, tliou dost not use 'me courteously. 
To sUBDie the weal" of 'my petition to thee. 
In 'praising ' lier. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er 'thy praises, 
As thou unworthy to be called ber 'servanL 
I 'charge thee, u«e her well, even for "my charge ;* 
For, by the dreadful Pluto,* if thou dost not. 
Though the greitt bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
I Tl cut thy throat ! 

0. 0, be not moved. Prince Troilnn. 

Let me be privileged, by my place and message. 
To be a speaker 'free: And know you, lord. 
I '11 nothing do on 'charge. To her 'own worth 
She shall be prized; but that 'you say — "Be 'I so," 
'I '11 speak it, in my spirit and Iioiiouj-. — "No." 

o. Come, to the port.— I '11 tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave' shall often make tbee hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. c..™. 



-■ The Scene returns to the Grecian camp, before the tent of Aga- 

on ; and the lists are set-oul for the expected contest between 

r and Ajax. We have before us Agamemnon the general, 

ius brothcT Menelaus. old Neslor, and Ulysses ; with the magnilo- 

; Ajax, fully armed and boastlul of his hoped-for success. 

mong the spectators come Diomedes and Lady Cressida. The 

itiful but volatile lady is the cynosure of the military heroes 

w gather around her. Her love for Prince Ttoilus may have 

Jcere, but it is not permanent ; as transient, as violent ; as 

laily nansfcired. as rapidly won. This variable impressibility is 

n by her willingness lo accept attentions and flatteries from 
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the Grecian oiiicers.who severally are petrnilled, and even encoi 
aged, to salute her. Her young guardian, Diomedes — jealous 
Ihese po&sible rivals to his own excited hopes — at once rcmoi 
her from such dangerous Batterers to her father's tent. 

Ulysses shrewdly perceives her true nature and easy suscepti- 
bility. Knowing (bat modesty is a woman's greatest charm, he 
audibly condemns her frivolous but alluring blandishments : 
Ut;/ss. Fie, fie upon her! 

(There 's laiigiiage in her eye, her pheek, her hp ! 
Nay, her 'foot epeaks! her wanton spirits look-out 
At everj joint and motion* of her body. 
O, theae eucounterersi so ghb of tongue, 
That give accosting" welc-omi! 'ere it t'omes ; 
And wide unclaap the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish" reader, — set them down 
For shittish spoils of 'Opportunity! 
The Trojans' trumpet is now heard, and at once the Leaders— 
Hector, (armed,) iSneaa, Troilus, and their Attendants, enter. 
Apneas is the spokesman for his parly : 

^ne. Hail, all you State of Greece ! What shall be done 
To him that 'victory coiomands? Or do you purpoBe 
A victor shall be 'known? Will yon, the knights 
Shall, to the edge of all extremity. 
Pursue each other T or shall they be divided^ 
By any voice or order of the field t 
I ' Hector bade ask. 

Agatn. 'Which way would Hector 'have it? 
jEne. He carea not ; he '11 obey couditions. 
AcfiU. 'T is done 'like Hector ; but 'eecnrely done ; 
A little 'prondly, and great deal disprizing 
The knight opposed. 
Diomedes, having left the Lady Cressida in her father's tenl, re- 

Agam. Here is Sir Diomeil.^Go, gentle knight, 
Stand-by our Ajax : As you and l<ord .^neas 
Consent upon the 'order of their tight, 
So he it ; either to the 'uttermost, 
Or else a 'breath:* the combatants being 'kin,' 
Half stints their strife 'before their strokes begin. 

While Hector and Ajas are preparing to enter the lists, Agamem- 
non, observing a Knight standing apart and absorbed in deep 
melancholy, kindly inquires of Ulysses : 
Aqcrm. 'What Trojan is that Kame that looks so hea 
Uij/s». The 'youiigeat sou of Priam ; a true knight. 
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Not yet mature, yet uiatcliless ; firm of word, 

Speaking in 'deeds ; aud deedlesa in hiu ' tongue ; 

Not soon provoked, nor, ' being provoked, soon 'calnied : 

His heart and liand both open, and both free ; 

For what be bas, be '^ives ; what thinkB, be 'sbo-ws ; 

Yet gives be not till 'judgemeut guide bis bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impure" thought with breath. 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subBcribes" 

To 'tender objects; but 'be, in heat of action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love. 

They call Lim 'Troilus ; aud on him erect 

A 'second liojie, as fairly built as 'Hector. — 

Thus says .^neaa; one that 'knows the youth. 

All prEliminariES 
armed, enler the lis 
very vigorous but fc 
mortify Achilles, an 



met. Why, then will I no more.— 

Thou ai*t, great lord, my father's sister's son ; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 

A 'gory emulation. Let me 'embrace thee, Ajax. — 

By him that thunders," tbou hast lusty arms ; 

Hector would have them fall upon him ' thus : ['"J,'^'" 

Cousin, all honour to thee ! 
jijax. I thank thee, Hector: 

If I might in 'entreaties find success, 

(And seld''' I have the chance,) I would desire 

Mv famous cousin to our 'Grecian tents. 
J}io. 'T is 'Agamemnon's wish ; and great 'Achilles 

Doth long to see, unarmed, the valiant 'Hector. 
Hector advances : 
Sect. iEneas, call my brother TroUus to me: 

And signify this loving interview 

To the expectera of our 'Trojan part. 
Ajax. Great 'Agamemnon eomes, to meet us here. 
Hect, The 'worthiest of tliem tell me, name by name; 

But for Aijhilles, mine own searching eyes 

Shall find him by his large and portly size. 



Agamemnon addresses Heclor : 
Affam. Worthy of arms ! as 'welcome, aa to one 
That would lie 'riil of aueh an 'enemy. 
From "heart of very heart, great Hetitor, welcome. 
Ilect. I thiLDk thee, most impeiial* Agaiuemuon. 

Hcctoris ihusmost graciously welcomed by the Grecian generals. 
At last, AchillcB, thornughiy aroused by the distinctions and com- 
pUmerls heaped on the Trojan leader, contemptuously addresses 

Achil. Now, Hector, ... I have ' fed mine eyes ou thee : 
I have, with view eiact, perused thee, Hector, 
And quoted" joint by joint. 

Ilect. . . . Ib this 'Achilles ? 

Ackii. I 'am Achilles. 

Ilect. Stand fair. I pray thee : let me look on ' thee. 

Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Ilect. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief: 1 wiU, the second time, 
As I would 'buy thee, view thee limb by Umb. 

f/ect. O, like a book of 'aport thou It read me 'o'er 7 

But there 's more 'in me thau 'tliou underytand'st. . , , 
Why dost thou so 'oppress me with thine eye? 

Achil. . . . Tell me, you heavens, in 'which part of hie body 
SUuU I destroy him? whether there, or there, or there? 
Tlml I may give the local wound a 'name ; 
And make distinct the very 'breach, wbere-out 
Haclor's great spirit flew. Answer me, heavens I 

Heel. It would 'discredit the blent gods, proud man, 
To ituswer 'such a question. Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch 'my life so pleasantly. 
As to prenominate," in nice conjecture, 
'Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

ITect. Wert thou the 'Oracle to tell me so, 

I 'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well. 
For I '11 not kill ' thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied'' Mars's helm, 
I '11 kill thee 'everywhere, yea, o'er and o'er! — 
Tou wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag: 
His insolence 'draws folly from my hps ; 
But I 'U endeavour 'deeds to match these words. — 
I priij you, let us see you in the 'field: 
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We haye had 'pelting' wars, since you 'refused 
The Grecians' cause. 

f Achil. Dost thou entreat 'me, Hector T 

' To-morrow do I meet thee, fell" as death j 
'To-night, all 'frienJe. 

\Stct. Thy ' haud upon that match I 

As the fiowning waniois retire, swelling with suppressed indig- 
i, Agamemnon, wishing to take advantage of this temporary 
addresses his officers : 

WyAg'iin. First, nil you peers of Gieoce, go to my tent ; 
There in the full conrive" you : afterwards, — 
Ab Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together,— 'seTerttlly entreat* him. — 
Beat loud the tabo urines," let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier mtiy his 'welcome know. 

Amidst the din of martial music, the chiefs follow King Agamem- 
non, to begin the night's festivities. The unhappy Troilus now 
1,'liopes to take advantage of his absence from the banquet, by again 
■ '«Being his beloved Cressida; he stops his friend Ulysses, and 
isly inquires : 

L 7Vo. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 

In 'what place of the field doth ' Calcbas keep ? 

■ Vlyse. At Menelaua' tent, most princely Troilus : 
There 'Diomed doth feast with him to-uiyht; — 
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on the earth. 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair 'Creasid. 

[■ 3Vo. . . . Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you wo much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent. 
To 'bring me thither? 

L Ulya». You shall 'command me, sir. 

As gentle' tell me, — Of what honoui* was 
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover ' there, 
That wails her absence T 

I '2Vo. ... 0, sir, to such as boasting 'show their scars, 
A 'mock is due. — Will you wali-on, my lord ? . . . 
She 'was beloved, she 'loved ! she 'is, and 'doth: 
But, still, sweet love is food for ' Fortune's tooth. [E«api. 

Hector, although a foe. is most generously treated during his 
'ffief sojourn in the Grecian camp. The thought of vengeance, 
lowever, still prevails in the m tnd of Achilles, but he is for a time 
Blverted from its pursuit. The deformed and malevolent Ther 
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enters as a Messenger to Achilles, who, turning from his friend 
Palroclus, addresses the cynical buffoon : 

Achil. How now, tliou core of envy! 

Tbott cruety batch' of nature, what 'b the news T 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemeet, aud idol of 
' idio t- worshippers, here 'a a 'letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragments 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of ' fool, from Troy. ["i:,".;."" 

Achilles, after reading, says : 

Achil. My sweet Patroulua, I am ' thwarted quite 
From my great 'purpose, in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a ' letter from Queen Hecuba, 
And 'token from her 'daughter,'' my fair love ; 
Both taxing' me, and gaging* me to ' keep 
An oath that I have sworn, — I will uot 'break it- 
Full, Greeku ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay ; 
My 'major vow lies ' here, ' this I '11 obey. — 
Come, come, Theraites, help to trim my tent : 
This night in ' banqueting must all be spent. — [Si ?«: 
The cynic Thetsites is alone : 

Ther. With too much ' blood, and too little ' brain, these 
two may run 'mad ; but if with too 'much brain and too 
'little blood they do, I '11 be a 'curer of madmen! 
Here 's Agamemnon, — an honest fellow enough ; but 
he baa uot so much 'brain as 'ear-wax : and the goodly 
' transfoi'mation of Jupiter there, his brother,' the bull, — 
to what form, (but 'that he 'is,) should wit larded with 
malice, and malice forced' with wit, turn 'him to T To 
an 'ass, were nothing. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a 
fitchew," a toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttock,'' or a her- 
ring without a roe, I would not care ; but to be ' Mene- 
laus,— I would conspire against 'destiny 1 That same 
Diomed, too — he 's a falae-hearted rogue, a most unjust 
knave: I will no more trust him when he 'leers, than 
I will a serpent when he 'his^■es. He will spend bis 
mouth,' and 'promise ; but when he 'performs, astron- 
omers foretell it: it is 'prodigious,' there will come 
some 'change : the sun ' borrows of the moon, when Dio- 
med 'keeps his word. They say he now frequents the 
traitor Calchas' tent. ... I '11 after. — Nothing but vil- 
lainy i all deceitful varlets ! [fih. 
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We now proceed to Calchas's tern— to which Ulyssea has also led 
" ' ■ Troilus. No sooner have they enlered the inclosure 

estly lent, than, concealed by the darkness, Cressids 
iver, Diomcdes, approach ; and, listening to their con- 
Prince becomes assured of his wife's perfidy. She 
nedea, as a pledge of her sincerity, the very scarf 
whicb she had received from Troilus, and which Diomedes now 
promises to wear as a challenge to the donor. Ulysses sorrowfully 
addresses his humiliated friend: 

l/lf/an. Toil are moved. Prince : let us depart, I pray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To 'wrathful terms : thia 'place is 'dangerous ; 
The ' time right 'deadly : I ' beseech you, 'go ! 
7'ro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not speak a 'word : 
There is, between my will and all offences, 
A guard of 'patience: — stay a 'little while. . . . 

beauty, where 's thy faith T 

1 'will be patient ; 'outwardly, I will. 

The heart-broken Prince is incensed hy additional proofs of his 
wife's new affection for the obsequious but treacherous Diomedes ; 
and especially by their tender separation, and their repealed 
mutual promises stealthily to meet again. When the lover with- 
draws, the faithless wife apostrophizes : 
Ores. Troilus, farewell ! 'one eye yet looks ou ' thee, 
But with my 'heart the 'other eye doth see. 
Ah, poor our sex ! this fault in us I find, — 
The error of our 'eye directs our 'mind : 
What 'error leads 'must err. Oh, then conclude, 
Minds swayed by 'eyes are full of turpitude." ni>». 

These are bitter, burning words. Ulysses turns to the bereaved 

Ulyss. All 's done, my lord ! 

Tro. It 'is! 

Uly»s. Why 'stay we theaT 

IVo. ... To make a recordation" to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke : 
But yet there is a credence in my 'heaji. 
That doth 'invert the attest of eyes and ears : 
' Was Cressid here t She was not, sure ! 

Ulya». ' Most sure she 'was Cressid was here but 'now. 

Tro. Let it not be believed for" 'womanhood ! 

Tbink, we had 'mothers: think this is not Cressid: 

'This 'she? no, this is ' Diomed's Cresaida, 

If beauty have a soul, ' tbis is not ^be : 

If souls guide vows, — if vows be sanctimonies, — 
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^^^V If sauctimoQy be the gods' delight, — 
^^^H If there be rule in unity itself, 
^^^1 'TIiiH is 'not «he. madneas of diBcouree, 
^^^ft That CHiise aete-up, 'with and 'against thyadf ! 
^^^P 'Bi-fold* authniitj'! this 'is, and ie 'not Creaeid! 
^^^P Instance, O iii»tan<!e! Strong an Pluto's gates, 
^^^^ Cresaid ia 'mine, tied with the bonds of 'heaven: 
' Instance, O instance 1 Strong as heaven itself. 

The bonds of heaven are shpjied, dissolved, and loosed ; 
And with 'another knot, five-finger- tied," 
The 'fractions of her faith are bound to 'Diomed! . . 
Hark, Greek: — As much as I do CresBid 'love. 
So much by weight 'hate I her 'Diomed; 
That sleeve is 'mine that he '11 bear in his helm : 
"Were it a casque" couipoaed 'by 'Vulcan's" skill, 
'My sword should 'bite it! 'Not the dreadful spout 
Which shipmen do the Lurricano call. 
Compressed" in mass by the almighty sun. 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's' ear. 
Than shall 'my prompted sword filing on Diomed I 
O Gressid 1 'false Cressid ! false, false, false ! 
Let all 'untruths stand by thy stained name, 
And they '11 'seem glorious ! Farewell, revolted fair ! 
ITlyss. I '11 bring you to the gates. 
Tro. Accept 'distracted thanks. ib«um. 

By the time that Troilus and ^neas reach Troy, Hector is 
already in arms, preparing for a final struggle with his great rival 
Achilles, on the battlefield; but his wife, Andromache, and his 
sister, Cassandra, the prophetess, endeavour to dissuade him : 
A nd. When was my lord so nauch 'ungently tempered. 
To stop his ears againi^t 'admonishmeut T 
Unarm, unarm, and 'do not fight to-day ! 
Ifect. You train me to 'offend you ; get you in : 

By all the everlasting gods, I '11 go! 
And. My 'dreams will, sure, prove 'ominous to the 'day. 

Cassandra hastily enters : 
'.'«a. Where is my brother Hector t 
And. Here, sister, — armed, (ind bloody in intent. 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition ; 
Pursue we him on 'knees ; for I have dreamed 
Of bloody turbulence ; and this whole night 
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Hect. Fie, 'savage, fie ! 

Tr<i. Hector, 't is thus in 'wars." 

Hect. TroiluB, I would uot have 'jou fight to-day. 

'IVo. Who should 'withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mara,'' 
Beckoning, with fiery truncheon, my retire ; 
Not Priamus" and Hecuba" on 'knees, 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse' of tears ; 
Nor 'you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Opposed to hinder me, — should 'stop my way, 
But by my 'ruin ! 
Cassandra returns with their father, the venerable King Priam. 

Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch: Now, if thou 'lose thy stay, 
Thou on 'him leaning, and all Troy on 'thee, 
' Fall dl together ! 

Pri. Come, Hector, come ; go back : 

Thy 'wife hath dreamed ; thy 'mother hath had visions ; 
' Cassandra doth foresee ; and ' I myself 
Am, like a prophet, suddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee — that 'this day is 'ominous: 
Therefore, come back ! 

Ilect. '.Eneas is afield ; 

And I do stand engaged to 'many Greeks, 
Evea in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

f'ri. Ay ; but thou shalt not go? 

II'gL I must not break my 'faith. 

You know me 'dutiful : therefore, dear air. 
Let me not 'shame respect;' but 'give me leave 
To 'take that course, by your consent and voice, 
Which yon do here 'forbid me, royal Priam. 
The young prophetess Cassandra, influenced by her form of 

" aecond-sighl," now foretells her brother's death. 

Cas. O farewell, dear Hector ! . . . 

Look, how thou 'diestl look, how thy eye turns pale! 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents !' 
Hark, how 'Troy roars ! bow 'Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor 'Andromache shrills ' her dolours forth ! 
Behold, Distraction, Frenzy, and Amazement, 
Like witless antics one another meet, 
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And 'nJl cry — " Hector !" " Hector 'a dead !" . . . Oh, 

Hector ! 
Farewell.— Tet, soft 1 ^Hector, I take my 'leave: . . . 
Thou doat 'thyself, and all our 'Troy, deceive. ie'U. 
Uect. You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim. 

Go in and cheer tlie town : 'we '11 forth aod 'fight, 
Do deeds 'worth praise, and tell you them at night. 

Troilua is aroused from his reverie by the alarums of war. 

Tro. They are at it ; hark ! — Proud Diomed, believe, 

I come to lose my ai'm, or 'win my sleeve. iooibb. 

Pandams enters with a paper : 

J^aii. Do you hear, my lord? do you heart 

Here '» a letter come from yond poor gii-1. 
Troilus silently reads, while Pandams continues his "unjointed 

chat," 

J'an. A tisick," a rascally tieick, so troubles me, and the 
foolish fortune of this girl ! and what one thing, what 
another, that I shall leave you one o' these days : and 
I have a rheum in mine 'eyes too ; and such an ache in 
my 'bones, that I cannot tell what to think on 't. — 
Wiat nays she there I 

TVo. Words, words, mere 'words ; no matter from the ' heart. 

Go, wind to wind, there turn and change together, — 

'My love with 'words and 'errors still she feeds, 

£ab edifies 'another with her 'deeds. 
V^J'an. But hear you ! hear you I 
f Tro. Hence, broker-lacquey ! ignomy" and shame 

Pursue thy 'life, and live aye with thy 'name ! [b™",. 



The great battle has begun. But the varied skirmishes are too 
LnumerouB. and the results too difliised, for verbal description : even 
■'dramatic representation may fail ; for the events, Frequently inter- 
jupted, are not arranged in effective sequence. — Troilus attacks 
I.Diomcdcs, but he is unsuccessful ; and. in the confusion of the bat- 
vtle, loses his horse : Diomedes immedialely captures it, and sends 
■ it off to the fair but false Cressida as a gift; thus implying that he 
' " ercome her husband, who, however, still lives to seek his re- 
Patroclus is slain by Hector : and this catastrophe at last 
the indolent Achilles. Ajax is also incited to wilder and 
' action. Nestor says ; 
I Ne»t. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achillea ; 

And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame. — 

oonauinpUve couBli. "Theifl threp hnrs are Inmspow&tirraiftiiictA.rt'ilui-SiiBi. 



176 



THE READERS SH\RESPEA.R£. 



(AotE. 



B field: 



r There are a ' thousand Heptoia in tlie 
Now ' here lie fights ou 's boiae ; anou, ho 'a ' there afoot ; 
Here, there, aad everywhere, he 'leaves and 'takes; 
Dpsterity so obeying appetite, 
That what he 'will, he 'does ; and does bo much. 
That 'proof is called 'impossibility ! 
Ulysses enters : 
Vlyas. 0, coiu'ftge, courage, Princes ! Great Achillea 
la arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have 'roused his drowsy blood, 

» Together with his mangled Myi'midone,* 
That — n'oBelesa, haudbsa, haoked and chipped, — co 
to him, 
Crying on ' Hector ! Ajax hath lost a friend, 
And foams at mouth, — -aad 'he is armed, and at it, 
Roaring for ' Troilus I who hath done to-day 

>Mad and fantastic execution : 
'Engaging and 'redeeming of himaelf. 
With such a careless force, and forceless oare. 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 
Bade 'him win 'all. i" 

In the midst of the confusion, Troilus nisbes in : 
TVn. Ajax hath ta'en .ffineas ! Shall it be * 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 

I He ahall not conquer'' him : I '11 be taken too, 
_ Or bring him Dff:^Fate, hear me what 1 aay ! 
I I reck" not though 1 end my life to-day. n 

P Achilles enters, followed by his soldiers : 

Aehil. Oome here about me, you my Myrmidons ;* 
Mark what I say. Attend me where 1 fight:* 
Strike not a atroke, but keep yourselves in breathri 
And when 1 have the bloody 'Hector found, 
"■impale him with your weapons round about ; 
In fellest manner execute your aims." 
Follow me, sirs, and 'my proceedings eye: — 
It ia decreed, Hector the Great must die. 
another part of the field, Hector is discovered disarm 
ning over the body of an unknown Warrior ' 
aving been attracted by his splendid 

putrified core, so fair without, 
X)dly armour thus hath cost thy life. — 
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Now IB my day's work 'done ; T 11 take gixid breath : 
Rest, sword; — thou hast tliy ' dll of blocd and deatl] ! 

After he has put offhis helmet, and laid his sword aside, Achillea 
id his Myrmidons enter. 

AchU. . . . Look, Hector, how the sun begins to 'set j 
How ugly 'night comes breathing at his heels: 
Even with the vail" and darkening'' of the 6Un, 
To dose the 'day up, Hector's 'life is done ! 

Ilect. ... I am unarmed: forego this 'vantage, Greek. 

AchU. Strike, fellows, strike: tbiB is the man I seek. 

Hector is immediately struck down, and dies covered with wounds 
So, Hion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down 1 
Here lie thy 'heai-t, thy sinews, and thy bone. 
On, Myrmidona; and cry you all amain, 
"Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain." P Ir^lind^"" 
Hark I a retreat upon our ' Grecian part. 

Myr. The ' Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord, 

AchU. The dragon-wing of Bight o'erspreada the earth, 
And, stickler°-like, the armies separate. 
My lialf-Bupped sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleased with ' this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — [l'^I,'?^!'," 
Come, tie hia body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [r^™ui. 

We have now before us the Grecian encampment. Agamemnon, 
BiAjax, Meoelaus, Nestor, Diomedes, and others enter, marching. 
■Sounds of rejoicini; are heard. 

Affam. Hark I haikl what shout is that? 
r^''»- The bruit* is. Hector 's slain, and by AchilleB. 
Ajax. If it be so, yet 'bvaglees let it be: 

Great Hector was ft man as good as he. 
Agam. Mai'ch patiently along. — Let one be sent 
To pray Achillea see us at our tent. — 
If, in this death, the gods have 'ua befriended, 
Great Troy is 'ours, and our sharp wars are ended, ie.cb.. 

Turning towards the Trojan forces we see jCneas and his soldiers. 
j47«e. Stand, ho ! yet are 'we masters of the field. 
Never go 'home: 'here starve we out the night. 
Troilus enters : 
7V(j. Hector k 'slain! 
All. Hector T— The gods forbid ! 
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Tro. He 'a 'deaiJ ; anil at the murderer's horse's tail, 

In beastly sort, 'dragged through the shameful field, — 
Frown-OD, you heavens, effect your rage with 'speed ! 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and 'smite' at Troy ! 
I aay, at 'ouce let your brief plagues be 'mercy, 
And 'linger notour sure destructions on I 

JEne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so. 
I do not Bpeak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But drtre 'all imminence" that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. . . . Hector is 'gone I 
Who shall tell Priam bo, or Hecuba? 
Let Lim that will a screech-owl aye he called 
Go-in to Troy, and say there — " Hector 'a dead I " 
' There is a word will Priam turn to stone, 
Make wells and Niobes" of our maids and wives. 
Cold statues of our youth ; and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march away : 
"Hector is dead ! " there is no more to aay. 
Strike a ' free march to Troy l^with comfort go : 
'Hope of 'revenge shall hide our inward woe. iK.min 



End of Tboilub a 




PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



The story of the Tragedy of " Hamlet'" is originally given by Saxo 
Grammaticus, in bis History of Denmark : from that work, it was 
extracted by Bulletorest, the French novelist: and thence trans- 
lated, and published in English, under the title of the ■' Hyslotie of 
Hamblett," about twenty years before the close of the i6lh cen- 
tury. Shortly afterwards it formed the subject of a play, which 
was acted before 15S9; but of this version ( supposed to have been 
written by Thomas Kyd.-no copy is known to exist. There are, 
however, three distinct records of its performance : - 

In the Preface to Robert Greene's novel of " Menaphon " fpub- 
lished in 1589) Thomas Nash says-"he will afforJ you whole 
Hamlets, I should say Handful.s, of tragical speeches." — Again,— 
we learn from Henalow the actor's Diary f June Qth, 1594) that it 
was performed "iii:e in the theatre of Newinglon Butts ( near Lon- 
don,! when the manager's share of the profits amounted to eight 
shillings. -And again. -In Dr. Lodge's "Wits Miseries," pub- 
lished in 1596, he describ-S one of the Devils as a " a fouli lubber, 
and looks as pale as the vizard of the Ghost which cried so miser- 
ably althe theare, Hamlet, revenge!" 

There are extant two versions of t- hakcspeare's tragedy preced- 
ing the folio of 1633 ; that of 1603, and that of 1604. In the reprint 
of the former (rBis.) it is stated to be "the only known copy of 
this tragedy, as originally written by Ehakespeaie, which he after- 
wards altered and enlarged." If this statement is correct, the 
earlier play is probably surreptitious — -printed without the author's 
permission — and it may therefore be regarded as the first sketch 
of a great picture. Otherwise, notwithstanding the evidence of 
facts, It is difficult to believe that the two versions emanated from 
the same pen -especially from Shakespeare, who is reported (as a 
Stage tradition 1 by Ben Jonson, " never to have blottf d out aline " 
Nor can it now be ascertained to what extent the earlier hut un- 
known play was used as a foundation. The " Hatnlet" of 1603'' 
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THE RKADEKS uaAKEBPEAER. 



The Cfaacactcrs'' retained 
CLiDDinB, King of JJfnm'irk, 
Hamlet, Suit to the former, and 

Nepheui to Iht prcttal King. 
HoBATiD, Friend to llntnlit. 
PoLONioB, Lord Oltambtrlaln. 

LiERTES, hi» Son. 
GUILDEN SIEEN , ) 

A Pbiest 

The Scene is at El: 
longing to Denmark, 

The Time is in the Eleventh century. 



[■ Cimrtif'. 



1 this CondenHalion are : 

Ghost or nAMLEi'B F*.Tnti< 
Two Ui-owMB, Oravt-diggtrn 

GEBTBtTDE, QUUa of I/fliiii 

and Mi/thei' to Hamiet, 
Opheli*, Daughter to Pol"'" 
Lords, I-adies, Offlcgrg, aii;' 
I tendaiUn. 
seaport of ihc Island of Seeland 




The Sentinels on guard before the Caslle at Elsinore had 
twice startled at midnight by a ghostly figure, bearing areseml 
to the lale King Hamlet — who has not long been dead; aitt, 
his widow is already re-macried to King Claudius, her late brolhi 
law. These officers have informed Horatio, (a former college -Ij 
of young Prince Hamlel,) and he agrees to join them that nigj 
their watch ; that he might testify to the almost incredible ctt. 
stance, and, if possible, ascertain the object of the my8te»' 
visitation. The Ghost again sDpears, but it deigns nq t^th 
Horatio. The three friends then resolve to inform Prii 
for, says Horatio— 

This Spirit, dumb to ms, will s 
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^^^B For tbey are actions that a mau might 'play : 
^^^P But I tiave that 'nitliin, which 'pastieth* show ; — 
^^^r These, but the trappings, aud the 'suite, of woe. 
I The King expostulates wiih the Prince : 

King. 'T is sweet and 'comineudable in j'our nature. Ham- 
, let, 

^^_ To give these moumtag duties to TOur father : 
^^^ But, you must know, 'your father lost a fathei- ; 
^^H That father lost, lost ' bis ; and the survivor bound, 
^^V lu filial obligation, for some ' term 
^^^ To do obsequious'' 'sorrow : But to 'persevere' 
I Id obstiaate condolement, is a course 

} Of impious 'stubbornness ; 't is 'unmanly grief ; 

I It shows a will most incorrect to 'Heaven, — 

A faidt to Nature. We pray you, thiow to earth 
This unprevailinfj:'' woe, and think of 'us 
'As of a father: for, let the world take note, 
I You are the most immediate to our throne, 

Our nhiefest courtier, cousin, and our 'son. 
Queett. Let not thy mother lose 'her piayers, Hamlet: 
'I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg." 
ffam. I shall, in all my best, obey 'you, madam. 
King. Why, 't is a loving and a fair reply. 

This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof. 
No jocund health that Beumatk drinks to-day. 
But the great cannou to the clouds shall tell ; 
Re-Bpeaking earthly thunder. Come away. [*^'osS^^ 
The Kine and Queen, followed by Ibe Court, withdraw, lo resume 
the marriage festivities. Hamlet is alone : 
Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve' itself into a dew ! 
Or, that the Everlasting hail 'not fised 
His canon- 'gaiufit self- slaughter ! O God ! O God 1 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem, to 'me, all the uses*^ of this woild ! 
Fie on 't ! Oh fiet 'T ia an unweeded garden. 
That grows to 'seed I things rank, and gross in nature, 
Possess it merely.' That it should come to tliis ! 
L But ' two months dead !— nay, not so much, 'not two I — 

So excellent a King; that was, to 'this, 

'■bolouglnKtoIiiiiertlrit™ (obsegnlai). '0. B. pereiver. 

M. 'mUjof PruiBlauSmoii,. (mUlicrivi'r tllw,) Uieai'W 

nitr. 'dlsDltc. inileulecclealutlcallsw. »aBi«<H. iwhidlf. 




BAXLET. 188 

Hyperion' to a Satyr !" So loving to my motliei-. 

That he might not beteem" the winds of heaven 

Visit her fiice too roughly. Heaven and earth I 

'Must I remember? why, she would 'hang on him — 

As if increase of appetite had 'grown 

By what it fed on ;^and yet, 'within a month, — 

Let me not think on 't, — Frailty, thy 'name in 

' Woman ! — 
A tittle 'naonth I — or e'er those shoes were old 
With which she followed my poor father's body, 
' Like Niobe," all tears ; — why she, even she — 
O heaven! a 'beaut, tbut 'wants discourse and reason," 
Would have mourn'd longer — 'married . . . my 'uncle ;' 
My father's brother! but no more 'like my father. 
Than ' I to ' Hercules.^ ' Within a month, — 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous teai's 
Had left the flushing in her 'galled 'eyes, — 
She married! — O most wicked speed! 
It ' is not, nor it cannot 'come to, good : , . . 
But break, my heart; for 'I 'must hold my tongue! 
The Officers of ihe Guard, MarceDus and Bernardo, enter with 
Horatio. 

-llor. Hail to your lordship ! 

Mam. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio? — or I do forget myself. 

2Ior. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 

Haan. Sir, my good 'friend; I '11 'change'' that name with 
you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Ilor. A 'truant dispoaition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your 'enemy say so; 
But what is your a£Fair in 'Elsinore? 
We '11 teach you to 'drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hot. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 

Ham. I pray thee, do not 'mock me, fellow-student ; 
'I think, it was to sec . . . my 'mother's 'wedding. 

Hor, Indeed, my lord, it followed hard-upon. 

Ham. Thrift,' thrift, Horatiol the 'funer^ baked-meats 
Did 'coldly furnish forth the 'maiTi age- tables. 
'Would I had met my dearest' foe in 'heaven. 




J 
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Ere I had ever seen thttt day, Horatio 1 — 
My father ! — Methioka I 'see my father ! 

flor. 0, where, my lord! 

Ham. In my 'mind's eye, Horatio. — 

Ilor. ... I saw him 'once : ' he was a 'goodly king. 

Ham. He waa a 'man ! Take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like agaio. 

Hor. My lord, ... I 'think I saw him yeBteraight. 

Ham. Saw, whom t 

Hor. My lord, the king youi- fitther. 

Season your admii'dtioR* for a while 
With an attent" ear ; tilt I may deliver, — 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, — 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear! 

UoT. Two nights together had these gentlemen,.— 
Marcellus and Bernardo, — on their watch. 
In the dead wai(te° and middle of the night, 
Been thus encountered ; — A 'figure, 'like your father. 
Armed at all points exactly, cap jl-pie," 
Appears before them ; and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them : whilst they, beatilled 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear. 
Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to 'me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
And I with them the ' third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had delivered,— both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, — 
The 'apparition comes. 

ffom. . . . But 'where was thist 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where vfe watched. 

Ham. Did 'you not speak to it, Horatio T 

Hor. My lord, I did ; 

But answer made it none ; yet once, methought, 
It lifted-up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it 'would speak ; 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And, at the sound, it shrunk in haste away, 
And 'vanished from our eight I 

Ham. 'T is very strange 1 

Hor. As I do live, my honoured lord, 't is ' true. 

Ham. IndeedT Indeed, sii-s! But this troubles me. . - 
Hold you the watch ' to-night ? 



^^^%mm: 
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Mar., Bee. We do, my lord. 

Ham. . . . Armed, say you T 

Her. Armed, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

Mar. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not hie 'fnce? 

Hor. 1 yea, my lord ; he wore his beavei-" 'up. 

Ham. What looked he? frowningly ?" 

Hor. A countenance more in 'sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Hia beard was grizzled ? — No ! 

Hot. It was, aa I have seen it, in hia 'life — 
A sable, 'silvered.' 

Ham. 'I will watch to-night : 

Perchance, 't will walk 'again. 
If it assume my noble 'father's person, 
'I '11 apeak to it, though Hell itself should gape," 
And 'bid me hold my peace !— I pray you all. 
If you have hitherto concealed this sight, 
Let it be tenable' in your silence 'still : 
And whatsoever else shall hap 'to-night. 
Give it an 'understanding, but no 'tongue : 
I will 'requite your loves. So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twist eleven and twelve 
I '11 viait you. 

All. Our 'duty to your honour. 

Hani. Your 'lovea ; aa mine to you: Farewell. ["'iillllk^.'"" 
My father's Spirit ! — in arms ! — All is not well ; 
I doubt 'some 'foul 'play! 'Would the night were 

'Till then, sit still, my soul. — Foul deeds 'will riae. 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes. 



the meantime, young Laertes is, before his departure for 
ice, affectionately bidding farewell to his sister, the Lady Ophe- 
ind cautioning her against listening loo credulously to the flat- 
s of Prince Hamlet. 



Latr. Sister, farewell ; and aa the winda give benefit,' 

Pray let me hear from you. 
Oph. Do you 'doubt thatt 

Latr. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 

Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood :« 

•tilnDk tinged wltb ntilte. ' opto ita flmnileB. ' mUntains^lf^.'&.'n^iiwV 
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^^^B ' He may not, as 'im-vidued persons do, 
^^^V Curve for 'himself; for on hia cltoi(;e depends 
^^^f The safety' and the health of the whole state ; 
■ Then, weigh what loss your 'honour may sustaia 

r If with too credent'' ear you lint his aongs : 

I Fear it, Ophelia; fi'nr it, my dear eister, 

[ And keep you in the 'rear of your affection ; 

The chariest" maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the 'moon ; 
Be wary then; best safety lies in 'fenr: 
Youth to 'itself rebels, though none else near. 
Oph. I shall the 'effect of this good lesson keep. 

As watehmau to my heart. But, good my brother, 
Do not, (as some ungrftcious" pastors do,) 
Show 'me the steep and 'thorny way to heaven, 
"Whilst, like a puffed" and reckless libertine. 
Himself the primrose-path of 'dalliance' treads, 
And recks not his own rede.* 
TMer. O, fear me not. 

I stay too long, — but here my father comes. 
Polonius enters : 
I'ul. Yet here, IJaertes t aboard, aboard, for shame 1 
The wind sits in the shonlder of your sail. 
And you are stayed for. There, — my blessing with 
^^ thee i 

^^^ And these few precepts iu thy memory 
^^H See tkat thou charactei." Give thy 'thoughts do 
^^1 tongue, 

^^^H Nor any 'un pro portioned thought his act. 
^^^H Be thou 'familiar, but by iio means 'vulgar; 
^^^B The friends thoii hast., and their adoption 'tried, 
^^^F Grapple them t o thy soul with hoops of steel ; 
^^^ But do not 'dull thy palm with entertainment 
r Of each new-hatched, uufledged comrade. Beware 

Of 'eotrauce to a quarrel; but, 'being in, 
I Bear 't that the opposed may beware of 'thee. 

Give 'every man thine 'ear, but few thy 'voice i 
Take eachmau's 'censure,' butreserve 'thy judgement. 
I Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

Bat not expressed in 'fancy; rich, not gaudy; 
For the 'apparel oft proclaims the 'man. 

■o ILaanoUtr. '■brflevlng.cp'anl.jiiB « most cantioae. a gmoelMsa, 

'jMvad, pnffpd-np. 'iil^uiirB (Inleri^hBUge of careaaea). etiiBt ifi, liivilBllot 
^^ li£i awa adriae, '' wrlle dlaUactlf. iDcitlaisiu, oplulou. 



tli.] HAMLET. 187 



Neither & 'borrower nor a 'lender be ; 
For 'loan oft loses both itself and friend. 
And 'borrowiDg dulla the edye of huKbauilry." 
This abo¥e all, — to thine own 'self he 'true [ 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thoa canst not then be ' false to 'any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing: 'season" this in thee ! 
L Jjaer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. — 
Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 
I Oph. 'T is in my mpmory 'locked, 

And you yourself shall keep the key. Fai-ewelL [L^r"„ 
Tha cautious old father anxiously inquires : 
Pol. ' What is 't, Ophelia, he hath said to you ? 
Oph. So please you, something touching the Lord Hamlet. 
I'ol. Marry, well bethought : 

'T is told me, he hath, very oft of late, 
Given 'piivate time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous. 
What 19 'between you? give me up the 'truth. 
k.C)p/(. . . . He hatb, my lord, of late made many tenders' 
fc Of his 'affection to me. 

r./'tti. Affection? pooh I you speak like a 'green^ 'girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
JJo you ' believe bis " tenders," as you call them ? 
*pA. I do not know, my lord, 'what I should think. 
fvl. Marry, 1 11 teach you : think yourself a ' baby ; 
That you have ta'en these "tenders" for 'time pay, 
Which are 'not sterling. " Tender " yourself more 

deai'ly, 

Or you '11 tender 'me a fool. 
Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with 'love. 

In 'honourable fashion. 
Pol. Ay 1 ' fashion you 'may call it ; go to, go to ! 
Oph. And hath given countenance" to his speech, my lord. 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 
Pol. Ay ! springes' to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the 'blood bums, how prodigal the soul 
Gives the 'tongue vows. This is for all, — 

mid not, in plain terms, from this time forth. 
Have you so slander any 'moment's lei 




Aa to give words, or talk, with the IJord Hamlet. 
Look to 't, I 'charge you : Come your ■ways. 
Oph. I ahall obey, my lord. i 



Midnight again cornea on ; and, in accordance wilh the arrange- 
ment made, Prince Hamlet meets Horalio and the Ofticeis of the 

Watch on the Platform before the Castle. 

Hunt. The air 'bites shrewdly;' it is 'very cold, 

//")■. It 'ia a nipping and an eager" air. 

Ifam. What 'hour now? 

Ifor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mur. No, it is ' struck. 

Ilor, Indeed T I heard it not : then it drawa near the aea- 
Boa 
Wherein the Spirit held hia 'wont° to walk. 
The conversation is disturbed by sounds of noisy revelry within 

the Castle. 

What does thia mean, my lord ? 

Hum. The King doth wake'' to-night, and takea his roueej" 
And, 'as he drains hia draughts of EheniBh' down. 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus braj-out 
The ' triumph of his pledge. 

ITor. Ia it a 'custom? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is 't : 

But to 'my mind, — though I am a native here. 
And to the manner ' bom, — it is a custom 
More honoured in the 'breach than the observance. 
The Ghost appears. 
HiiT. Look, my lord 1 it comes ! 
Ham. Angels and ministers of Grace, defend uh 1 — 
Be thou a Spirit of ' health, ^or Goblin 'damned, — 
BiTDg with thee aira from 'heaven, — or blasts from 

'heU,— 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 
Thou oom'st in such a 'questionable* shape, 
That I will 'speak to thee : I '11 call thee Hamlet, 
King, father 1 — Royal Dane, O answer me 1 
Let ma not burst in 'ignorance ; but tell, 
' Why thy canonized bonea, hearsed in death. 
Have 'burst their cerements 1" why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urned, 



f— 

^^^^M Hath 'oped his ponilei'ouB and marhle jaws, 
^^^^P To cast thee up agaiut What xuay this mean, 
^^^B That thou, dead coi'se, agaiu, in ctJmplete eteel, 
I Eevisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 

Making 'night hideous, and 'hb* fools of nature — 
I So horridly to shake our disposition,'' 

I With thoughts 'beyond the reaches of our souls? 

Say, 'why is thisT wherefore? what should we 'doT 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment" did desire 
To you 'alone. 
Nam. It will not 'speak ; then will I ' follow it. 
JIoi: Do not, my lord. 
Sam. "Why? what should be the 'fear! 

• I do not set my 'life at a 'pin'e fee i^ 
And, for my 'soul— what can it do to 'that, 
Being a thing immortal bs itself ? 
It waves me forth again : — I '11 follow it, 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord. 
Or to the dreadful summit of the clifli'f 
And there assume some other 'horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of 'reason. 
And draw you into 'madness t think of it I 
ITaiii. It waves' me 'still :^Go on, I '11 follow thee. 
llur. Be ruled ; yoa shall 'not go. 
Ham. My Fate' cries out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean* lion's nerve. — [^1"^".^"" 
^^^ Still am I called. -Unhand me, gentlemen! — [fro^,'?h™. 
^^^^ By Heaven,I "11 'make a Rhost of him that 'lets" me :— 
^^^H I aay, away! Go on, 1 11 follow 'thee. rp-'™"i 

^^^^ The awe-struck Prince is preceded, by the imaged majesty of 
Denmark, to a more remote part of the fortress. 

Ham. 'Whither wilt thou lead meT Speak! I "U go no 

' further. 
Ghost. Mark me. 
Ham. ... I will I 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

I When J, to aulphui-ous and tormenting flames, 

Must render-up myself. 
I Ham. Alas, poor Ghost! 
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GhiiU. Pity me not; but lend tby eeiiouB bearmg 
To whftt I shall unfold. 

Ham, Speak, 'I am 'bound to hear- 

tikoat. So art thou to 'revenge, 'when thou shalt hear. 

Ham. . . . What! 

Qhost. I 'am thy father's Spirit ; 

Doomed, for a certain term, to walk the 'night ; 

And, for the 'day, confined — to fast in ' fires. 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nuture, 

Ai-e burnt and purged away. But that I am 'forbid 

To tell the secrets of my prison-hoUBe, 

I 'could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 

"Would ' harrow-up thy 'soul, — ' freeze thy young 

' blood, — 
Make thy two 'eyefl, like stars, 'start from theii- 

■phere.,- 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, — 
And each particular ' hair to stand on end. 
Like (juilla upon the fretful porcupine :" 
But this eternal blazon" 'must not be 
To ears of flesh-aud- blood.— List, list, O list I— 
If thou didat ever thy dear father 'love, — 
'Kevenge his foul and most unnatural 'murder I 
Murder 'most foul, as in the 'best it Is; 
But 'this, 'most foul, siruuge, and unnatural. 

JTam. 'Haste mo to know it ; that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May 'sweep to my revenge ! 

Ghost. I find thee 'apt : 

And duller shouldst thoii be than the fat weed 
That i-ots itself in ease on Lethe'= wharf, 
Wouldst thou 'not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : — 
'T is given-out, that, sleeping in mine orchard, 
A 'serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Deumark 
Is, by a ' forged process'' of my death, 
Rankly abused ; but know, thou noble youth, 
The 'serpent that did stJng thy father's life. 
Now wears his 'crown. 

TTnm. my prophetic soul ! My uncle ? 

it. Ay. that beast I 
^^^ With witchcraft of his wit, won to 'himself 
^Hf> ;Ihe will of my most 'seeming- virtuous Queen. 
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^^^K O Hamlet, what a falliug-off was there I 
^^^H From 'me, whose love was of that dignity 
^^^M That it weut, hand-iu-haud, even with the vow 
' I made to her in marriage ; and to decLiae 

Dpon a 'wretch, whose 'natural gifts' were poor 
To those of mine I 

But, soft 1 methioks, I sceob the 'morning air : 
Brief let me be. — Sleeping, within mine orchard, 
Upon my secure'' hour thy uncle Ktole, 
With juice of cursed hebenoit" in a phial ;'' 
And in the porchea of mine ears did pour 
The lepei-ous distilment. 
' ThuB was I, 'sleeping, by a bi-other'a hand, 
Of life, of crown, and Queen, at once despatched j" 
Cut-oflf even in the blossoms of my win, 
TJnhouaeled,' unanointed,' unaneled,'' — 
_ No reckoning made, but sent to my account 

^^^_ With all my imperfections on my head 1 
^^^K O, horrible! O, horrible I 'most bomble 1 
^^^H If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ! 
^^^^V But, howsoever thou puraueBt 'this act, 
^^^V Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
^^^B Against thy mother aught : leave 'her to Heaven, 
^^^B And to thor^e thorns that in her bosom lodge 
^^r To goad and sting her. Fai-e thee well at once I 
The glow-worm shows the matin' to be near, 
And 'gina to pale his uneffectuaV fire j 
Adieu, adieu 1 Hamlet, remember me. [vllu"h^' 

-Mam. O all you host of heaven ! O hold, my heart I 
And you, my siuews, grow not instant 'old, 
But bear me atiffly up ! — ' Remember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor Ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe.'' Remember 'thee? 
Tea, from the table of my memory 
I '11 wipe away all forms, all pressures' past ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Tlumixed with baser matter : yea, by Heaven ! . . . 
I have 'sworn it. 
''HorBlio and Marcellus enter, and eagerly question the Prince 
ing the GboBt. He at first gives evasive replies ; but after- 

■li«»Hlj-d(i)riveil. bpreft. 'not lisvliiKnweiTeiltheBBcriunent. lO E.4*iM(vteAe*- 
wice uf day-light, 'hinliKSd. ^ Vm^iatAww 
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ea of concealing his real 
cs that they should lake 
an oath of secrecy ; and to this they are also urged by one admoni- 
tory word from the Ghosl, (speaking, as it were, from some hollow 
cavern of the earth;) 
Ghost. Swear 1 

Horatio exdaims in amazement : 
Ilor. O day and night, but this is wondrous etrauge ! 
Hav\. And therefore, 'as a strrtBger, give it 'welcome. — 
There 'are more things iu heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Thau ai-e 'dreamt of in our 'philosophy.^Bnt come ;— 
_ Here, as before: Never, (bo help you mercyl) 

■ How Htrange or odd aoe'er I bear myself, — 
P As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 

■ To put an 'antic disposition" on, — 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall — 
(With arms encumbered thuH; or this head-shake; 
Or by pronouncing of some 'doubtful pbraae. 
As, " Well, well, 'we know ; " — or, " We 'could, an if we 

would ; " — 
Or, " If 'we list to speak i " — or, " There "be, an if there 

'might ; " — 
Or such ambiguous giving- out,) ^denote" 
That you know 'aught of me : — This 'not to do, 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you. 
The ChoHt solemnly joins in the abjuration; 
Ohont. [B.!Q.mtt.i Swear ! 
Havi. llest, reat, perturbed Spirit. 

The oath is reverently and silently taken by placing their hands 
on the cross at the hilt of Hamlet's sword. 

So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man. aa Hamlet is 
May do, to 'espresa hia love and friending" to you. 
Heaven willing, ahall not lack. Let us go-in together; 
And 'still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint : O cursed apite. 
That ever 'I waa born to set it right I ikhhui, 

'c grand object of the Prince now is revenge : revenge o; 
, for his father's murder— with leniency to the Queen, at that 
r's express command. Were his secret discovered, he knows 
his crafty uncle would lake desperate means to remove him. 




i 



HAMLET. 



Is the Ghost 



the possibility of n 

lice ? or a fiend lo enlice mm i 

ion, and lo feign madness ; that he may 
ife grounds, of carrying out his revenge: 
m incapable of any serious project, and 
nind will be best concealed under this 

ulaled madness is given to her who had 
; and his behaviour, "wiping away this 
past, is carried-on with a strange blend- 
id true affection. The perplexed Ophelia 



Besides, he amiably fears 
an emissary of Eternal Ju 
Though roused, he is no 
idopt a policy of observa 
.n opportunity, on s 
I nis uncle will believe h 

lise of lunacy. 

The first display of siir 

cently received his love 

ivialfondrecord-ofthe 

g of enforced rudeness a 

istens lo inform her fatf 

I Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been bo affrighted ! . . . 
My lord, aw I was sewmg in my chamber, 
Lord Hamlet,— with his doublet all unbraced, 
Un Bartered, and down-gyyed" to his flokle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his koees knocking each other, — 
Comes-in before me. 

I Pol. Mad — for thy love ? 

•h. My lord, I do not 'know ; but, truly, I do 'fear it. 
He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal' of my face 
As he would 'draw it. Loug stayed he so : 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, — 
He raised a 'sigh — so piteous and profound. 
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk," 
And 'end his being. That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder turned, 
He seemed to find hia way 'without his eyes j 
For out o' doors he went without their help, 
And, to the last, bended their light on 'me. 

V J'oi. This is the very 'ecstacy" of love !— 

T What ! have you given him any hard words of late f 

Oph. No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
Hia access to me. 

\ I'd. That hatb 'made him mad. Oome, go we to the 
King:— 
This must be 'known, which, being kept close, might 
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To sustain ihe deceit. Hamlel throws himself in Ihe way of two 
courtly spies — Rosencranlz and GuildenBtein — who had been ap- 
poinled by the King and Queen to iind out the cause of his distrac- 
tion. Besides, he writes a fantastic, euphuistic letter to the Lady 
Ophelia: which letter het garrulouH father, with much Belf-gratula- 

FiA. I cJo think — or else this binin of mine 
HuDtB not the trail* of 'policy bo sure 
As it hath uaed'' to do— tbat I have found 
The very 'cause of Haiulet'-e lunacy. 

Kintj. 0! apeak of that; that do 1 'long to hear. 

I'ol. My Litge, and Madam, to expostulate" 

What 'majesty should be, — what duty 'is, — 

' Why day is day, — night, night, — and time is time, 

Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 

Therefore, since 'brevity is the 'aoul of wit, 

And ' tedlousness the limbs and outward flourisheB, 

'I will be 'brief. Your noble son is 'mad : 

Mad 'call I it; for, to 'define true madness, 

What is 't, but to be . . . nothing else ' but mad I 

Queen. More 'matter, with less 'art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use 'no art at all. 

That he 'is matl, 't is true ; 't is true 't is pity; 
And pity 't is 't is true.— And now remains, 
That we find out the 'cause of this effect j 
Or rather say, the cause of this 'defect. 
For this ef-fect, defective, comes by cause : 
I have ... a daughter; 'have, 'whilst she is mine; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark. 
Hath given me this: now gather, and surmise: [h. ™d.. 
— " To the celestial, and my aouCs idol, the moat fieuw- 
tlfied Ophelia, — " 

That 's an ill phrase, a vile' phrase : " beautified " is a 
vile"* phrase but you shall hear. — Thus ; 
" In her eiecellent-w/iite bo^om, these, (fee." 
" Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 

Douht, that the sun doth move ; 
Dovbt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt, 1 love. 
'^Odear Ophelia,! am ill at these numbers ,-' Ihavenot 
art to reckon my groans f but that I looe thee best, 0, 
most best, believe it. Adieu. 

" Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this machine' 
j /* A? Aim, Hamlet." 
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BAMLET 



g. But how hath she 'received his love ? 

\ I'uL Wliat do you think of 'me ? 

I £iny. Aa of a man faithful and honourable. 

[ I'ol. I would faiQ 'prove bo. But what might you think, 
"When I had seen this hot love on the 'wing, 
(Aa I 'perceived it, I must tell you that, 
'Before my daughter told me,) what might 'you, 
Or my dear majesty, your Queen here, think. 
If I had played the 'desk, or table-book? 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb? 
Or looked upon this love with 'idle sight* 
"What 'might you think? No, I went 'round" to work, 
And my young mistress thus I did bespeak: — 
■'Loid Hamlet is a 'prince, out of thy sphere;" 
This 'must not be : " And then I precepts gave her, 
That she should 'lock herself from his reaoii. 
Admit uo messengers, receive no tokens : 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed, — a 'short tale to make,— 
Fell into a 'sadness ; then, into a 'fast ; 
Thence, to a 'watch f thence, into a 'weakness i 
Thence, to a 'lightness ; and, by this 'declerksion, 
Into ' the 'madness wherein now ' he raves, 
And all 'we mourn'' for. 

I Xing, 'Do you think 't is soT 

F I'ol. [Si'odi'iSS'] Take this from this, if this be otherwise. 

1 King. How may we try it ' further t 

[. Pol. You know, sometimes he walks foi' hours together 
Here in the lobby ? 

At such a time, I '11 loose my daughter to him : 
Be you and I behind the ari-as' then ; 
Mark the encounter : If he love her 'not. 
And be not from bis reanon fallen 'thereon, 
Let me be no assistant for a ' State, 
But keep a 'farm and carters. 

, Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes, read- 

, I'ol. Away I I do beseech you, 'both away : 
'I '11 board' him presently; — 01 give mele 
The King and Queen withdraw, as Hamlet ente 
How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

\llam. . . . Well, God-a mercy! 
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Pol. Do you 'know me, my lonl ! 

Ham. ' Excellent well ; you are ... a fish-monger ?' 

Pol. Not I. my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so ' honest a man. 

I'nl. Honest, my lord t 

Ham. Ay, sir : to be honest, as this world goes, is — to be 
'one man picked out of ten*' ' thousand. 

Pol. That 's very true, my lord. 

Ham For, if the Bun breed 'maggots in a 'dead dog,— 
being a 'god," kissing carrion, . . . Have you a daughtei T 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not 'walk i' the sun ; — Friend, look to 't. 

Pol. U'lJ^i Still harping on my 'daughter : — yet he knew 
'me not at first; be eaid, I was a 'fish-monger ! He is 
far gone, far gone : and truly, in my youth, ' I suffered 
much extremity for love ; 'very near this. I '11 speak 
to him again.— What do you read, my lord i. 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol. What is the 'matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between whom? 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you 'read, my lord. 

Sam. . . . Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue* sayshere, — 
that 'old men have 'grey beards ; that their faces are 
'wrinkled ; their eyes pui'ging' thick amber and plum- 
tree gum; and that they have a plentiful 'lack of wit, 
together with most weak 'hams:' 'All of which, sir, 
though I most powerfully and potently 'believe, yet I 
hold it not honesty to have it thus set 'down ; for 'your- 
eelf, air, shall grow old as I am . . . if, like a crab, you 
could go ' backward. 

Pol. iKM,.} Though this be 'madness, yet there 's 'method 
in 't. — Will you walk 'out o' the air, my lord 1 

Ham.. Into my grave ? 

Pol. Indeed, that 'is out o' the air. — hmc.] How pregnant' 
sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that often 'mad- 
ness hits on, which reason and 'sanity could not so 
'prosperously be delivered of. I will leave him ; and 
'suddenly contrive the means of 'meeting, between liim 
and my daughter. — My honourable lord, I will most 
humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take bmm me 'anything that I will 
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-c-xcept mj life, except my 



How doftt tbou, Guil- 
Good lada, how do yv 



more willingly 'part withal : 
life, except my life ! 
' Fol. . . . Fare you well, my lord. 
B'jm.. Thetie tedious old fools ! 

The courlly spies— Roaen 
interview Hamlet, but he shrewdly bu! 
J. signs. 

L 6i(il. Mine honoured lord ! — 
I Jioa. My moat dear lord ! — 
I Sum. My exceUent-good frieuds 
denatern? Ah, ItoHeiicrantz! 
both ? Whiit news ? 
I Mos. None, my lord ; but that the world 'a grown ' honeat. 

"mi. Then is Doomsday' 'near: But your uewsisnot 'true. 
Iiet me queatiou more in 'particular : What have 'you, 
my good frieuda, deserved at the hands of Fortune, 
that she Beudw you to 'prison hither ? 

Guil. 'Prison, my lord T 

Hani. 'Denmark 's a prison. 

^08. Then ia the 'woild one. 

Ham. A 'goodly oue ; in which there ai'e many coufinea, 
wards, and dungeons, — Denmark being one of the 
'worst. 

Roe. ' We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then, 't is none to 'you ; for there is nothing, 
either good or bad, but ' thinking makes it so : to 'me 
it is a prison. . . . But, in the beaten way of friend- 
ship, what make you at 'Elainore? 
I Ros. To visit 'you, my lord ; no 'other occasion. 

Hum,. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in ' thanks ; 
I thank you — Were you not 'sent for? Is it yo 
' inclining ? Is it a ' free visitation t Come, com 
juHtly with 'me: come; nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we 'say, my lord? 

JTam. Why, anything- — ^but to the 'purpose. You 'wei'e 
aent for; there ia a kind of coufeaston in your 'looks: 
I 'know, the good King and Queen have sent for you. 

Moa. To what 'end, my lordf 

Ham. That you must teacb 'me. If you love me, hold not 
off. 

Guil, . . . My lord, ... we 'were sent for. 
I Ham. I will ' tell you 'why ; so shall 'my anticipation pre- 
vent your diacovery, and your secrecy to the King and 



; but 
; deal 



■ Queen moulf no feather. . . I have, of late, — but where- 
fore I kuow not^loBt all my ' mii-tli, foregone all cus- 
tom of 'exercises ; and, indeed, it goes 'so heavily with 
kmy diepoBition, that tliis goodly frame, the £ai'tli, seema 
to me a 'stei-ile 'promontory ; this most escellen t cimopy. 
the Air,— look you, this brave" o'erliangiug firmament, 
thia majestical roof fretted" with golden fire, — why, it 
Oippeara uo other thing to 'me, than a foul and pestilent 
oougregatiou of 'vaponra. Whafcapiece of woi kia 'Man !^ 
how noble in 'reason I how infinite in ' faculty ! in f oim 
and moving, how express and admirable 1 in 'action how 
like an 'angel! in 'appreheusiou, bow like a 'god! the 
beauty of the world I the 'paragon' of animals! And 
yet, tu 'me, what 'is this quintessence' of 'Justt 'Man 
delights not 'me; — no, nor 'Woman neither, — though, 
by your 'smiling, you seem to say so. 
Rob. My lord, there was no Bu<:h stuff in my ' thoughts. 
JJa7ii. Why did you 'laugh then, when I said, " Man de- 
lights not met" 
Ros. To think, mj lord, if you delight not in man, what 
'lenten* entertainment the 'Players shall receive from 
you ; we coted" them on the way. and hither are they 
'coming to offer you service. 
Ham. Ke that pliiys the ' King shall he welcome \ his ma- 
jesty shall have 'tribute of me: the adventurous 'knight 
shaU use his foil and tiuget ; the ' lover shall not sigh 
gratis; the 'humorous man shall end hie part in peace; 
the 'clown shall make those laugh, whose lungs am 
tickled o' the sere ;' and the 'lady shall say her mind 
freely, or the blank verse shall halt for 't. ' What play- 
ers are they ? 
Ro». Even those you were wont to take such dehght in, 

the tragedians of the 'City. 
Hmn. How chances it they ' travel 1' Do they 'hold the 

same estimation they 'didf Are they so ' followed t 
Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

llum. It ia not very strange; ... for my 'uncle is King of 
Diinmark ; and those that would make mouths' at him 
while my 'father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hun- 
dred ducata a-piece. for his picture in little!' There 
is something in this 'more than 'natural, — if philosophy 
luld find it out. 






Sounds of merry m 
Players: the pleased 
interviewers, politely 

I Ham. Geutlemeo, you are welcome to Elainore. 



heard, announcing the arrival of the 
courteously dismisses his outwilled 
ing that they have failed in their pur- 
Tour 



bauds, you 'ai-e welcome ; bub . . . my unde-father, 
' and aunt-mottier, are deceived. 

GhU. In what, my dear lord f 

Sam. I am but mad north- north -west : When the wind is 
southerly, I know a hawk from a hernahaw.' 
As Polonius approaches, the mental disguise of Hamlet is more 
whimsically diBfJayed, 

fol. My lord, my lord ! I have news to tell you. 
Sam. My lord, I have news to tell 'you. When Roscius" 

was an actor in Rome, — 
I'ol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 
Sam. Buz, buz !° 
J^ol. Upon my ' honour ! — 
Sam. " Then came each actor on his ass," — 
Pol. Tile best actors in the 'world, either for tragedy, 
eomedy,hi8tory;—paatoi'al, pastoral-comical, historical- 
pastoral ; — tragical historical, tragicul-comical-liistori- 
cal-pastoral j^sceae individable,^ or poem unlimited :° 
Bfcne-a' cannot be too 'heavy, nor Plautus' too 'light 
For the law of 'writ," and the 'liberty,' these are the 
onlyc 
tm. "O Jephthah,-* judge of Israel, "^what a treasure 
hadst thou I 
\j'ol. ' What treasure had he, my lord ? 

. Why, " One fair daughter, and no more, 

The which he loved passing welL" 
WPol. [Arid-.] ' Still on my daughter ! 
^Mam. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah t 
Pol. If you call 'me Jephthah, my lord, 'I have a daughter 
that I love passing well. 

Four or five Players enter. 
5am. Tou are welcome, masters; welcome alL — We 11 
e'en 'to 't, hke French falconers, — fly at anything we 
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Bee : we 11 huve a epeech etriuglit. Come, give us n. 
taste of 'yom' quality ; ['■^.""'Icome, a 'paRsionate apeecli. 

1 Piny. 'What Hppeiih, my lord? 

Sarn. I heard tLee 'speak me a speech ouce,— but it was 
never Wted; or, if it waa, not above ouce ; for the 
play, I remember, pleased not tbe million ; 't was 
caviare' to tUe general :" but it was an 'excellent play, 
well digested in tbe scen«s, set down with as much 
modesty as cunning. One speech in it I 'chiefly loved : 
't was Eneas' tale to Dido : — if it live in your memory, 
begin at this line : — let me see, let me see : — 

"The rilggett Pyrrlius,= like the Uyreaniau" heast," . . . 
— 't is not 80: — it 'begins with Pyrrhus :— 

" The ragged Pyirhns, — he. whoae uuhte arms, 
Black &s hiB purpose, did the uight resemble 
Old grandaire Priam'' seeks. "^ 

So, proceed 'you. 
The chief Tragedian gratifies the Prince by continuing the reci- 
tation. The Blory is thai of Hecuba :' with piofessianal feelings, 
ever ready at a moment's notice, the actor weeps and changes 
colour during the delivery of ihe turgid verse. 

Ham. 'T is well -, I '11 have thee s]Deak-out the 'rest of this 
BOOB. — Good my lord, will yon see the players 'well 
bestowed? Do you hear, let them be well 'used ; for 
they are the abstract, and biief chroniclea, of the time : 
after your 'death, you were better have a bad 'epitaph, 
than their 'ill report while you 'live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to theii" 'desert. 

Ham. Odd's bodikin,' roan, much 'better ! Uaeeveryman 
after his 'desert, and who should 'scape 'whipping! 
Use them after your own 'honour and dignity: The 
'less they deserve, the more merit is in your 'bounty 
Take them in. — Follow him, friends : we 'II hear a play 
to-morrow. 

All withdraw : but Hamlet recalls the First Player : 

Old fnend, can you play " The Murder of GonzagoT" 
1 Play. Ay, my lord. 
Horn. We '11 have 'it tomorrow night. You could, for a 

need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, 
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whicli I would set down and insert in 't T uould you 



not? 

^^^ 1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

^^Hj^ani. Very well. — Follow tliat lord ; and, 
^^^r 'mock him not. 



. look you. 



0, what a rogue a 
la it not 'monstroi 
But in a ' tiction, i 



- 'drown the stage with 



, . Now I am 'alone ! 

:d peasant-slave am 1 1 

9, that this Flayer here, 

. a 'dream of passion, 
Could fur ce his soul so to hia own' 'conceit. 
That, from her working, all hia 'visage wanned f* 
Teara in his ejea, distraction in bis aspect, 
A broken voice, and bis whole function suiting 
With 'forms to bis conceit? and all for 'nothing 1 
For 'Hecuba ! 

What 'a Hecuba to him, or be to Hecuba, 
That he should 'weep for her ? What would he 'd 
Had ' be tbe motive and the c 
That 'I have? He would . . 

tears, 

And cleave the general" ear with horrid speeeb ; 
Make mad tbe guilty, and appal tbe free ; 
Confound tbe ignorant ; and amaze, indeed, 
Tbe very faculties of eyea aud ears. 
Yet I,^a dull and muddy-metUed rascal,— peak,'' 
Like John-a-dreams,* unpregnant of 'my cause, 
And can say 'nothing ! no, not for a King, 
Upon whose property, and moat dear lite, 
A foul defeat was made. 'Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain ! breaks my pate across ! 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by tbe nose? gives me tbe lie i' tbe throat, 
As deep aa to the lungs t Who does me this ? Ha ! 
Why, I should ' take it : for it cannot be 
But I 'am pigeonlivei'ed, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter } or, ere this, 
I should have fatted all the region ' kites 
With this slave's offal. Bloody, bloody villain 1 
Bemorseless, treacherous, murderous, kin die ss' villain ! 
. . . Why, what an 'ass am I ! This is most ' brave ; 
That I, tbe son of a dear father 'murdered,' 
'Prompted to my reveuge by heaven and hell, 
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MuHt, like a fool, unpack my heart with 'words, 

And full a-cursiiiy, like a very drab, a scullion I 

Tie Lipoa 'tl About,' my brains!— Hal I have heard 

That guilty creatures, eittiug at a plaji 

Have, by the very cunning of the scene. 

Been struck so to the soul, that presentjy 

TLey have 'proclaimed their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no ' tongue, will 'speak, 

With most miraculous organ. ... I '11 have these players 

Play something like the murder of my 'father, 

IJefore mine uncle : I 'U observe his looks ; 

I '11 tent" him to the quick :" if he but ' blench'^ — 

I know my com-sc ! The Spirit that I have seen 

May be the ' Devil: and the Devil hath power 

To assume a 'plensing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with 'such spirits,) 

Abuses me^ — to 'damn me ! I '11 have grounds 

More 'relative" than this : — the ' Play 's the thing, 

Whereiu I '11 catoh the conscience of the King. 'IE""- 



: still on the watch ; and, by 
— who had become a willing 
tool m their crafty hands'— where she will be confronted with the 
Prince; while they conceal themselves to overhear the conversa- 
tion. In this interview, we see the struggle between assumed in- 
sanity and true affection — evidenced by snatches of emotional ten- 
derness, alternating with violence and severity ; especially when he 
discovers that the woman he loves has entered into this scheme to 
entrap him. It was necessary tor his safety that his sanity should 
still be doubted; and it was therefore imperative that he should — 
although at the sacrifice of his true love and all his belter feelings- 
even with Opheha '■ put his antic disposition on." 

Before the royal party have secreted themselves, the current of 
Hamlet's agitated thoughts is manifested in a soliloquy — on Death 
and Futurity ; — pondering on suicide as aielief from the perplexities 

Jlam. To ' be V — or 'not to be ? — ' that is the 'question :• 
Whether 't is nobler, in the 'mind, to 'suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortunel 
Or, to take aims 'against a siege' of troubles, 
And, 'by opposinff, end them'? — To dieT — to sleep; 
No more: — And, by a sleep, to say we end 



HAMI.KT. 

The heart-ache, and the ' thousand natuml shocks 
That 'flesh is heir to^ — 'tis a coiisumiufttioii 

lutly to be 'wished ! To die,— to sleep ; — 
To sleep ? perchance to 'dream !— ay, ' there 's the rub !' 

nHhatB' ' ' 
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^^^H For, in that sleep — of deaths what dreams may come, 
^^^H When we have sbuMed off this mortal coil," 
^^^H MuHt give us pause. 'Tliere 'a the respect, 
^^^^H That raakes CEdamity of so long life ! 
^^^^1 ' For who would hear the whips and scoiiis of time,- — 
^^^^P The oppressor's wrong, — the proud" man's contumely, — 
^^^^ The pangs of disprized 'lore, — the law's delay, — 
The insolence of office, ^and the spurns 
That patient 'merit of the 'un-woitby takes,* — 
When he himself might his quietus'' make 
With a bare 'bodkiul' Who would these fardels' bear. 
To grunt and sweat under a weary 'life, 
But that the dread of something after Death, — 
The 'undiscovered country, from whose bouiii'' 
No ' Lraveller returns, — puzzles the 'will ; 
And makes us rather 'bear those ills we 'have, 
Thau fly to others that ^we 'know not oil 
Thus 'Conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of 'resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of ' thought ; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment,'^ 
With 'this regard,' — their cunents turn awry,' 
Anil ' lose the name of 'action. — Soft you, now I 
The fair Ophelia !— 
'or, the Lady Ophelia, under pretence of returning aomc love- 
Kfifta, now places hersElf in the Prince's way. 

Nymph, in thy orisons' 
Be all 'my sins remembered. 
L<i^A. Good my lord. 

How does your honour for this many a day ! 
■t. I humbly thank you ; well, well, welh 
. My lord, I have remenubrances of yours. 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, 'now receive them. 
t. No, not I; I never gave you aught. 
jpA. My honouied lord, I know right well you 'did ; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath eompoaed 
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■ Ah made the things 'move rich : their '{lerfume loet, 

H Take these again ; for, to the 'noble mind, 

W ' Bith gifts wiix 'poor, when givers prove unkind. . . . 

There, my lord. [c'ii',"* 

IIii'ii. Ha, La! are jou honest? Are you ' fair t 
'>ph. What 'means your lordship T 

Ham. That if you 'be honest and fair, your 'honeBty should 
admit no diacourse to your ' beauty. — I 'did love you 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me ' believe bo. 

Ham. You should 'not have beheved me ; I loved you 'not. 

Oph. I was the more 'deceived. 

Ilam. . . . Get thee to a 'nnunerj: why wouldst 'thou be 
a breeder of sinuera? lam myself indifferent honest; 
but yet I could accuse me of Buch things, that it were 
better my mother had 'not borne me, I am very 
proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more offences at 
my 'beck,' than I have thoughts to put them in, imagi- 
nation to give them shape, or time to act them in. 
What should such fellows as I do, — crawling between 
earth and heaven? We are an-ant knaves, 'all ; believe 
'none of us. . . . Go thy ways to a nunnery.— 



Hamlet, in turning from Ophelia, perceives that 1 
is watched by the King and Polonius. 

Where's your father? 

Op/i. ... At 'home, my lord. 

Hum. Let the doors be 'shut upon him; that he may play 
the Fool, no-where but in 's 'own house. Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens 1 

Hum. If thou Jost marry,' I '11 give thee this plague for 
thy dowry : — Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure ns snow, 
thou ahalt not escape 'calumny. ' Get thee to a nunnery ! 
Or, if thou wilt 'needs marry, maiTy a 'fool; for 'wise 
men know well enough what 'monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go: and quickly tool Farewell! 

Oph. heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your 'paintings'' too, well enough: 
Heaven has triven you 'one fncf,° and you make your, 
selves 'another : you jig, you amble, and you lisp, and 
nickname Heaven's creatures, and make your 'wanton- 

•at my cull, rmdji to nrgn me on, '■pcrflonal ombslllrtmente. mlonrhiB yonr 
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USHB your Ignorance, 
hath made 'me 'mad ! . 

'marriageH : those that are mai'ried 'already,— all but 

'cue, — shall 'live ; the rest shall keep as they are. To 

a nunnery, go! leiu. 

The proof of Ophelia's duplicity cuts her lover to the heart ; he 

ftwB seen her eavea-dropping father watching him. She laments hia 

I Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 

The courtier's, scholar's, soldier's eye, tongue, BWoril ; 

The expectancy and rose of the fair State, 

The glaas of fashion, and the mould of form, 

The observed of all observers, — quite, quite down ! 

And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 

That sucked the honey of his music-vows. 

'Now see that noble and most sovereign 'reason,- — 

Like sweet bells 'jangled, — out of tune and harsh. 

0, woe is me, 

To have seen what I ' have seen ! 'see what I see I 



carrying out his dramatic stratagem, has prepared a 

speech for the chief Player to deliver in the play before the King ; 

and he now gives directions to the Actor— applicable to Speakers 

in general — for its effective delivery: 

Mam. Speak the speech, I pray you (as I pronounced it to 
you,)' 'trippingly on the 'tongue; but if you 'mouth it, 
(as many of our'' players do,) I had as lief° the town- 
'crier epoke 'my lines. Nor do not 'saw^ the air too 
much, with your hand, thus; but use all 'gently: for in 
the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) the 
'whirlwind of passion, you must acquire aud beget a 
' temperance, that may give it smoothness. O, it of- 
fends me to the soni to hear a robustious periwig-pated 
fellow 'tear a passion to tatters, to very 'rags; to split 
the ears of the groundlings ;° who, (for the most part,) 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable 'dumb-shows 
and 'noise ; I would have such a fellow 'whipped for 
o'erdoing Termagant;' it out-'herods Herod I» Pray 
'you, avoid it. 

\ Play. I warrant your honour. 
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Ifiivi. Be not too ' tame neither, but let your own 'diecre- 
tioD be your tutor: Suit the 'action to the 'wori), the 
word to the action ; with this special observanct — 
^^^^ that you o'erstep not the 'modesty of ' Nature : for any- 
^^^V thing BO 'over-done ia ' from the purpose of playing ; 
^^^ft whose end, — both at the Grai and now, — was and is, to 
^^^K hold (as 't were,) the 'mirror up to Nature ; to show 
^^^K Virtue her own feature. Scorn her own iniage, and the 
^^^H very age and body of the Time his form and pressure.* 
^^^P Now, this 'over-done, or come tardy 'off," though it 
^^^ make the unskilful 'laugh, cannot but make the judi- 
cious 'grieve; the censure" of the which, 'one, must, in 
'your allowance,* o'erweigh a whole 'theatre of others. 
O! there be players that I have 'seen play, — and heard 
I others 'praise, and that highly, — (not to speak it pro- 

fanely,) that, neither having the 'accent of CbiiHliau, 
I nor the 'gait of Christian, pa<ran, nor 'man,° have so 

strutted and bellowed, that I have thought some of 
Nature's 'journeymen had made men, and not made 
them 'well— they 'imitated humanity so abominably I 
1 Flay. I hope, 'we have reformed that indifferently' with 

'uB, sir. 
Ham. O, reform it 'altogether. And let those that play 
your Clowns speak no more than is set-down for them : 
for there 'be of them, that will 'themselves laugh, to 
' Bet-*n some quantity of barren* 'apectatois to laugh 

too ; though, in the meantime, some 'necessary ques- 
tion of the play be then to be considered : That 'a 'vil- 
lainous; and showB a most 'pitiful ambition in the fool 
that uses it. Go, mute you ready. — [pii^' 

While the Players i 
determints to gel his 

What, ho, Horatio I R™?! 

Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 

As e'er my conversation coped withal.' 
Ilor, 0, my dear lord, — 
ffam. Nay, do not think I 'flatter. 

For what 'advancement may I hope, from ' thee 

That no revenue haat, but tliy good spirits, 

k To feed and clothe theet Why should the 'poor be 
flattered T 
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Since my dear soul 'was mistreBS of Iter choice, 
And coiUd of men distinguish, lier election 
Hatb sealed 'thee for herself: for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering 'all, that suffers 'nothing; 
A man that Fortune's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with 'equal thanks : and blesL are those 
Whose blood" and judgement are so well commingled. 
That they are not a pipe for Fortune's finger 
To sound what stop'' she please. Give me that man 
That is not 'passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core," ay, in my 'heart of heart. 
As I do ' thee. — ^Something too 'much of this. — 
There is a play to-night before the King; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 
(Which I have told thee,) of my father's death : 
I pr'ytliee, when thou aeeat 'that act afoot, 
Even with the very comment of 'my soul 
'Observe mine uncle. Give him 'heedful note ; 
For ' I mine eyes will 'rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgementa 'join, 
In censure of his seeming. . . . They are 'coming to 
the play; I must be 'idle:' Get you a place.' 
A Danish march and flourish. Enter King, Queen, Polonius, 
Opheha, Rosencianu, Guilden stern, and other attendant Lords, 
The King saya : 

I Sing. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

I'jETriTn. 'Excellent, i' faith; of the 'chameleon's dish : I eat 
the 'air, 'promise-crammed. Tou cannot feed 'capons 
HO. [TuPoi] — My lord, you played once i' the University, 
you say % 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a 'good actor. 

Bum. And 'what did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact 'Julius 'Caesar; I was 'killed, i' the Capi- 
tol ; ' Brutus killed me. 

Ham. H'Wu.i It was a 'brute part of him — to kill so capital 
a 'calf there ! — Be the players ready ? 

Itos. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 
The Queen saya : 

Queen. Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit by 'me. 

Ham. Nn, good mother ; here 's metal more attractive. 
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Ham. liftdy, shall I He in your lap ? 

<>ph. . . . Tou are 'merry, my lonl. 

Ham. O, your only 'jig-maker !" What should a man do, 
' but be meiTy ? for, look you. Low cheerfully my 
mother looks, — and my father died within these two 
hours. 

Oph. Nay, 't is twice two 'months, my lord. 

Ham. So long! Nay then, let the 'Dovil weai- black, ere" 
'1 11 have a suit of Bablea." Die two mouths ago, and 
not 'forgotten yet? Then there's hope a great man's 
'memory may outhve his 'life h al fa-year ; but by 'r 
lady,'' he must build 'churches then I 
The Play begins. A King and Queen appear on the stage. Af- 
ter some loving conversation, the Player-Queen says : 
In Bpcond huHhiinil let me be accnrst ; 
Hone wed tlie 'second, bat who killed tha first. 
Hamlet keenly watches his motbcr : 

Mam,. Ah! that "s wormwood I 

After a time he directly addresses the Queen : 

Ham. Madatn, how 'like you this playT 

Queen. The lady doth 'protest too much, methinks. 

Ham. O, but she '11 'keep her word. 

The King uneasily inquires : 

King. Have you heard the 'argument V Is there no 'of- 
fence in 't ! 

Ham. No, no ; ' they do but ' jest, 'poison in jeat ; no offence 
i' the world. 

King. What do you 'call the play? 

Ham. TJie Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically.' This 
play is the 'image of a murder doue in . . . Vienna: 
Gonzago is the Duke's name ; his wife, Baptiata. Tou 
shall see anon : 't is a ' knavish piece of work ; but what 
of that? Your majesty, and we that have 'free' souls, 
it touches 'us not: let the 'galled jade wince, 'our 
withers'' are unwrung. — Begin, murderer, begin ! 
Come r — the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge I 
The Player-King lies down and falls asleep. Then another actor 

enters stealthily, and pours something into his ear, Hamlet im- 
patiently internijils ; 
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Tarn. He 'poisons him, i' tte 'garden, for his 'estate. — His 
name 's Gouzago ; the story is estant, iiud writ in choice 
'Italian. You shall see, anon, bow the murderer gets 
the love of Gonzago's 'wife ! 

The King rises in wild excitement: 
rhiff. Give me some light ! — away! 
L All. lights, lights, lights! 

1 confusion. The Prince, now convinced. 



Vjfam. "What! frighted with 'false fire? 

Why, let the atrnekeu deer go weep, 

The hart ungalMd plaj ; 
For some mast watch, while aoma mnt 

So runs the world away. 






good Horatio, I '11 take the ghost's word for a thou- 
sand pound. Didst perceive* Upon the talt of the 
poisooiDg ? ~ 
)r. I did very well note him 

im. Ah, ha ! — Come, some music 1 come, the recorders I' 
Rosencrantz and Gull den stern hastily enter. 
, Gvil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a 'word with you. 

Hum. Sir, a whole 'histoiy. 
■ Guil. The King, sir,— 
I Sam. Ay, sir! what of him? 

"ml. Is in his retirement, marvellous distempered ** 
L Sam. With drink, su'? 
k6ut7. No, my lord ; rather with 'choler. 
%Sam. Your wisdom should show itself richer to signify 
this to bis 'doctor ; for, for 'me to put him to bis pur- 
gation . . . would perhaps plunge him into far 'more 
choler. 
Oviil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some ' frame, 

and start not so 'wildly from my affair. 
Sam. I am ' tame, sir ; — pronounce. 
Ouil. The Queen, your mother, in most great affliction of 

spirit, hath sent me to you. 
Sam. You are welcome. 
I Ouil- Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the 'right 
breed. If it shall please you to make me a wholesome 
answer, I will do your mother's commandment. 
\.Sam. Sir, I cannot. 
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Quil. Wliat, my lord ? 

Sam. Make you a 'wholeeome anawei' ; my wit 's 'diseased : 

but, sir, such ajiswer as I 'can make, you shall com- 
mand ; or, rather, as you say, my 'mother : therefore 

no more, but to the matter. My mother, you say,— 
Ros. Tlipn, thus she says. Your behaviour hath struck her 

into amazemeot and admiration. 
Ham. O 'wonderful son, that can so astonish a 'mother ! — 

But is there no 'sequel, at the heels of this mother's 

adcaii'ation f impart. 
Ros. She desires to speak witb you in her closet, ere you 

go to bed. 
Ilaiit. We shall obey, were she ' ten times our mother. 

Have you any further trade" with us I 
Ros. My lord, you 'once did love me T 
Ham. And do 'still, by these pickers and stealers.'' 
Ro8. Good my loi'd, what ia your 'cause of distemper? you 

do sui'ely" bar the door upon your own liberty, if you 

deny your griefs to your 'friend. 
Ham. Sir, ... I lack 'advancement. 
Roe. How can ' that be, when you have the voice^ of the 

King himself for your 'succession in Denmark ? 
Ham. Ay, sir, but " While the grass grows "'' — the proverb 

is something musty.' 

A Musician enters with recorders, and withdraws. 

0, the recorders ; let me see one. . , Why do you go 

about to recover the wind* of me, as if you would drive 

me into a toilt 
GvH. O, my lord, if my duty be too 'bold, my 'love is too 

unmannerly. 
Ham. I do not well understand that. Wdl you play upon 

this pipe t 
Ouil. My lord, I cannot. 
Ham. I pray you. 
Gvil. 'Believe me, I cannot. 
Ham. [ToHos.) I do beseech 'you. 
^(18. I know no ' touch of it, my lord. 
Ham. It is as easy as 'lying -. govern these ventages" with 

your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, 

and it will discourse most eloquent music. Look you, 
e the stops.'' 



Guil. But these cannot I commajid to an; utterance of 
harmony ; I Lave not the skill. 

IHmn. Why, look you uow, Low unworthy a thiDg you 
make of 'me. You woiild play upon 'me ; you would 
seem to kuow 'my stops ; you would pluck out the 
' heart of my mystery ;' you would aound mp, from 
my lowest rote to the top of my compass : and there 
is much music, excellent voice, in this little organ, — 
yet cannot you make 'it apeak! Why, do you think 
that ' I am easier to be played-on than a 'pipe ? Call 
me what instrument you will, though you 'can ' fret'' 
me, you cannot 'play upon me. 
Polonias enters to repeal the royal message: 
Pol. My lord, the Queen would speak with you, and 

presently. 
ffam. ... Do you see yonder cloud, that 's almost in shape 

of a 'uamel ? 
Pol. By the mass, and ' 't. is like a camel, indeed, 
flam. Metbinks, it is like a 'weasel? 
Pol. It is 'backed like a weasel. 
flam. Or, like a whale ? 
Pol. . . . 'Tery like a whale. 

ifown. Tljen will I come to my mother by-and-by. — They 
fool me to the top' of my ' bent. — I will come by-and-by. 

Pol, IwiUsayso. if^i.i' n.„,. 

I/am. By-and-by is easily said. — Leave me, ' friends. [i,o"i1L'c°!'i. 
'T is now the very 'witching time of night, 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes-out 
Contagion to this world ; now 'could I drink hot blood, 
And do such bitter'' buaineas as the 'day 
Would quake to look-on. Soft ! now to my Mother : — 

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of ' Nero" enter this firm bosom ; 
Let me be 'cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will 'speak daggers to her — but use none ! (ehi. 
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While the Queen is anxiously waiting for her son, the ci 
stricken King has withdrawn into the Chapel, where we overhear 
his fratricidal agitation : 

King. I my offence is 'rank, it smells to heaven ! 
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It bath tlie primal* 'eldest curse upon 't, 
A ' brother's mm-der ! — ' Pray can I not ; 
Though 'inclination be as sharp as 'will, 
My stronger guilt 'defeata my strong intent; 
And, like a man to 'double business bound, 
I stand in pause 'where I shall first 'begir, — 
And both 'neglect I What if this cursed haud 
Were thicker than 'itself with brother's blood, — 
Is there not rain enough In tbe sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves 'mercy, 
But to confront the visage of 'offence T 
And what 's in 'prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be ' forestalled, ere we come to fall. 
Or 'pardoned, being down * Then'' I '11 look 'up, 
My fault is 'past. But, 0, what ' form of prayer 
Can serve 'my turnt "'Forgive me my foul mur- 
der 1" — ■ 
That cannot be ; since I am still possessed 
Of those effects for which I 'did the murder, — 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my Queen, 
May one be 'pai'doned, and 'retain tbe offence? . . . 
In the corrupted currents of this 'world. 
Offence's gilded hand may shove-by justice ; 
And oft, 't is 'seen, the wicked 'prize itself 
Buya-out the 'law: But 't is not so 'above; 
' There is no shuffling ; there the action lies 
In his 'true nature ; and we ourselves compelled, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give-in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 
Try what 'repentance can : what can it 'not.1 
Yet what can it, when one 'can 'not repentt 
O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death 1 
O limed" soul, that, struggling to be 'free. 
Art more 'engaged ! Help, angels ! — Mate assay : 
Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heait, with strings of steel, 
Be soft, as sinews of the new-born babe ! 
All 'may be well ! 
i the King retires and kneels, Hamlet is passing to his moth- 



IJam. . . . 'Now might I do it, 'pat,^ now he is 'praying ; 
And now I '11 'do 't !— And so he goes to 'heaven : 
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And 'so am I revengedT that would be scanned :" 
A villaiu kills my father ; atid, for that, 
I, bis sole son, do this same villain 'send to heaven. 
Why, this Ib Lire-and-'salaiy, 'not revenge. — 
He took my father 'grosely, full of bread ;" 
With all his crimes broad-blown, as flush" as May ; 
And how his audit" stands, who knows save Heaven? 
But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'T is ' heavy with him. And am I, then, 'revenged, 
To take 'him in the 'purging of his soul, 
When he is fit and seasoned for hia passage ? No ! 
Up, Bwopd ; and know thou a more 'horrid hent :" 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 
At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in 't ; 
'Then trip him, 'in his sins. . . . My mother atays. 
This physic but 'prolongs thy sickly days. i*:"". 

The wretched King, ienoranl of (he horrible mercy which has 

thus spared his life, rises and exclaims : 

King. My 'words fly 'up, my ' thoughts remain ' below : 

Words, 'without thoughts, never to ' heaven go. ik>i' svcm. 



Poloniua has preceded the Prince to the Quei 
the Ghost of the murdered Hamlet is again to 
active revenge. As the Prince approaches, Pol 
overhear, conceals himself behind the tapestry. 



s closet, where 



ruptly 



Ham. Now, mother! What 's the matter 1 

Queiin. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 'offended. 

Ham. Mother, 'you have 'my Father much offended. 

Queen. Come, come ! you answer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go ! 'you 'question with a 'wicked' tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet* 

Ham. What 'a the matter 'now ? 

Queeyi. Have you forgot 'me? 

Ham. No, by the rood,' not so : 

You are the Queen, — joui- husband's ' brother's wife ; 

And — 'would it were not so I- — you are 'my 'mother. 
Queen. Nay, then, I '11 set those to you that 'can 'speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall not^ budge ; 

You go not, till I set you up a glass 

Where you may see the 'inmost part of you. 
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Queen. WLat wilt tbou doT thou wilt cot 'murder met 
Help, help, hoi 

PDlonius behind tlte arras exclaima : 
J^ot. What, ho 1 help, help, help 1 
/I(im. How now I a rat * ' Dead for a dueat, dead! 
Hamlet furiously stabs through the tapestry, and kills Polonius. 
Qiteen. O me, what hast thou done ? 
//ant. Nay, I know not : 1h it the King T 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
Ilam. . . . A. ' bloody deed : — 'AlmoBt fta bad, good mother, 

Ab ' kill a king, and 'marry with hie ' brother. 
Queeit. Aa 'kill a king? 

//am. Ay, laily, 't was my word. 

^^ He lifts-up the anas and discovers Polonius. 

^^^H Thou wretched, rash, intruduig fool, farewell! 
^^^1 I took thee fur thy better;" take thy fortune. — 
^^^P Leave wringing of your handB : Peace ! sit you down, 
And let 'me wring your 'heart: for so I 'shall, 
If it be made of 'penetrable stuff! 
Queen. What have I done, that thou 'dar'st wag thy tongue 

In noise bo rude againBt me t 
Ilarn. ' Such an act 

That blurs the grace and hlush of 'modesty ; 
Colls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the 'rose 
From the fair forehea<l of an ' innocent love. 
And seta'' a ' blister there ; makea marriage-vowa 
As false as dicers' oaths : and sweet rehgion 
Makes a rhapsody of 'words ! 
Queen. Ah me ! 'what act? 

JfiitH. Look ' here, — upon ' this picture, and on ' this ! ['^p£',l|'JEJf 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on ' this brow : 
Hyperion's" curls ; the front of Jove'' himself ; 
An eye like MarB,° to threaten and command ; 
A station,' like the herald Mercury' 
1 New-lighted on a heaven -kissing hill ; 

A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where 'every god did seem to set his seal, 
L To give the world assurance of a 'man. 

^^K^ This 'was your husband. — Look you now, what fol- 
^^^^^ lows 
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Here ' ia your liusbaud i like a ' mildew'd ear," 
Blastiug'' hia wholesome brother. Have yuu eyeaT 
Could you on this fair mountain 'leave to fectl. 
And batten" on this 'moor 1 Ha, ' have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it ' love ; for, at 'your age. 
The hey-day" in the blood ia tame, it 'a humble, 
And waits upon the 'jadgement: and 'what judgement 
Would step from this, to 'this? Shame, where ia 

thy bluah ? 
' Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more ! 

Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very 'soul: 
No more, sweet Hamlet ! 
[ Ham. A 'murderer, and a 'villain ! 

A 'slave, that ia not t^ventieth part the ' tithe 
Of your 'precedent lord : — a 'Vice' of kinga ; 
A cut-purse' of the empire and the rule ; 
That, from a shelf, the precious diadem 'stole. 
And put it in his pocket I A king of shreda and 

patches, — 

The GhoBt appears : 
. . . Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
¥ou heavenly guards ! — What would your gracious 

' Qhoat. Do not forget. 'This visitation 

Is but to ' whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look I amazement on thy mother aits : 
O, step between ' her, wnd her fighting 'soul 1 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How ia it with you, lady? 

Queen. Alas, how ia 't with 'you, 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 

And with the iucorporal air do hold diacoui'se t 

gentle Hamlet, whereon do you look T 

I Ham. On 'him, on him! — liOok you, how pale he glares! 
His form and cause conjoined, jireaehiug to 'atonea 
Would make ' them capable." — Do not look upon me ; 
Lest, with thia piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects :'' then, what I have to do 
Will want ' true colour ; ' tears, perchance, for ' blood. 
een. To whom do you speak this ? 

^To. ^ dcBtroylnt; (aes G«ii:Hla. xJL, fi-7^ ' feed grouLy. ' Ugh ilay, 

ilet. s at fur iictluu, liitalllgent! 
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Ham. Do 'you see nothing — there ? 

Queen. . . . Nothing at all ; yet ali that ' is I see. 

Ilam. Nor did you notbiDg 'hear? 

Queen. No, 'nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you 'there! look, how it Bteals away! 

My father,— in his habit, aa he 'bved ! 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the poi tal ! 

Queen. This is the very 'coinage of your brain ; 

This ' bodilesH creation, ecatacy' is very cunniiig in. 

Ham. Ecatacy? 

' My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music. It is 'not madness 
That I have uttered : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will 're-word ; which madness 
Would 'gambol' from. Mother, for love of Grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, 
That uot 'your 'trespass, but 'my 'maduess, speaks ; 
It will but skin and tilm the ulcerous place ; 
"Whilst rank corruption, mining all 'within, 
■Infects unseen. 'Confess yourself — to 'Heaven ! 
' Repent what 's 'past ; 'avoid what is to 'come. 

Queen. Hamlet, thou bast cleft my heart in twain ! 

Ham. O, throw away the 'worser part of it. 
And live the 'purer with the 'other half. 
Good night! 'Assume a virtue, if you 'have it not; 
And when 'you are desirous to be 'bless'd, 
'I '11 blessing 'beg of you. — For this same lord, [''i°!,wi;" 
I do repent : but Heaven hath pleas'd it so, 
To punish me with 'this, and this with 'me, 
That ' I must be theu' sconrge and minister." 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night . . . 
I must be 'cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad 'begins, but* worse remains 'behind,— indut 



When the King hears of the death of Polontus, he feels that such 
a fate might have been his own, and resolves to get rid of the Prince 
hy sending him to England. In the meantime, Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstem are directed to find out, from Hamlet, where the corpse 
of the old LoTd Chamberlain has been concealed ; but his whim- 
sical, evasive answers only perplex them : 

Rob. What have you done, my lord, with the dead body ? 
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Ifain. Compounded it with 'tlust, whereto 't is kin. 

Ros. 'Tell UB where 't iai that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the Chapel. 

Ifavi. Do not beheve it. 

Ron. Believe what ? 

Mam. That I can keep 'your counsel, and not mine 'own. 
Besides, to be demanded by a 'sponge !' What repli- 
cation should be made by the son of a 'kingi 

Jios. Take you 'me for a sponge, my lord? 

Mam. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the King's countenance,^ his 
rewards, his authorities." But such officers do the 
Eing best aeryice in the 'end : he keeps them, like an 
ape, in the corner of his jaw i first 'mouthed, to be last 
'swallowed : When he needs what you have gleaned, it 
is but . . . 'squeezing you ; and, sponge, you shall he 
'dry again, 

Ros. I understand you not, nay lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it ;— a ' knavish speech sleeps in a ' fool- 
ish ear. 

The King enters : 

King. Now, Hamlet ! . . .Where 's Polonius T 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper! Where? 

Ham. Not where he 'eats, but where he is 'eaten; a certain 
convocation of politic 'worms" are e'en at hjm. Your 
worm is your only 'emperor for diet : we fat all crea- 
tures else to fat 'us, and we fat 'ourselves for ' maggots : 
your fat king, and your lean beggar, is but 'variable ser- 
vice ; two dishes, but to one table ; that 's the end. 

King. 'Where 'is 'Polonius? 

Ham. In ' heaven : 'send thither to see ; if your messenger 
find him not there, seek him . . . i' the 'other place, 
'yourself. But, indeed, if you 'find him not, within 
this month you shall 'nose him — as you go up the stairs 
into the lobby. 

King. P'.Vh?'^] Go seek him there. 

Ham. . . . He will stay till ye come. ["^^"o"' 

Kin;/. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety. 
Must send thee 'hence with fiery quickness ; 
The bark is ready ; everything is bent 
For 'England. 
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Hum. For England! Good. 

Kini/. 80 is it, if thou knew'et our" 'purposes. 

Ham. I see a 'cherub that sees them!* — But, come; for 

England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 
King. Thy loving ' father, Hamlet T 
Hum. Mj mother: Father and mother ia man and wife ; 

man and wife is one flesjh ; and ao, my 'mother. Come, 

for England ! [p-it 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with 'speed aboard ; 

Delay ifc not, I '11 have him hence to-night. ["^TrliS"' 
I And, England, if 'my loTe thou hold'st at aught,'' — 
^m Effect his present death ; for, till I know 't is done, 
^M Howe'er my 'haps,' my 'joys were ne'er begun. le<h. 

This sudden removal of the apparently reckless Prince, was to 
secure the King bora brther perturbation ; and England (which at 
that time paid iribule lo Denmarkj was selected as the obedient 
scene of dealh ; the perfidious custodians, Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern, holding the King's written instructions to have his 
bloody purpose executed. 

As Hamlet prepares for his departure, he learns that young For- 
tinbras, the Prince of Norway, is in arms against the Poles, to 
fight for the possession of a petty patch of worthless territory ; and 
this suggestion — that a brother Prince will risk his life on a point 
of honour,^again stirs Hamlet to be nobly daring in an act of 

Ham. How 'all occaHions do inform against me. 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a 'man, 
If his chief good, and market' of his time. 
Be but to sleep, and feed? a 'beast, — no more. 
Sure, He, that made us with such large diecourse,' 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability, aud godlike 'reason. 
To fust' in us 'unused. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the 'event,' — 
(A thought which, quartered," hath but 'one part wis- 
dom, 
Antl ever 'three pai-ta cowai-d,) — I do not know 
Why yet ' I live to say, " This thing 's to 'do ; " 
Sith' I have cause, and wUl, and strength, and 'means 
To do 't. Examples, gross aa earth, exhort me : 
"Witness this army, of such mass and charge, 
lied by a delicate and tender Prince 1 



to 



WliOBe epiiit, with divine ambition puffed. 
Makes 'moutlie" at tbe invisible event ; 
Exposing what is mortal and unsure. 
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare. 
Even for an 'egg-shell. 'Rightly to be great, 
Is — not to stir without great 'argument,'' 
But greatly to find quarrel in a 'straw, 
When 'honour 'b at the stake. How stand 'I, then. 
That have a father killed, a mother stained, 
Excitements of my 'reason and my 'blood, 
And let 'all 'sleep 1 while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty ' thousand men, 
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame, 
Go to their gi-ares like ' beds ; fight for a plot" 
I Whereon the numbers cannot ivy the cause ; 

I Which is not tomb enough, and continent,'' 

I To 'hide the slain ■?— O, from this time forth, 

' My thoughts be bloody, or be 'nothing worth ! iei". 

Meanwhile, Ihe Lady Ophelia has become crazed with giief for 
the loss of her father by the hand of her lover : she passes her 
weary hours in love-lorn lamentations, mingled with sorrowful 
ravings and homely songs. The King and Queen lament Ihe sad 
event wbich had so rudely overthrown the sanity of the gentle 
Ophelia: 
King. This is the 'poison of deep grief; it springs 

All from her father's death ; O Gertrude, Gertrude, 
I When sorrows come, they come not 'single spies, 

i But in 'battalions ! 

Suddenly, tumultuous noises are heard. Laertes, on being in- 
formed of his father's death, instantly left France ; and now, 
aided by a band of riotous Danes, he forces his way into the Palace : 
Tiatr. Where is this Kingl^Sirs, ataud you all without. 

thou vile King, give me my father I 
King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rebellion looks so 'giant-like ? 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 

There 's such 'divinity doth hedge a 'king, 

That treason can but 'peep to what it would. 
Laer. Where is my father T 
King. Dead. 

Laer. How 'came he dead ? I '11 not be juggled with : 

To this point I stand, — 
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H That both the worlds' I g'ive to negligence, 
H Let come what cornea ; only I '11 be 'reveng'd, 
Most throughly,'' for toy father. 
Kivg. Good Laertes, that 'I am guiltleaa of your father's 
death, 
And am most sensibly in 'grief for it. 
It shall as level to your 'judgement pierce, 
Ab day does to your 'eye. Leud but your patience. 
And we shall 'jointly labour, with your soul, 
To give it due content. 
Z^er. 'Iiet this be so; 

HiB means of death, his obscure burial, 
Cry to be beard, as 't were from heaven to earth, 
That I 'must call 't io question. 
Kiny. So you shall ; 

And, where the 'offence is, let the great axe fall. iRx-iai. 



Hamlet — having been conveyed on board a ship bound for Eng- 
land — suspecting some treachery, in the night-lime got secreily at 
the King's dispatches, which gave orders that he should be put to 
death. Bui, erasing his own name, he substituted the namea of 
his two pEifidious associates, Rosencrantz and Cuildcnatern. Soon 
after, some pirates attacked the vessel : Hamlet became iheir pris- 
oner ; but, for a reward, was landed on shore in Denmark. The 
Prince then wrote to the King, informing him of his escape ; and to 
Horatio, explaining the strange chance that led to it. The King 
now enters into a conspiracy with Laertes to kill the Prince. Laertes, 
being an excellent swordsman, is to challenge Hamlet to a friendly 
trial of skill with the foils : but the King suggests, that, by taking ad- 
vantage of Hamlet's want of suspicion, Laertes' weapon, instead of 
being a foil or blunted sword (such as the lawsof chivalry required,) 
should be 'sharp at the point, and dipped in such a deadly poison 
that the slightest scratch might be fatal. The King improves on 
the treacherous plan ; he is to prepare a poisoned draught, that 
Hamlet may drink when heated by the contest. No sooner is 
this agreement made, than the Queen hastily enters ; 
Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 

So fast they follow : — Your Bister 'a drown' d, Laertes. — 

There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 

That shows his huar° leaves in the glassy stream ; 

There, with fantastic garlands did she come, 

Oi crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples i 

But, on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 

Clambering to hang, an envious sliver* broke; 

When down the weedy trophies, and herself, 
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I Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 
[ And, mermaid-like, a wliile they bore her up : 
Which time, she chantecl snatches of old tunes, 
I As one incapable of her own distress ; 
Or lite a creature native and indued 
Unto that element : but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pulled the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. Drown'd ! drown'd I 
Ji^er. Too 'much of water haat thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my ' tears ; But yet 
It ia our trick ;' ' Nature her custom holds, 
Let 'shame say what it will. — Adjeu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire that fain would blaze. 
But that this folly 'drowns" it I 
yar 



^ 
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Gravediggers are quaintly c 
Ophelia's last res ting- place. 

1 VI". Is she to be buried in 'Christian burial, that wilfully 

'seeks her own salvation? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, 'she is ; and therefore make her grave 

straight :" the Crowner" hath sate on her, and 'finds it 
Christian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be,— unless she drowned herself in 

her own defence 1 

2 Clo. Why, 't is 'found so. 

1 Clo. It must be se offendendo;' it cannot be else. For 

here lies the point :^If I drown myself 'wittingly, it 
argues au 'act : and an act Lath ' three branches ; it is, 
to 'act, to 'do, and to 'perform: argal,' she drowned 
herself 'wittingly. 

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver— 

1 Clo. Give 'me leave. . . . Here lies the 'water ; good : here 

stands the 'man ; good ; If the mau 'go to this water, 
and drown 'himself, it is (will-he nill-he,*^) he 'goes; 
mark you that! But, if the water 'come to 'him and 
drown bi?", he drowns 'not himself : argal,' he that is 
not guilty of his own 'death shortens not his own 'life. 

2 Clo. But is this 'law? 

1 C/o. Ay, marry, is 't ; Crowner quesf-law. 
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2 do. Will you ha' the 'truth on 'tl If this had not been 
a 'gentlewoman, she should have been buried 'out of 
Christian burial. 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'et ! And the more pity, that 

'great folk should have countenance in this world to 
drown or bang themselves, more than their 'even- 
Christian." — Come, my sjjade.^There is no 'ancient 
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; 
they hold-up" 'Adam's profession. 

2 Clo. Was 'he a geutlemant 

1 Clo. He was the first, that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost thou understand 

the Scripture? 'The 'Scripture says, "Adam digged:" 
could he dig 'without arm.s ? ... I 'II put 'another ques- 
tion to thee: What is be, that builds 'stronger than 
either the mason the shipwright, or the carpenter ! 

2 Clo. . . . The 'gallows-maker ; for ' that frame outlives a . 

'thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith: the gallows 'does 

well: But 'bow does it well? it does well to those 
that do 'ill: now, 'thou dost ill, to say the gallows is 
built stronger than the 'church: argal, the gallows 
may do well to ' thee. To 't again ; come. 

2 Clo. "Who builds stronger than a mason, a shipwright, 

or a carpenter?"— Marry, 'now I can tell! . . . Mass, I 
'cannot tell. 

Hamlet and Horatio enter, at 3 distance. 
1 Clo. Cudgel thy braiuH no more about it, for your 'dull ass 
willnot mend bis pace witli' beating; aud, when you are 
asked this question next, say, a 'grave-maker: the 
bouses that 'he makes, last till doomsday. Go, fetch 
me a 'stoup'-' of liquor. [i *-,^'^„. 

The Gravedigger, as be throws up shovelfuls of mould, begins 

' In youth, -when I did love, did love, 
Methou^ht it was very itweel, 
To ooottttct, O, the time, tor, ah. ray behove,' 
O, methou^ht, there whs notliiug meet. 
HaiDlet approaches, and, addressing Horatio, censures ihe ill- 
limed levity of the old man ; 



illiutrBto Shakesi 




Sam. Has this fellow no ' feeling of hia buBiness, that he 

'sings at gTave-making T 
ITor. 'Custom hatlimade it in him a property" of 'easiness. 
^/Thfn. "T is e'en so: the band of 'little employment hath 
the 'daintier sense. 

The Gravedigger throws up a skull, and sings : 

|l do. 

Bnt age. with his stealing steps, 
Hath ulaw'd'' me in his alntch, 
And hath shipped me intill the land, 
As if I bad never been such. 
Earn. That skull 'had a tongue in it, and could sing once: 
how the knave jowls" it to the ground, as if it were 
Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first murder !" This 
might be the pate of a 'politician, which this ass now 
o'er-reachea ;" one that would cireumveDt'' 'Heaven, 
might it not ? 
ffor. It might, my lord. 

" im. Why, e'en ao, and now my Lady Worm's ! chapless,* 
and knocked about the mazzard'' with asexton's spade. 
Here 'b fine revolution, an we had the trick to see 't i 
Did these bones coat no more the breeding, but to 
play at loggats' with them T mine ache to think on 't. 
The Gravedigger, resuming his song, again throws up a skull ; 
1 Clo. 

A piuk-aze, and a spade, a apade, 

For-andJ a shrouding sheet ; 
O, a pit of clay for to bo made 
For Buoh a guest is meet. 
im. There's another: why may not that be the ekull 
of a 'lawyer? Where be bis quiddits" 'nowl hia 
quillets?' his cases? hi& tenures, and bis tricks ? Why 
does he suffer this rude knave 'now to knock iiim 
about the sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not ' tell 
him of his "Action of Battery"? I will 'speak to this 
fellow. — 'Whose grave 's this, sir? 
1 Clo. Mine, sir.— 



Hiim. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou ' liest in 't. 

■ pconliar poKMUHlon, >■ O. K. canulit. i^ tliruwa J mo Oemaia n 

' O. It. Cm- ofac«. ' Dnf*lt, <1.v,'iv,-. . withMiit th- lowfr l»w, '■ «\ 

I ■ gune lUke niiu-pliiB) pUye.1 »l<h Ioeb. i likcwlie, besidsB. ' legHl enbtli^t 
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1 Clo. Tou lie 'out on 't, sir, and tlierefore it is not 'yours ; 

for 'my part, 1 do 'not lie in 't, and yet it is 'mine. 
TFam. Thou 'dost lie in 't, to ' be in 't and 'say it is thine ; 

't is for tlie 'dead, not for the quick ;* therefore, thou 

1 Clo. 'T is a 'quick'' lie, sir ; 't will away again, from me to 

you. 
Ham. What man dost thou dig it for T 
1 t'lo. For 'no man, sir. 
Ham. What ' woman, then T 
1 Clo. For none, neither. 
Ham. Who is to be 'buried in 'tT 
1 Clo, One that 'was a woman, sir ; but, rest her soul, ahe 'b 

dead. 
Ham. How absolute" the knave is ! we must speak by the 

card,'' or equivocation" will undo ub. — How long haet 

thou been a grave-maker 1 
1 Clo. ... Of all the days i' tUe year, I came to 't that day 

that our last King Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 
Ham. How long is that since? 
1 Vlo. Cannot you tell' that ? every ' fool can tell that. It 

was the very day that 'young Hamlet was 'bom ; he 

that is mad, and sent into England. 
Ham. Ay, marryl 'Why was he sent into England ? 
1 Clo. Why? 'because he was mad: he shall 'recover hie 

wits there ; or, if he do 'not, 't is no great matter 

' there. 'T will not be 'seen in him there ; ' there the 

men are as mad as he. 
Hatii. How 'came he mad? 
I Clo. 'Faitli, e'en with losing his wits, 
Hani. Upon what ground I' 
1 Clo. Why, here, in Denmark. — I have been Sexton here, 

man and boy, thirty years. 
Ham. . . . How long will a man lie i' th' earth ere he 'rot ? 
1 Clit. I' faith, if he be not rotten 'before he die, he will last 

you some eight year, or nine year : a ' tanner will last 

you 'nine year. 
Hum. Why he more than another ? 
1 Clo. Why, sir, 'his hide is so tanned with his trade, that 

he will keep out 'water a great while : and your water 

is a sore decayer of your dead body. — Heie 's a skull 

now Lath Iain i' the eai-th . . . tbree-aud-twenty years. 



WMani. Whose was it 1 

1 1 Clo. A pestilesce on bim for a mad rogue ! he poured a 
flagou of Bhesish* on my head once. This same ekuU, 
air, waa ' Torick'a skull, the King's Jester. 

\^am. This? Let me see. ['^""I"'] Alaa, poor Toriok ! — I 
'knew him, Horatio : a fellow of infinite jest, of moat 
excellent fancy : he hath boroe me on his back a thou- 
sand times. Here hung those lips, that I Ijave kissed I 
know not how oft ; and now, how abhorred in my im- 
agination it is!" Where be your gibes 'now? your 
gambols t yoursonga^ your flashes of merriment, that 
were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one now, 
to mock your own grinning i quite chap-fallen !° Now, 
get you to my ' Lady's chamber ; and tell her,— Let her 
paint an 'inch thick, to this favour'' 'she must come; 
make her laugh at ' that ! — 

But soft, but soft I aside : — here come^e Eing, 
The Queen, the coui-tiers. Who is that they follow ? 
Couch we awhile, and mark. 
Hamlet and Horatio retire, as the funeTal procession forms 
around the grave. L.aerte5 inquires of the Priesl : 

I Xmer. What ceremony else^ 

I J'riest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarged" 

As we have warranty ;' her death waa doubtful ; 

And, but that great command o'ersways the order,' 

She should in ground 'un-sanctilied have lodged, 

Till the last trumpet. 
I Zaer. Must there no 'more be done ? 
I JPrieat. We should 'profane the Service of the Dead 

To sing sage requiem," and such rest to 'her, 

Aa to 'peace-parted souls. 
I Laer. Lay her i' the earth ; 

And, from her fair and unpolluted fleah, 

May violets spring ! — I teil thee, churUsh 'Priest, 

A minist'ring 'soigel shall my sister be, 

When thou liest 'howling, 
lamlet, now knowing for the fitsi time of Ophelia's death, ejaC' 
I Ulates : 

What ! the fair Ophelia ? 
The Queen advances and scatters Sowers : 
I Queen. Sweets to the Bweet : farewell — 
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»I 'Loped thou BhoiilJBt have been my Hamlet's 'wife : 
I thought thy 'bride-bed to have decked, sweet maid, 
And not Lave strewed thy 'grave. 
While the Queen scatters flowers over the coffin, Laertes gives 

passionate expression lo his grief ; 

iMer. O, treble woe 

Fall 'ten times treble ou that cursed head, 
Whose wicked deed thy moat iugeuiouB" sense 
Deprived thee of! — Hold-off the earth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arma : [ij,^",".",,. 
' Now, 'pile your dust upon the 'quick'' and dead. 
Till of this flat a 'mountain you have made, 
To o'er-top old Pelion," or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus." 

Hamlet advances ; 

Sam. What iB he whose grief 

Bears 'suolpaD empha^^is ^ whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjui'es the wandering 'stars, and makes them 'stand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. [^h7''G'^i!l.° 

Laer. The devil take thy aoul ) [2"il''bi" 

Ham. Thou pray'st not 'well. 

I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from nay throat ; 
I'or though I am not splenitive and rash. 
Yet have I something in me <langerouB, 
Which let thy wiseness fear. Away thy handl 

King. Fluck them asunderl 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon 'this theme, 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. . . . 
I 'loved Ophelia : forty ' thousand brothers 
Could not, with 'all their quantity of love, 
Make up 'my sum.^What wilt thou 'do for her ? 
Won't'' weep? won't fight? won't fast t won't tear thy- 
self ? 
'I '11 do 't. — Dost thou come here to 'whine 1 
To outface 'me with 'leaping in her 'grave ? 
'Be buried quick' with her, and so will 'I: 
And, if thou prate of 'mountains, let them throw 
' Millions of acres on us ; till our ground, 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make Ossa' like a 'wart! Nay, an thou 'It 'mouth,' 
'111 rant as well as 'thou. 



Queen. This is mere madness! Anon he will be patie: 
Sam. Hear you, sir : 

»Wliat is the 'reason tbafc you use me thus? 
I loved 'yon 'ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what be may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. i 



The youthful coinbatantB 
The trial of skill in fencing 

the speclalors, the King lays a great wager on behalf of Hamlet. — 
Horatio, knowing the skill of Laertes as a fencer, says to Hamlet: 

Mor. Tou will 'lose this wager, my lord. 
Mmn. ' I do not think so : since he went into France I have 
■ . been in continual practice ; I shall win at the odds.' 
I Thou wouldst not think how ill all 's here about my 

heart 1 It is but foolery ; but it ia such a kind of gain- 
giving" as would perhaps trouble a 'woman. 
IZor. If your 'mind dislike anything, obey it ; I will fore- 
stall their repair hither, and 'aay you are not fit. 
Mam. Not a ■whit, we defy 'augury: — there is a 'special 
providence in the fall of a 'sparrow." If it be 'now, 
't ia not to 'come ; if it be not to come, it will be 'now ; 
if it be not 'now, yet it 'will come ; the 'readiness is all. 
^There 's a Divinity that 'shapes our ends, 
I ' Eough-hew them how we wOl. 



The whole Court is now assembled to witness the sword-play, 
ostensibly devised to arouse the melancholy Prince. All pre- 
arrangements have been duly made :— The foil of Laertes, instead 
of being blunt, has been sharpened and smeared with a deadly 
unction. The poison for the draught is at hand. The Queen, and 
the Courtiers, are ignorant of these cruel preparations. 

Han 



Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I 've done you 'wrong ; 
But 'pardon it, aa you are a gentleman. 
Let my disclaiming from a 'purposed evil 
Free me so far in your nuost generous thought,- 
That I have shot my arrow 'o'er the hotise, 
And hurt my 'brother." 
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L>Ber(es basely and dissemblingly seems to accept the apology : 
ItOer. I (]o receive your offered love 'like love. 

And will not wrong it. 
Sam. I embrace it ' freely ; 

And will this brother's wager fraukly play. — 
I '11 be 'your foil, Laertes : in mine 'ignornnce. 
Your 'skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night. 
Stick fiery off' indeed. 

The King rises : 
King. Set me the stoups" of wine upon that table — 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Let all the battlements tlieir ordnance fire: 
The King shall drink to 'Hiuulet's better breath ; 

■ And let the kettle' to the trumpet apeak, 

■ The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 

I The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth, 

" Now the King drinks to ' Hamlet ! " — Come, begin ;■ — 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 
The first passes result in Hamlet's success. The King says : 
King. Hamlet, ' this pearl is ' thine : — Give him the cup. 
Hum. I '11 play this bout first ; set it by awhile. 

The second passes are equally successful ; again drums and 
trumpets sound in Hamlet's honour, and the long-throated artillery 
booms forth its applause. His mother says : 
queen. The 'Queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

The King hurriedly saya to her : 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. . . . 

[AiUe.i It is the 'poisoned cup : it is too late I 

Laertes whispers to the King : 

Laer. My lord, I '11 'hit him now. — And yet it is almost 
Against my conscience 1 

Hamlet calls : 
Ham. Come, for the 'third, Laertes. You but dally: 
I pray you, pasa^ with your best violence : 
I am afeard you make a "wanton" of me. 
Laer. Say you so I come on. Have at you now I 
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Hor. They bleed on both sidee.— How is it, my lord 1 — 
How is 't, Laertes % 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine own epringe ;■ 
I am justly killed with mine 'own treacheiy. 
The dying Prince asks for his mother : 

-Ham. How does the Queen t 

King. She hwoodb'' to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear Hamlet ! 
The diink, the di'ink 1 I am poison 'd. ['^"a'tSi" 

Hamlet exclaims : 

Ham. O villainy ! — Ho ! let the doors be lock'd I 
Treachery I seek it out. 

The dying Laertes says : 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet. Hamlet, thou art 'slun ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee yood : 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treacherous icstrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated" and envenomed. The foul practice"" 
Hath turned itself on 'me ; lo I here I lie. 
Never to rise again. Thy 'mother 's 'poisoned ! . . , 
I can no more. The Kiug, the ' King 's to blame ! 

Ham. The 'point t envenomed too! Then, venom, to thy 

Heie, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane. 
Drink off this potiou ! Pollow my mother. [^""ai,,'"' 

i furiously stabbed by the frantic Prince. 

n the agony of death, continues : 

Laer. He is 'justly served ; 

It is a poison tempered'' by 'himself.— 
Eschange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet ; 
Miue, and my 'father's death, come not upon 'thee, — 
Nor thine on 'me! [>■;;■;;" 

Ilarn. 'Heaven make thee free of it! I 'follow thee. — 
You that look pule and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time, — as this fell' sergeant. Death, 
la strict in his arrest, — oh ! I could tell you, — 
But let it be. — Oh, good Horatio ! what a wounded n am j, 
(Things standing thus unknown,) shall live behind* me ! 
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If thou didst ever hold me in thy heai-t, 

Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

And in this hursh world draw thy breath in pain 

To tell my story. ["T.',',""",^"'"' 

. . . What warlike noise is thia? 
Lor'/. Toiing For tinbras, with conqaest come from Poland, 

To the ambassadors of England givea 

This warlike Tolley. 
71(1111. 0, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison cjuite o'er-crows" my spirit; 

I cannot live to ' hear the news from England ; 

But I do prophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras : he has 'my dying voice : . , . 

The rest is silence. [djo. 

JToi: Now cracks a noble heart. — Good night, sweet 
Piince i 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest I 
EsD OP HiMLET, Pkince op Denmabk. 



8 FKOM THE FIBST QUAnTO: 

THE TRAGICALL HISTORIE OF HAMLET, 

PRINCE OF DENMARKE, 
160J. 



» wlra THE Texi of the Fiubt Folio (IBM) ok p, 
Sam. O that tbi« too miioh grieu'il uud Biitlied Ucali 
Wuuld melt to iiotiiing, or that tlie viiiuflraall 
Globe of liuauea would tnrne nl to a Chaiis I 
God within two monetha ; no not two : maiied, 
Mine viicle : O let ma uot thitike of it, 
. Mj fathers brother : but no moie like 

' My father, tlieu I to Eereuies. 

I Within two months, ere yet the sait of moat 

^^^H ynrighleouB teatea had left tbi^ir flnHhiug 
^^^^L In her giilled eyes : she married, God, a beast 
^^^H DeuDjd of TL'ttsim would not lia.ue made 
^^^H Such speeds ; Frailtie, thy name is Woman, 
^^^^H "Why Hbe would hang on him, as if incrtiBse 
^^^^1 Qt appetite had growce by what it looked on. 
^^^^B O wicked wicked speede, * * • 
^^^^H Ere yet tbe ebouHS were olde, 
^^^r The which she followed my deod fstbera corse 
^^^ Like Nyohe, all teares : married, well it is not, 

Nor it cannot come to Rood ! 
lint breake my heart, fur I moat bolde my tongue. 
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For Heunba, wliy whnt ia Heunba to liim.or hf to Hei'iihaf 
Wbnt would lie do huc! if be hud my loaaeF 
His futli«r murdreJ. iind a Gronne bereft him, 

rould turne all his tearea to droppea of blood, 
Amaze the stauders by with his laments, 
Htr[k(i more then wouder in the iudiciaU eares, 
Coufound the ignorant, and muhe mute the wise, 
Indeede hia passion would be generall. 
Tet I like to an asae and lohn a Dreamea, 
Hailing mj father murdred hy a villaine, 
Stand atill,and let it passe, why sare I am a coward : 
I Who plnckes me by the beard, or twites my nose, 

^^^_ Qine's me the lie I'tb tbroate downe to the lungs, 
^^^^L Sure I should take it, or else I haue no gall, 
^^^H Or by this I should a fatted all the region kites 
^^^^E Witli this slan^ offetl, this damned villaine, 
^^^g^ Treacherous, bloody, 'mHrderou 8 villaine: 

Wby this is brane, that I the aonne of my deare father. 

Should like a scalion, like a very drabbe 

Thosrnile in wordea. About my braine, 

I hane heard that guilty creatures sitting at a play, 

» Hath, by the very cunning of the scene, confeat a, marder 
Committed long before. 
This spirit that 1 haue seene may be the Diuell, 
And out of mj weakenesse and my melanoholy. 
As he is very potent with such men, 
Doth seeke to damne me, I will haue sounder proof es. 
The play's the thing, 
Wherein Pie eatch the conscience of the King. emt. 

Ham. To be,or not to be. I there's the point, 
To Die, to aleepe.ia that all? I nil : 
No, to sleepe.to dreame, 1 mury there it goes. 
For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 

And borne before an enerlasting ludge, 

^^■^ From whence no passenger euer retnr'nd, 

^^^^B The vndlscouered country, at whose sight 

^^^H The happy smite. and the aucursed damn'd. 

^^^H But for thi«,the ioyfult hope of this, 

^^^^B Whol'd beare the scorues and flattery of the world, 

^^^^1 SooTQcd by the right rich, the rich curssed of the poore? 

^^^^P The widow being oppressed, the orphan wrong'd, 

^^^^1 The taste of haoger, or a tirants ra^ne, 

^^^f And thousand more calamities besides, 

^^^^ To grant and sweate vnder Ihiw weary life, 

r Wheo that he may bis full Quielui make, 

I With a bare bodkin, who would this indure, 

f But for a hope of somethiug after death? 

Which pusles the braine, and datb. confound the sence. 
Which makes vs rather beare those euilles we haue. 
Than flie l« others that we know not of. 
I that,0 this conscience mades cowardes of vs all, 
lady in thy orizons, be all my ainnas remembred. 



OTHELLO, 

THE MOOR OF VENICE. 



Jealousy is the maBlerpassion of several Shakespearean heroes— 
Leomes. m ■' The Winter's Tale"— Posihumus, in '■ Cymbeline''— 
Ford, in "The Merry Wives of Windsor"— and chiefly "Othello." 
The author of ■■The Night Thoughts " — Dr. Edward Young— in 
his Tragedy of " The Revenge," tan ambitious rival of Olhello,) 
thus forcibly describes the passion of jealousy : 
" I have turned o'er the catalogue of woes 
Which sting the heart of man, and find none equal : 
It is the hydra of calamities, the seven-fold death ; 
The jealous are the damned." 



/ed from the Tale of 
."written in Italian, 
The 



The outi 
the Moor ii 

but early translated into French, and ihence into English, 
dale of composition is uncertain ; but the Play is said to have been 
performed before Queen Elizabeth (in 1602-) by Burbidge's players,— 
Shakespeare's Company, — and again before the Court, in 1605. It 
was at this time the policy of the Theatres not 10 print their most 
papular plays : so the first edition of this Tragedy did not appear 
until i6ja— six years after Ihe author's death— when it was issued 
■a a separate quarto; a bookseller's speculative piracy. preceding 
by one year its publication in the first folio collection of Shake, 
speare's plays in 1623 : — it contains many lines, and even speeches, 
not found in the quarto." 

The passions which the Tragedy of Othello excites must call 
forth general sympathy. All well-constituted minds, whelher the 
inmates of the lofty mansion, or Ihe lowlycol-all to whom house- 
hold peace and honoured honourable love are de: 
with intensity of interest, the windings of this plot 
mencement to its heart-rending catastrophe. Shakespeare, in 
this the greatest of the world's domestic dramas, has struck a 
chord which agonizingly and incessantly vibrales. 



It follow, 
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The difficulUes attendant on Che pUlform reading of Othello are 
great. The revolting part or the subject is painted in Bucb 
masterly colours that " propriety " of cKpressiun is frequently lost 
sight of in the wild glare of passion. Modern conventionaliBm 
may— must — reject many of the agonized expressions of the en- 
raged " child of the sun," Othello, the noble Moor ; as well as of 
the malignant cynicisms of the villain laRO-lhe prototype, in 
some respects, of Milton's Satan, and Goethe's Mephistopheles : 
and the Editor has been frequently perplexed how to convey the 
spirit of the author without yielding altogether to that easily 
offended propriety, which would omit or soften every bold, 
vivacious, or truthful expression; making the would-be " decent 
ear" — which in our day brooks not the natural utterances of 
passion — the umpire of moral purity. It is possible to carry 
such decency too far, yet not prudent to ignore its social claim to 

tional limits have been overstepped, the Reader's kindly judge- 
tnent and pardon roust be entreated. 



The characters retained in this CoDdensatia: 



Tbb DtTKE or Venice, 
Bbabantio, a Senator of Venice, 

faVwr of Deedemoaa. 
Gbitiano, BrotlUT to lirabantio, 

llncie i/f Deademuna. 
Lonovtco, Kiniman to Brabantio, 

Amba^iadorfrom Venice. 
OrsBtLO, a MoorMi General in the 

eervice of the Venetian Stale. 
OiiHaio, ?iie Lieutenant. 
Iaqo, Ail Andent or EnHgn. 



UoDEBioo, a Venetian fop in low 

fnith Desdemona. 
MoNTASo, Othelto'g Predeceiaor 

in the Oovernment of Cgprwi. 

DzesEuoNA, Daugliter to Bra- 
bant and Wife to Othello. 

EMtMA, her Attendant, Wife to 
logo. 

Offcera, Qenilemen, and Attettd- 



L 



The first Scene presents to us a Street in Venice, where we over- 
hear Roderigo and lago in earnest conversation. Roderigo ia a 
young gentleman of easy morals and abundant means ; and lago 
has fastened on him like a leech to bleed his purse. The victim is 
complaining that he had not had money's worth of lago's services, 
in not being informed of Othello's marriage ; Roderigo being a 
special admirer of the fair bride, Desdemona, 

Hod. TuHb, never tell 'me ; I take it much unkindly 
That thou, lago, — who hast bad my purae 
Aa if the 'atringH were thine, — Bhotildst ' know of this. 

lago. But you 11 not hear rae :— If ever I did 'di'eam 
Of such a matter, abhor me. 

.Rod. Thou told'st me, thou didat lio\d'ii\TO.\ti'\ta^'''os*K„ 
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lagtj. Dettpise me, if I do 'not. 'Three great ones of the 
city, 
In personal euit to make me Ma lieutenant, 
Off capped" to him ; — and, by the faith of man, 
I know my 'price ; I 'm worth no 'worse a place ; — 
But be, — aa loving Lis own pride and purposes, — 
Nonsuits luy mediators ; for, " Certea,"" aaya he, 
" I have ttlieady 'chose my officer." 
And what was het A great . . . arlthmetioiaii. 
One Michael Caasio, a Florentine, — 
That never set a squadron in the field. 
Nor the diviHioa of a battle knows 
Kore than a 'spinster. He, sir, bad the election : 
He, in good time, must bis ' lieutenant be. 
And I, Bii',^bleBa the mark ! — bis Moorsbip's 'Ancient." 

Hod. 'I rather would have been bis 'hangman. 

luyi). Now, sir, bo judge yourself, whether I, 

In any 'just term, am affined'' to 'love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not 'follow him, then. 

Iiiffii. 0, sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serve my 'turn upon him: 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and 'duty, 
But 'Meeming ao, for my peculiar end : 
For when my 'outward action doth demonsti-ate 
The native act and ligure of my ' heart 
In compliment extern,' 't in not loug after 
But I will 'wear my heart upon my sleeve, 
For dawB to peck at : I 'am not what I 'seem.' 

liuil. What a 'full fortune does the thick-lips owe," 
If he can carry it thus I 

htgo. Call up her father ; 

Uouse bim : — Make after him, poiaon bia deHght ; 
Proclaim him in the streets. Though that bis joy ' be joy, 
Yet throw such changes'' of 'vexation on 't. 
As it may lose some colour. 

Roll. Here is her father'a house; 1 11 call 'aloud. 

I<iyii. T)o ; witb like timorous accent, and dire yeU, 
As when, (by night and neghgenee,) the ' fire 
Is spied in populoua cities. 

Rod. What, bo 1 Brabantio 1 SigDior Brabantio, ho I 

Ingo. Awake 1 what, bo I Brabantio 1 thieves ! thieves I 
thieves ! 
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Brabantio appears at an upper window. 
Bra. What is the 'reason of this terrible Bummoual 
Rod. Signior, is 'all your family within t 
lago. Sir, you are robbed r for shame! Arise, amel 

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell I 

Arise, I say 1 
Bra. What ! havo you lost your wits T 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know 'my voice? 

My 'name is Eoderigo. 
Bra. The worse" welcome : 

I 've cbai'ged thee not to haunt about my doors. 

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 

My daughter 'b not for ' thee ; and now, in madness, 

(Being full of supper and distempering draughts,) 

ttpon malicious bravery" dost thou come 

To start my quiet. But thou must needs be sure 

My spirit and my place have in them power 

To make this 'bitter to thee. 
^od. Patience, good sir. 

Srii. What tell'st thou me of 'robbing^ this is 'Venice; 

My house is not a 'grange." 
Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

iple and pure soul I come to yon. 
lago. Sir ! you are one of those that wUl not serve heaven, 

if the 'devil bid you. 
Brn. What profane wretch art thou ? 
lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your daughter 

has eloped with the Moor. 
Bra. Thou art a villain 1 
lago. You are — a senator ! 

Bra. This thou shalt 'answer : I know ' thee, Eoderigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will answer 'anything. Straight satisfy yourself : 

If she be in her chamber, or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the State 

For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Give me a taper ! — call up all my people I — 

This accident is not unlike my 'dream ; 

Belief of it oppresses me already. — 

Light, I say 1 light! K.lT' 

While Signior Brabantio is searching the house for his daughter, 
lago hastily says lo Roderigo : 
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Joffo. Fsrendl j for I amst 'leave yoa: 

It tw!«uu not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 
I To Ijc produced (as, if I 'aiay, I sball) 

^^1 'A({iiiiiHt tbe Moor : for, I do know, tite Sl&te 
^^^1 Curinot with nafety 't^aHt* Lim : be 's emlmrked 
^^^P With Huch loud reason, to the Cyprus wars, 
^^H (Which even now Ktaod in act.) that, for their booIb, 
P 'Another of bis falbom'' they have noDe, 

I To 'lead their butiineBs : In which regard, 

I Thouf^h I do ' hate bim as I do hell's pains, 

f Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I mutit nbow-utit a flag and 'sign of love, 

Whicth IB indeed ' but sign. That you shall sorely find 

him, 
Lead to the 'Kagittitry the rais6d search ; 
And there will I be with biui. So, farewell. ikji. 

Bribantio excitedly enters, followed by Servants with torches. 
Jlra. It in too ' true an evil : gone she is ! 

Ami what 'b to '(^ome of my despised time 
In nought but bittern bsr.— Now, Roderigo, 
Wh^re didst thou see her? — O unhappy girl! — 
With tlie 'Moor, eay'at thou? — Who would be a 

father I— 
Itaise all my kindred I — Ai'e they married, think you T 
Ji'iil. Truly, I think they are. 
/ii-u, (), treason of the blood I — 

Ftithers, from heute trust not your daughters' 'minds, 
IJy what you 'see them act.— 

hPray you, lead on. At 'evei-y house I '11 c^ ; 
I may 'command nt 'most. — ^Get weapons, ho! 
On, good Boderigo ;— I 11 deserve your paina. [K>t=iit. 



1 



iBKohim hastened to attend Oihello. (who, with his bride is re- 
iiiilin|5 at the officifll residence known as the Sagittary,) to put him 
on hi* guard Bgainst Brabantio's anger, and so gain the Moor's 
eiieem by a seemingly loving service, In the meantime, the Sen- 
BtB h«a received inlelligence of the sailingof a hostile Turkish fleet 
Bgalnat Ihe Venetian colony in Cyprus, and several parlies of 
mtaiengera have been sen t out in search of the General, Othello ; 
for It was the policy, at that time, of the Venetian Senate to place 
no 'native In command of the army. 

■ dl«mll.^.■«^.l«t■. >™i«cltr. 

'U)«u'Ilcla] nald?noo at tbn Vcnptlui DOiDmanilen. 



Othello, anesled by Brabanlio, accompanies him to the midnight 
session o( the Senate : not as a trusted officer to be distinguished 
by a new State command, but as a culprit in answer a double charge 
of sorcery and abduction— offences which, by the laws of Venice, 
were punishable by death.— The Duke at once addresses the dis- 
tinguished officer : 

tDuke. Valiant Otliello, we must straight employ you 
I Against the general enemy Ottoman.'— 
r I did not see you ; welcome, good Brabantio : 
^ We lacked your counsel and your help to-night. 
Bra. So did 1 yours. Good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my 'place, nor aught I heard of ' business, 
Hath raised me from my bed ; nor doth the 'general 

»care 
Take hold on 'me ; for my 'particular grief 
Is of 80 flood-gate and o''erbeariiig nature. 
That it englnts and swallows 'other sorrows, 
And it is still ' itseU. 

Duke. Why, what 's the matter t 

lira. My daughter ! 0, my daughter I 

Sen. Dead *? 

Bra. Ay, to me ; 

She is 'abused, 'stolen from mo, and 'corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks. 

Jhike. Whoe'er he be, that, in. this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself. 
And you of 'her, the bloody book of law 
You shall 'yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your 'own sense ; yea, though our proper 'son 
Stood in your action. '' 

JBra. Humbly I 'thank your gra«e. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate, for the State affaii's, 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke. We ai-e very sorry for it, 

iToiith.i What, in your 'own part, can you say to this I 

Oih. Most potent, grave, and revereud signiors, 
My very noble and approved-good masters, — 
That I have ta'en 'away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true ; true, I have 'married her : 
The very head aud front of my offending 
Hath ' this extent, — no more. Rude am I in my speech, 
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And little bleas'il with the soft phrafie of 'peace ; 
For, since these arms of mine had seven years' pith. 
Till now, (aome nine moona wasted,') thej have used 
Their dearest action'' in the tented field ; 
And httle of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And, therefore, little shall I 'grace my cause 
In Bpeaking for myself. Tet, by yoiir gi-acious 

patience, 
I will a round unvarnished tale dehver 
Of my whole course oi 'love; 'what di-ugs, what 

'charms, 
What 'conjuration, and what 'mighty 'magic, 
{For such proceeding I am 'charged withal,) 
I 'won his daughter with. 

Urn. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her 'motion 
Blushed at itself ;" And she — in spite of nature, 
Ot years, of country, credit, everything — 
To fall in love wdth what she feared to ' look on 1 . . . 
It is a judgement maimed, and most imperfect, 
That will confess, 'perfection bo 'could eiT 
Against all rules of 'nature. I, therefore, vouch again. 
That, with some 'mixtures powerful o'er the blood. 
Or with some dram 'conjured to this effect, 
He 'wrought upon her. 

Duke. To 'vouch this, is no 'proof. Othello, speak: 
Did you, by indirect and ' forced courses, 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by 'request, and such ' fair question 
As Houl to soul affordeth 1 

0th. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady — ^to the Sagittary,^ 
And let 'her speak of me before her father; 
If you do find me foul in ' her report, 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my 'life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oih. Ancient, conduct them ; 'you best know the place. — 
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■ ' So juatly, to 'your grave years, 1 11 present 
H 'How I did thrive in this ifair lady's 'love, 
I And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her 'father loved me ; oft invited me; 
Still questioned me the 'story of my life, 
From year to year, — the battles, sieges. 
That I have passed. 

I 'ran it through, — even from my 'boyish days 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it : 

t Wherein I spake of most 'disastrous chances ; 
Of 'moving accidents, by flood and field; 
Of hair-breadth 'scapes, i' the imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being ' taken, by the insolent foe, 
And 'sold to 'slavery ; of my 'redemption thence. 
And portance' in my travel's history ;' 
Wherein, of antres" vast and deserts wild,* 
Kough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 

heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, — 'such was the process : — 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, — 
The Anthropophagi,"— and men whose heads 
Do grow ' beneath their shoulders. ' These things to 

Would ' Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house aSairs would draw her thence; 

Which, ever as she could with haste despatch, 

She 'd come again, and, with a greedy ear, 

' Devour-up my discourse : Which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour; and found 'good means 

To draw, from 'her, a prayer of earnest heart 

That 1 would all my pilgrimage 'dilate, — 

Whereof by pai-cels she had 'something heard, 

But not intentively :' I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke 

That my youth suffered. My story being done, 

'She gave me, for my pains, a world of 'sighs:" 

She swore,— In faith, 't was strange ! 't was 'passing 

strange 1 
'T was pitiful ! 't was 'wondrous pitiful I 
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She wialied slie had not heard it; ... jet she wished 
That Heaven had made hei' such a 'man :" she ' thanted 

And bade me, if I had a ' friend that loved her, 

I should bnt teach ' him how to tell 'my story, 

And that would 'woo her. Upon this hini, 'I 'spake! . . , 

'She loved 'me, for the dajigera I bud passed; 

And I loved 'her, that she did pity them. 

'This only is the 'witchcraft I Lave used. . . 

Here 'comes the lady ; let her witness it. 

Desdemona, I ago, and Attendants enter. 

D'ike. I think, this tale would win 'my daughter too. — 

Jira. I pray you, hear ' lic-r speak : 

If ghe confess tliat she 'was half the wooer, 
Destruction on 'my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the 'man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress : 
Do you perceive, in all this noble company, 
Where 'most you owe obedience t 

I>es. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a 'divided duty: 
To you, I am bound for life and education ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to 'respect you ; you are the 'lord of duty, — 
lam, hitherto, your 'daug-hter: . . . but here's my 'hua- 

band; 
And so 'much duty as my mother showed 
To 'you, preferring you before 'her father. 
So much I challenge, that 'I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

£ra. Please it your grace, on to the State affairs : 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do 'give thee that, with all my heart. 
Which, but thou Last already, with all my heart 
I would keep 'from thee.— I have done, my lord. 

Othello is thus triumphantly acquitted : and immediately re- 
ceives his commission to assume the government of Cyprus, and 
to repel the invading Ottomans. The emergency of war admits of 
no delay -. even on the day of bis marriage, he must leave Venice. 
The bride entreats permission to accompany herhusband ; and she 
is consigned to the care of lago — to proceed, with him and Emilia 
his wife, in another vessel, to the island. 

When the Duke and Senators withdraw, the love -stricken fop 
Roderigo, thus, to his friend, laments his disappointed hopes : 
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Rod. lago! 

I lugo. ^Tiat Bay'st tLou, noble lieartT 

I Eod. What will I do, thinkeat thou 1 

I Jitffo. Why, — go to bed, and Bleep. 

r Itod. I will, incontinently," 'drown myself. 

I Jago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love Ihee 'after. 
Why, thou silly gentleman I Ere 'I would say, "I 
woi^d drown mystlf," for the love of a Guinea-hen, I 
would change my 'humanity with a 'baboon! 

[ Jiod. ' What should I do ? I confess, it is my 'shame to bo 
so ' fond ; but it is not in my virtue to 'amend it. 

I lago. Virtue ? a fig I 't ia in 'ourselves that we are thus or 
thus. Come, be a 'man ! Drown thyself? drown cats, 
and blind puppies. I have professed me thy'fiiend, 
and I could never better stead thee than 'now. . , . 
Put'moneyin thypurse; 'foilow these wars ; lEay,put 
'money in thy purse. It cannot he that Desdemona 
should 'long continue her love to the 'Moov, — put 
money in thypurse, — nor he his to 'her; — put 'bnt 
money in thypurse. — A plague of drowning thyself 1 
it is clean out of the way : seek thou rather to be 
'hanged in 'compasRing thy joy, than to be 'drowne.I 
, . . and go without her. 

I £od. Wilt thou be 'fast to my hopes, if I 'depend on the 

I issue ? 

I lago. Thou art 'sui'e of me. — Go, make money. — I have 
told thee often, andlre-tell thee again and again, I 'hate 
the Moor : 'my cause is hearted ; ' thine hath no less 
reason. Let us he coujunctive in our 'revenge against 
him. Traverse ; go : provide thy money. Adieu. 

I ^od. Where shall we meet i' the 'morning ? 

I lago. At my lodging. 

f Mod. I '11 be with thee 'betimes." 

' Jago. Goto; farewell. — Do you hear, Roderigo? Nomore 

I of drowning, do you hear ? 

' Jtod. I am changed. ... I '11 go sell 'all my land. 
lago. Go to ; farewell ! put money 'enough in your purse. 
Thus do I ever make my ' fool my pnrae ; 
For I mine own gained knowledge should profane. 
If I would time expend with such a 'snipe. 
But for my sport and 'profit. I ' hate the Moor ; 
And 't ia thought abroad that with my wife 
He wronged me. I know not if 't be true \ 
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Yet I, for mere 'suspicion in 'that kind, 

Will do, as if for 'surety.' . . . He holds me well ; 

The better Hhall my purpose work ou him. . . . 

Let me 'see now ; — Casaio 's & 'proper man: 

To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 

A 'double faiavery !— How, how T — Let 's see : . . . 

After some time, to abuse Othello's ear 

Tlmt be ia too familiar "wiih his wife : — 

He bath a persos, and a Bmoolb dispose, 

To be suspected ; 'framed to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature. 

That 'tbinks men honest that but 'seem to be so ; 

And will as tenderly be led by tbe nose 

As 'asses are.^ — I have it ! Hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's ligbt. 



The ship in which Othello had sailed is detained by contrary 
winds. Cassia (with his Soldiers) is the first to reach the island, 
and he is therefore prepared to welcome Desdemona, who is at- 
tended by lago and his wife. After saluting Emilia, Cassio excuses 
himself to het husband : 
Cas. Let it not 'gall your patience, good lago, 

That I 'extend my manaeru : 't is my 'breeding 

That gives me tbia bold show of courtesy. [EnmlJ 

laffo. Sir, would she give 'you so much of her 'lips 

As of ber ' tongue she oft bestows on 'me, 

You 'd have enough. 

Desdemona says : 
J)e». Alas, she has 'no speech. 

lago. In faith, too 'much ; 

I find it still, when I have list"' to sleep i 

Marry, before your ' ladyship, I grant, 

She puts ber tongue a little in ber 'heart. 

And chides with thinking. 
JSmil. You have httle 'cause to say so. 
layo. Come on, come on : yon ai'e pictures out of doors, 

Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens. 

Saints In your injuries, devils being offended ! 
I J)ea. 0, fie upon thee, slanderer ! 

I £lmil. 'You sbaU not write my praise. 
[ Xago. ^o, let me not. 



.n (O. B. lave]. 
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^J)es. "What wouidat thoa write of 'me — if thou shouldat 

'praise me ? 
Wjiigo. O gentle lady, do not put me to 't ; 
For I am nothing if not critical.' 
". Come ou ; assay. — Tliere 's one gone to the harbour ? 
JO. Ay, madam. 
I J)es. ... I am not 'merry ; but I do beguile 

The thing I am, by 'seeming otherwise. — 
Come 1 how wouhlat thou 'praise me? 
L Jago. . . *. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 

Comes from my pate a3 birdlime does from frize,'' — 
It plucks out brains and all : But my Muse thus 
ventures: — 
She that was ever fair, — and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will,— and yet was never 'loud ; 
Never lacked gold, — and yet went never gay ; 
Fled ' from her wiah, — ^and j'et said, " 'Now I may ;" 
She that, being angered, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong 'stay, and her displeasure 'fly; 
She that could ' think, — and ne'er 'disclose her mind ; 
See suitors following, — and 'not look behind ; — 
*She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, . . . 
To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 
E J>e0. most lame and impotent conclusion 1 — Do not learn 
of him, Emilia, though he ' be thy husband. — How say 
'you, Cassio ? 

WCas. He speaks ' home, madam : you may relish him more 
in the 'soldier, than in the scholar. 
lago, watchful of Cassio's courtesies to Deademona, mutters : 
^Jaffo. tAnai-.i ... He takes her by the palm: Ay, well 
said, — whisper: With as little a web as this, will I 
ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, 
do 1 I will gyve" thte in thine own courtship.'' . . . 
Ton say true, 't is bo, indeed : If such tricks as these 
strip you out of your lientenantry, it had been better 
you had not kissed your three fingers so oft. [ullJi^J 
The Moor 1 I know his trumpet. 
[ Zfes. Let 's meet him, and receive him. 

Othello and Attendants enter. 
\ 0th. my fair warrior I 

Des. My dear Othello ! 

[ 0th. It gives me wonder, great as my content. 
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To see you here 'before me. O my pou]"h joy I 

If after every tempest come Buch 'calms, 

May the winds blow till they have wakened ' Death ! 

Aad let the labouring baik climb hills of eeaa 

Olympus*- high, and duck apfain as low 

As hell 's from heaven ! If it were 'now to die, 

'T were now to be most 'happy ; for, I fear, 

My soul 'hath her content eo absolute, 

That not another comfort like to 'this 

Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Ztes. The heavens forbid 

But that our lovea and comforts should 'increase. 
Even as our 'days do grow ! 

Oih. Amen to that, sweet Powers ! 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! ['^n'S?* 

laffo, n-u.) O, you are well-tuned 'now ; 

But I 'U let-down" tlie pegs that make this music, 
As 'honest as I am. 

Ot//. Come, let us to the Castle.— 

News, friends; our wars are done; the Turks are 

drowned. 
How does my old acquaiotance of this isle ? — P"?.?"' 
Honey, you shall be well-desired" in Cyprus ; 
'I 've found great love amongst them. O my sweet! 
I prattle out-of-faahion,^ and I 'dole 
In mine own comforts.^I pr'ythee, good lago, 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers. — 
Come, Deademona ; once more well met at Cyprus I 

lago. Come hither, Eodeiigo, — hst nae." The 'Lieutenuit 
to-night watclies ou the Court of-guard : — First, I must 
tell thee this — Desdemonaia directly in 'love with him. 

Rod. With 'him? Why, 't is not 'possible! 

Iag». Lay thy finger — thus,' find let thy soul be instructed. 
Mark me with what violeuce she first loved the ' Moor, 
but for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies : And 
will she love him 'still for prating ? let not thy discreet 
heart think it. Her 'eye must be fed ; and what delight 
ahall she have to look on the ' Devil ? 
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)i' : sbe is full of moat blest 



Mod. I cannot believe that ii 

condition.' 

lago. Clest fig's end! tlie winealiedriiikaismadeof gi'apes: 
if she 'had been blest, she would never Lave loved the 
Moor: bleat pudding! . . . Didst thoa not see her pad- 
dle with the palm of his hundl didst not mark thati 

Mod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 

lago. Sir, be you ruled by 'me. Watch 'jou to-night ; for 
the command, 'I '11 lay 't upon you ; Casaio knows you 
not': — Do you find some occasion to 'anger Cassio, — 
either by speaking too loud, — or tainting his disci- 
pline ; — or from what other course you please. 

Rod. Well* 

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and, baply, 
may 'strike at you : ' Provoke him, that be 'may ; foi-, 
even out of that, will I cause these of Cyprus to 
'mutiny, — whose qualification'' shall come into no true 
trust" again, but by the 'displanting of Casaio. 

Mod. I 'will do this, — if you can bring it to any 'oppor- 
tunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by-and-by at the Citadel : 
Farewell 

Mod. Adieu. it^-ii. 

Jago. . . . That Cassio loves ' her, I do well believe it ; 

That she loves ' bim, ... 't is apt, and of great credit ; 

The Moor — howbeit that I endme him not — 

la of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, I dare think, he 'll prove to Desdemona 

A most dear husband. Now, 'I do love her too ; 

And so am led to diet my 'revenge. 

For I suspect ' Emilia with the Moor : 

The ' thought whereof 

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, 'gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing 'can, or 'shall, content my aoul. 

Till I am evened with him, wife for wife I 

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor, 

At least, into a 'jealousy so strong 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do, 

If this poor traah'' of Venice (whom I trace 

For bis quick hunting) stand the putting-on, 

I '11 have our Michael CaBsio on the 'hip ;° 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
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For makisg; liim egregiously an 'ass : 

Aod prac-tieiug upon ' his peat^e and quiet 

Even to madneas ! . . . 'T is Lei'e, but yet confused : 

Knavery's 'plwn face ia never seen, till 'used. i»« 



We have now before us the Guaxd-house of the Castle at Cy- 
prus.^ Otbello, before retiring, gives special directions to his L.jeu- 

OlA. Good Micliael, look 'you to the guard to-night : 
Let 's teach ourselves that hououiable stop,— 
' Not to out-sport 'discretion. 

Cob. 'lago hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
■ WiU I look to 't. 

Olfi. lago is most honest. 

Miehael, good night: tomorrow, with your earliest, 
Let me have speeoh with you. — Good night. m-ii. 

As Othello withdraws into the Castle, lago enters to receive his 

C'as, Welcome, lago : we must to the watch. 

la^o. Not this hoiir, lieutenant ; 't is not yet ten o'clock. 
Our General cast' us thus early for the love of his Des- 
demoua, whom let us not therefore blame. 

6'u«. Hhe 's a most exquisite lady. 

Itigo. . . . Come, lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine ; and 
here, without, are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would 
fain have a measure'' to the health of the black Othello. 

Can. Not ' to-night, good lago. I have very poor and un- 
happy brains for 'drinking : I could well wish courtesy 
would invent some 'other custom of entertainment. 

lago. 0, they are our 'friends; but 'one eup: I '11 drink 
' for you. 

Oas. I have drunk 'but one cup to-night, and that was 
craftily 'qualified" too ; and, behold, what innovation it 
makes here. I dare not task my weakness with any 
'more. 

laffo. What, man! 't is a night of 'revels; the gallants 
'desire it. 

Cos. Where are they? 

lago. Here at the door ; I 'pray you, call them in. 

C'aa. I '11 do 't ; ... but it dislikes me. [,;';:!^, 

Jaf/o. If I can fasten but 'one cup upon him. 
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"With that which he hath diiink to-uight already, 

He '11 be an full of quarrel and offence 

Aa my young miatreas' dog. Now, my sick fool, R - 

derigo, — 
Whom love has turned almost the 'wrong side out,^ 
To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations 'pottle'-deep ; and 'he 'a to watch! 
Three lads" of Cyprus — noble, swelling spirits, — 
Have I to-night dustered with flowing cups. 
And 'they watch too! Kow, 'mongsfc thia flock of 

drunkards, 
Am I to put our Casaio in some action 
That may offend the isle :— But here they come. 
If 'consequence" do but approve my 'dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 
Cassio re-enters, with Montano, other Gentlemen, and Servant 

Vas. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse'' already. 



Jago. Some v 



1, ho! 



0,11 

Wily tl 

Home wine, boys ! [okS'ih. 

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song I 

Jago. I learned it in ' Enghiud, where, indeed, they are moat 
potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and your 
round-bodied Hollander, — drink, ho ! — ai-e nothing to 
your ' English. 
Vas. ... Is your Englishman so expert' in bis drinking T 
/«gf'>. Why, he drinks you, with facility, jour Dane dead 
drunk; he overthrows your Almaiu aud your Hol- 
lander, ere the next pottle can be filled. 
Oas. . . . To the health of our General ! 
Mon. I am for it. Lieutenant ; and I '11 do you justice.' 
lago. O sweet England I 

i^i«i.«.i " KiDg Stephen was a worthy peer, 

Hla breuvhae cost him but a crown ; 
Ha held thKio Bispenue all too dear. 
With that he oalled the tailor — lonn. 
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Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. "Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other ! 

lago. WUl jou hear 't again? 

Vas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place that 
does those things. — Well, heaven 's above all ; and there 
be souls 'must be saved, . . . and there be souls must 
'not be saved. 

layo. It 'a true, good Lieutenant. 

Cub. For mine own part, — no offence to the General, nor 
any man of quality, — 'I hope to he saved. 

lago. And so do I ' too, Lieutenant. 

Vas. Ay, . . , but, by your leave, not before 'me; the 'Lieu- 
tenant is to be saved before the 'Ancient." — Let 's have 
DO more of this ; let 's to our ftffairs. — "Porgive us our 
sine 1 " — Gentlemen, let 's look to our business. Do 
not think, gentlemen, I am 'drunk : this is my Ancient t 
— this is my right hand, and this is my left hand. — I 
am 'not drunk 'now ; I can 'stand well enough, — and 
'speak well enough — 

All. Excellent well ! 

Cas. Why, 'very well then ! you must not think then, that 
I am drunk. wm- 

The ready agent of all mischief— drink — havingbeen successfully 
invoked, Roderigo proceeds to give Cassio great provocation, so 
thai a scuffle at once begins. Amidst cries of '■ Help ! help ! " Cas- 
sio re-enters, pursuing Roderigo. 

Cas. You rogue I you rascal I Teach 'me my duty ? 

I '11 beat the knave into a wicker" bottle ! 
Mod. Beat 'me ? 
Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue? [^Uti"."^ 

Montano and lago endeavour to stay Cassio. 
Man. Nay, good lieutenant ; ["SVl^J I V-^Y 1°^ hold yonr 

band. 
Cas. Let me go, sir, — Or I '11 knock 'you o'er the mazzard! 
Moil. Come, come ; you 're drunk. 

Oua. Drunk ! [Jg^ 

lago whispers to Roderigo while Cassio is fighting with Mon- 

Ligo. Away, I say ! go out, and cry a mutiny. ['^"",^ 

Nay, good heutenant, — alas, gentleman ! 
Help, ho ! — Lieutenant ! — sir ! — Montano I — air ! [h^ 
The town will rise : You will be shamed for ever. 
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OthEUo Euid Attendants hastily enter. 

fO(A. Hold, for your lives ! 

Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariaetb tbih t 
Are 'we tui'ned 'Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which Heaven hath forbid the 'Ottomites t 
For 'Christian shame, put-by this barbarous brawl! 
He that sfars next to carve for hia own rage 
Holds hia soul light ; he 'dies upou hia motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell ! it frighta the isle 
From her propriety.' — 

Honest lago, that look'at dead with grieving, 
Speak, who ' began this ? on thy love, I charge thee I 
Jago. I do not know: — friends all but 'nowj and 'then, 
(As if some planet bad 'unwitted men,) 
Swords out, aud tilting one at other's breast, 
In opposition bloody. 'I cannot apeak 
'Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And 'would, in action glorious, I had 'loat 
Those legs, that brought 'me to a 'part of it ! 
pth. How comes it, Michael, 'you are thus forgot T 
Caa. ... I pray you, pardon me ; I cannot apeak. 

' 0th. Worthy Montano, you -were 'wont be civil ;" 
The gravity and stiUness of your youth 
The world hath noted ; and your name is great 
In mouths of 'wisest censure : What 'a the matter. 
That you 'unlace" your reputation thus ? 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a 'night-brawler? Give me answer to it. 
5». Worthy Othello, I am 'hurt to 'danger: 
Your officer, lago, can inform you 
Of all that 'I do know; nor know I au^ht 
By 'me that 's said, or 'done, amiss tbia night ; 
Unless aelf-charity be aometimea a 'vice ; 
And to 'defend ourselves it be a 'sin, 
When violence 'aasaila u a. 
h. Now, by Heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to 'rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgement coUied," 
Aasaya to lead the way. If I once 'stir, 
Or do but 'lift this arm, the 'best of you 
Shall 'sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout ' began ? who set it 'on ? 

order. ' quiet, well^nonilncted. • Bttts ot lla m 



^^^1 Auil he that is 'approved in this offence, 
^^^P Though he had 'twinned with me, both at a birth, 
^^H^ Shall 'loose me. — What ! in a town of war, — 
I Yet wild, — the people's hearts brimful of fear,^ 

I To manage private and 'ilomestic quarrel 1 

I In night, and on the court a' guard of safety I 

I 'T ia 'monstrous ! — ^lago, 'who began it ? 

Montano cautions lago; 

Jtfon. If 'partially affined,'' or, leagued in office, 

Thou dost deliver more — or ' less^than ' k'uth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

liigo. Touch me not so near : 

I I bad rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 

^^_ Than it should do 'offeoce to Michael Qassio i 

^^^L Yet, I persuade myself, to 'speak the truth 
^^^1 Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, General : — 
^^^P Montano and myself being in speech, 
^^H There comes a, feUow crying out for help ; 
^^^1 And Cassio following, with determined sword 
^^^P To 'execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
^^^1 StepS'in to Gassio, and entreats his pause : 
^^^1 Myself the 'crying fellow did pursue ; 
^^^H Lest, by hia clamour, — as it so fell out — 
^^^f The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot, 
^^™ Outran my purpose: I i*eturned, the rather 
P For that I heard the clink and full of swords — 

And Cassio high in 'oath i which, 'till to-nigLt, 
L I ne'er might say before. When 1 came back, 

^^ (For this was brief,) I found them close together, 

^^^H At blow and thrust ; even as 'again they were 
^^^B When you yourself did part them. 
^^^1 ' More of this matter can I 'not report : — 
^^^^ But . . . men are men : the ' best sometimes forget :— 
^^^1 Though Cassio did soma little 'wrong to hitn, — 
^^^P (A& men in rage ntrike those that wish them 'best) 
^^H^ Yet, surely, Cassio,— I believe, — received, 
I From him that fled, some strange indignity. 

Which patience 'could not pass. 

hOlh. I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and 'love doth 'mince this matter, 
. Making it light to Cuesio. — Caeaio, I love thee ; 
I But never more be officer of mine.— 
Ll ^; 
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[hoSl] Sir, foi- youi- Imiis, myself will be your surgeon : — 
Lead him off. — ["'iJj'Jn. 

lago, look with care about the town, 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. — 
Cassio, I '11 make thee an 'example ! 

AH but lago and Cassio enter the Guard-house. 

I Xago. What, are you hurt. Lieutenant ? 

\ Cos. Ay i past all surgery. — Repntation, reputation, repu- 
tation I O, I have lost my reputation ! I have lost 
the 'immortal part of myself, and what remains is 
'bestial. — My reputation, lago, my reputation ! 
I^Jaj7o. Ah I am au honest man, I thought you had received 
some 'bodily wound. You have lost no reputation at 
aJl, unless you 'repute yourself such a loser. What, 
man ! there are ways to 'recover the General again : 
'Sue to him, and he 'a yours. 

I Caa. I will rather sue to be 'despised, than to deceive so 
good a commander with bo slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and speak panot f and 
squabble? swagger! swear! and discourse fustian 
with one's own 'shadow ! — O thou invisible Spirit of 
wine, if thou hast no 'name to be Itnown by, let us call 
thee 'Devil I 

I lago. What was he that yoti followed with your sword ! 
What had he done to you t 

\Cas. I know not. 

\lago. Is 't possible! 

\Cas. . . . I remember a 'mass of things, but nothing 'dis- 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing 'wherefore. — O, that 
men should put an enemy in their mouths to ste^ 
away their brains I that we should, with joy, pleasaiice, 
revel, and applause, transform ourselves into 'beauts. 

' lago. Why, but you are 'now well enough : how came you 
thus 'recovered! 
Cos. It hath pleased the devil Drunkenness, to give place 
to the devil Wrath : 'one unperfeetoess shows me 'an- 
other — to make me frankly 'despise myself. 
lago. Come, you are too 'severe a moraler. I couldheartily 
wish this had 'not befallen ; but, since it 'is as it is, 
mend it for your own good. 

I Qa9. I will ask him for my place again, — he shall tell me, I 
am a 'drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra," 
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such aa luiBwer would stop them all. To be now a 'aea- 
siblemaD, bj-anil-bya'fool, and preHeuUy n'beust! O, 
strange! — Every 'inordinate cup is unblesBed, and the 
ingredient ' is a devil ! 

la^o. Come, come ; 'good wLne is a good familiar creatrire, 
if it be well used : exclaim no more agaiu^^t it. Aod, 
good Lieutenant, I think you think I lore you t 

Cos. I have well approved it, sir. — I drunk ! 

Jago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some' time, 
man. I '11 tell you what you shall do. Our General's 
'wife is now the General : — eonfesa youvsclf freely to 
'her; imi>ortui]e her; she'll help to put you in your 
place again. She is of so free, so kind, so apt, so ' blest 
a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her goodness, 
not to do 'more than she is requested. 

Cos. You advise me 'weU. 

Jago. I protest, in the sincerity of 'love, and honest 'kind- 
ness. 

Caa. I think it freely ; and, ' betimes in the morning, I 'will 
beseech the virtuous Deedemona to undertake for me. 
I am 'desperate of my f oiiunes if they check me ' here. 

lago. You are in the light. Ctood night. Lieutenant; I 
must to the watch. 

Cos. Good-night, honest lago. nwL 

Jago. And what 's he then, that eaya — I play tile 'villain f 
When this advice is free I give, and honest ; 
Probal" to thinking, and, indeed, the course 
To win the Moor again 1 How am I then a villain. 
To counsel Cassio to this 'parallel course. 
Directly to his good? For while this honest fool 
Phes Desdemona to repair his fortunes. 
And Mhe for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I '11 pour 'my° pestilence into his ear — 
That she repeals him for her own base ends ; 
And by how much she strives to do him 'good. 
She shall 'un-do her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her 'virtue into 'pitch ; 
And, out of her own 'goodness, make the net 
That shall enmesh'' them all." Two things ai-e to be 

My 'wife must move for Oasaio to her mistress ; 

I 'II set her on ; 

Myself, the while, will draw the Moor apart. 
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And bring him jump" when he may CaBsio 'find 
Soliciting hia wife ; —Ay, that 'a the way I 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. 



I In the morning, CassJo prefers his request to Desdemona ; and 
■be kindly assures him that he wilt get his place again, for that she 
"will rather die than eive his cause away"; She wishes him to 
stay and hear her speak for him ; but he is loo iil at ease with self- 
reproach and shame ; and confusedly, as Othello enters, takes his 
leave. lago puts another colour on the circumstance, by ejacu- 
lating, as if unconsciously, words which he intends that Othello 
should overhear: 

Jago. Ha ! I like not that. 
0th. What dost thou say, lago? 
luffo. Nothing, my lord : or if — I 'know not what. 
oik. Was not that Ciiaaio ])afted from my wife ? 
lago. Caasio, my lord? No, anre! I cannot think it, 
That he would 'steal away, — ao guilty-lite,^ 
Seeing 'you coming. 
0th. I do believe "t was he. 

Desdemona enters at once upon her friendly solicitation : 
, Des. Hownow, my lordT 

I have been talking with a auitor here, — 
A man that 'laiiguiahes in youi- displeasure. 
I Otk. "Who 18 't you mean f 

. "Why, your Lieutenant, Casaio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you. 
His present reeoncihation take ; 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 
wOth. "Went be hence 'nowt 

■.2>e6. Ay, aooth ; ao humbled, 

That he bath left 'part of hia grief with 'me ; 
V" suffer 'with him. Good love, call him back. 
■t?^. Not 'now, sweet Desdemona ;° some other time. 
. But ahall 't be 'shortly i 

The Booner, sweet, for 'you. 
. Shall 't be ' to-night, at^ aupper t 

No, not to-night. 
'. To-morrow dinner then 1 

I ahall not dine at home ; 
1 meet the captains at the Citadel. 
is. "Why then, 'to-morrow night ; on Tuesday 'mom ; 
Or Tuesday 'noou, or night; or 'Wednesday morn. — 
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I pr'y thee, 'name the time ; but let it not 

Exceed 'thi'ee days. I wonder in my soul, 

What 'you could ask 'me, that I yliould 'deny. 

Or stand bo mammering' ou. Wlnit ! Michael Caasio, 

That came a-'wooing with you ? and many a time, 

When I have spoke of you 'diB-praisingly, 

Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 

To bring 'him in I Trust me, 'I could do much, — 

Olh. Pr'y thee, no more; let him come when he 'will: 
I will deny thee nothing, 
./Jee. Why, this is not a 'boon ; 

■ 'T ie as I should entreat you do a profit 
I To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit 
"Wherein I mean to touch your 'love indeed. 
It shall be fuU of poise" and difBculty" 
And 'fearful to be gi'anted. 

(Mh. I will deny thee notliing: 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant 'me this^ — 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

fJes. Shall I deny 'you ? no. Farewell, my lord. ik»ii. 

Olh. Excellent wretch !'' Perdition catch my soul 
But I do 'love thee ! and when I love thee 'not, 
OhaOB is come again. 

lago. My noble lord, — 

Ot/t. What doat thou say, lago 1 

Jayo. . . . ' Did Michael Caasio, when you woo'd my lady, 
'Kuow of your love? 

0th. He did,— from first to last: Why dost thou 'ask? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my 'thought ; 
No further harm. 

0th. 'Why of thy thought, lagof 

lago. ... I did not think he ' had been acquainted with her. 

0th. O, yes ! and went between ue veiy oft 

Iiigii. Indeed ? 

Olh. Indeed ! ay, indeed ; Discem'at thou aught in that t 
Is he not honest? 

lago. Honest, my lord ? 

0th. Honest ! ay, honest. 

layo. My lord, for aught I 'know. 

Oik. What dost thou ""^think ? 

lago. Think, my lord ? 

Oth. Think, my lord ! By Heaven, he echoes me, 



&B if there were some 'monster iii his thought, 

Too hideoua to be 'showii.^ — Thou dost 'mean 'some- 

I heard thee say even now, — Thou lik"d8t not that, 
When CasjBio left my wife : 'What didet not likeT 
And, when I told thee — he was of nay counsel 
In my whole eouree of wooing, thou ciiedet, " Indeed !" 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
Ah if thou then hadst, shut-up in thy brain, 
Home 'horrible conceit. 'If thou dost love me, 
'Show me thy thought. 

iXoffo. My lord, you ' know I love you, 

"■ft. I 'think thou dost ; 

And, — for I know thou 'rt 'full of love, aud 'honesty, 
And weigh'st thy words ' before thou giv'at them breath, 
Therefore, these stops of ' thine fright rae the more ; 
For au<;h things, in a false 'disloyal 'knave. 
Are 'tricks of custom ; but in a man that 's 'just, 
They 're close denotements," working from the 'heai't— 
That paasion cannot rule. 

luj/o. For Micbnel Cassio, 

I dare be sworn : — I 'think that he is honest 

OCh, 'I think so too. 

Juffo. . . . Men should 'bo what they 'seem; 

Or, those that be 'not, would they might 'seem none ! 
. Ol/i. Certain -, men 'should be what they 'seem. 

Juffo. Why ' then, I think Caesio 's an ' honest man. 
. . Nay, yet there 's 'more in this. — 
I pray Uiee, speak to me 'as to thy thinkangB — 
As thou doet 'ruminate ; and give thy worst of ' thoughts 
The worst of ' words - 
3«. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of 'duty, 
I am not bound to that all 'slaves are free to. 
'Utter my 'thoughts! Why, say they are vile, aud 

'false,— 
As where 's that 'palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude notf 

^tk. Tliou dost 'conspire against thy friend, lago. 

If thou but 'think'st hitn wronged, and mak'st his ear 
A 'stranger to thy thoughts. 
WTago. I do beseech you — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess, 
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(Ab, I confess, it is my nahire's plagne 

To spy into abuaea ; and oft' my jealousy 

'Shapes faults that 'are not,! — that your wisdom yet, 

(From one that so imperfectly 'conceits,)" 

Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a ' trouble, 

Out of his scattering and unsure observance. . . . 

It were not for your 'quiet, nor your 'good, — 

Nor for 'my manhood, honesty, or wisdom,— 

To let 'you know my 'thoughts. 

Olh. . . .' What, 'dost thou 'mean * 

I'lffo. ' Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the 'immediate' 'jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my 'purse, steals ' trash ; 't is something, 

'nothing ; 
''T was mine, 't is 'his, — and 'has been slave to thou- 
sands ; 
But he that filches from me my good 'name, 
'Robs me— of that which not enriches 'him. 
And makes 'me poor indeed. 

0th. By Heaven, I '11 'know thy thoughts ! 

lago. You 'cannot, — if my heart were in your 'hand; 
Nor 'shall not, — whilst 't is in 'my custody. 

Olh. Hal 

lago. ! beware, my lord, of . . . jealousy ! 

It is the green-eyed 'monster, which doth 'make'' 
The meat it feeds on. That duped one lives in ' bliss. 
Who, 'certain of his fate, loves 'not his wronger ; 
Bat, O, what anguished minutes tells 'he o'er 
Who 'dotes, yet doubts; 'suspects, yet strongly" 'loves 1 

Olh. O misery ! 

laf/n. Poor, and content, is 'rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fiuelesfi,' are as poor as winter," 
To him that ever 'fears he shaU be poor : — 
Good Heaven, the souls of all 'my tiibe 'defend 
From jealousy! 

Olh. Why, why is this ? . . . 

Think 'st thou, 'I 'd make a 'life of jealousy. 

To follow HtiU the changes of the moon 

With fresh 'suspicions ? No ; to be once in 'doubt. 

Is once to be 'resolved. 'T is not to make 'me jealona 

To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 

la free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
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Where virtue is, these are 'more virtuous : 

Kor, fi'om mine own weak merits, will I draw 

The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 

For 'she had 'eyes, and 'chose 'me. No, lago ; 

I '11 'see, before I doubt ; 'when I doubt, 'prove ; 

And, 'on the proof, there is no more but this, — 

Away at once, with love — or jealousy ! 
.Jag". I am glad of this : for 'now I shall have reason 

To 'show the love and duty that I bear you 

With franker spirit : — 1 speak not 'yet of proof. . . . 

' Look to your wife ; observe her well — with 'Cassio ; 

Wear your eye" thus — not jealous, nor aeeure ; 

I would not have your free and noble natui-e. 

Out of self-bountj, be 'abused : look to 't ! . . , 

I know 'our country tliapoBition" well ; 

In Venice, they do let ' Heaven see the pranks 

They dare not show their ' husbands ; their ' best con- 
science 

Is — not to leave" 'undone, but keep" 'unknown. 
Otk. Dost ' thou say so 1 
" ), She did deceive her 'father, marrying' 'you; 

And when she seemed to shake, and ' fear your looks, 

She 'loved them most. 
Otk. . . . And BO she did ! 

Jago. Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so voung, could give out 'such a seeming, 

To seel'' her father's eyes up close as oak, — 

'He thought 'twas 'witchcraft: — But I'm much to 
blame ; 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 

For ' too- much loving you. 
[ 0th. ... I am bound to thee forever. 

Tat/o. I see, this hath a little dashed your spirits. 
0th. Kot a jot ! not a jot ! 
Jago. Trust me, I fear it 'has. 

II hope, you will consider, what is ajioke 
Gomes from my 'love. — But, I do 'see you 're moved ; 
I am to pray you, not to 'strain my speech 
To grosser issues," nor to larger reach 
Than to 'suspicion. 
0th. I win. not. 
Fago. ' Should you do so, my lord, 
. 
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^^^ As mv thougbtH aim not at. CasBio 'b my worthy 

^^^ Mj lord, I 'see you 're moTed. 

0th. Ko, not 'much moved. . . . 

I do not thmt but Desdeiuoaa 'a ' houeet. 
Jaffo. LoLg live she so 1 aud loug live you to ' think so I 
Ol/i. . . . And yet, how nature, eridng from itself, — 
lago. Ay, theie 'a the point 1 — As — to be bold with you — 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her 'own clime, complexion, and degree, 

» Whereto, we see, in all thinga, 'nature tends— 
But paidon me; I do not, in position, 
Distinctly speak of 'her ; though I may fear, 
Her 'will, recoiling to her better 'judgement, 
May fall" to match 'you with 'her country forms, 
And (haply) so repent." 
0th, . . . Farewell, farewell 

If 'more thou doat perceive, let me 'kuow more ; 
Set-on thy "wife to observe. . . . Leave me, lago. 
laijo. My lord, I 'take my leave. ia;iii». 

Oth. . . . Why did I marry T — This honest creature, doubt- 
less, 
Sees, and knows, more, 'much more, than he unfolds. 
lago. [""i^g^ ] My lord, I would I might entreat your honour 
To scan this thing no faj'ther ; leave it to ' time. 
^^ And though 't is £t that Cassio 'have bis place, 

^^H (For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
^^^B Tet, if you please to hold him off 'awhile, 
^^^H You shall, by that, j^erceive 'him and his 'means : 
^^H Note, if your lady 'strain bis entertainment" 
^^^P With any strong or vehement importunity; 
^^1 'Much will be seen in 'that. In the meantime, 
^ Let 'me be thought too busy in my fears, — 

And hold ' her free, I do beseech your honour. 
Oth. Fear not my government.'' 

Iity". I once more take my leave. [«>» mo. 

Oth. . . . This fellow 's of exceeding honesty. 

And knows all qualities," with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings: If I do 'prove her haggard,' 
Though that her jesses* were my dear 'heart-strings, 
rd whistle her 'off, and let her down the wind. 
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To prey at fortune. . . . Haply, foi- 1 am 'black; 
And hftve not tlioae soft parts of conversation 
Tliat 'chamberera' have T Or, for I ^la declined 
Into tbe vale of years t^yet tliat 's not mucb : — 
She 's 'gone ! 'I am 'abused ! and my relief 
Must be, to 'loathe her ! O the cnrae of marriage I 
That we can call these delitsate creatures ours. 
And not their 'appetites. I had rather be a ' toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

»Than keep a 'corner in the thing I love 
For others' uses. — Desdemona comes ;' 
If 'she be 'false, O, then heaven mocks 'itself I — 
I '11 'not believe it. 
Desdemona and Emilia re-enter, 
Dea. How no 

Your dinner, and the gener 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
0th. ... I am to blame. 

I>es. Why do you speak so faintlyT Are you not well? 
Olh. I have a pain, upon my forehead, hei-e. 
J)e9. Why, that 's with watching ; 't will away again : 
Let me but bind it 'baril, within this 'hour 
It will be well. 
Olh. . . . Tour napkin'' is too little. 

He puts the handkerchief from him, and it dropG. 
Let it alone. . , . Come, I '11 go in with you. 
Dea. I 'm 'very sorry that you we not well. [^a°°'ij'™^ 

Desdemona, in her loving Bympathy for hec lord, is forgelfii! of 
her usual care of hia first gift— that Utile handkerchief with which 
she had offered to bind his throbbing temples. The handkerchief 
lies there — the silent evidence of the constancy of her love — to be 
perverted, by evil machinations, to bear false witness against het 
innocence Emilia stealthily picks it up : 

Etnil. I am glad I have 'found this napkin: 

This was her ' flrat remembrance from the Moor : 

^My wayward husband huth a hundred times 
Woo'd me to 'steal 't ; now, I 'II 'give 't lago : 
What he will 'do with it Heaven knows, not I ; 
'I nothing, but to please his fantasy." 
lago re'CnteiB : 
Jago. How now ! what do you here alone ? 
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Eniil. Do not you cbide. What will you giTe me now 
For that aame handkerchief 1 
For that the Moor first g-ave to Deaiiemona? 
That which bo often yoii did bid me 'titeaL 

lat/o. ' Hast stol'n it from her T 

Eiiill. No, she let it drop ; and, to the advantage, 
I, being here, took 'fc up. Look, here it is. 

larjo. A good wench I give it me. 

Emil. What will you 'do with 't, that you have been so 
'ear nest 
To have me filch it T 

lago. Why, what 's that to you ? \^\"X\t 

JUmil. If 't be not for some purpose of ' import. 
Give 't me again : Poor lady ! she '11 run 'mad 
When she shall lack it. 

laijiy. Be not 'you known on 't ;' I have use for it. 

Go, leave me. . . . [k'','iL 

I will, in Cassio's lodging, lose this napkin. 

And let him ' lind it : TriSes, light as air, 

Are, to the jeitlouB, confirmations ^strong 

As proofs of Holy Writ. This 'may do something; 

The Moor already ch mgBS with my poison : 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy ,^ nor mandragora,' 

Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 

Which thou ow'dst^ yesterday. 

Othello enters distractedly : 

Oth. Ha! ha! false to me ! to 'me I 

lago. Why, how now. General f no more of that. 

Olih. Avaunt I be gone ! thoa 'at set me oq the 'rack. — 
I swear, 't is better to be 'much abused, 
Than but to 'know 't a libtle. 

lago. How now, my lordt 

Otii. What sense had I of her stolen hours of love? 
I 'saw 't not, ' thought it not, — it harmed not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I 'found not 'Cassio's 'kisses on her hps! 
He that is robbed, not 'wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not ' know 't, and he 's 'not robbed at aU ! 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

oik. O now, for ever. 

Farewell the ' tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 

mown on 't ' pnppj <«pliim). ■ mimdni)i6, porecfol op***™. 
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Furewell the plumed troop ! auil Llie big wars, 
That make ambition virtue, O, farewell ! 
Faiewell the neighing stee J, aud the rhrill trump ; 
The spiiiUstU'ring drum, the eai'-pierciog fife, 
The royal baDoer ; and 'all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious 'war! 
And, O jGU mortal engines," whoHe rude tliroats 
The immortal Jove'a dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! . , . Othello's occupation 's gone 1 

I<'(lo. la. 't possible 1 my lord I — 

0th. Villain, be sure thou 'prove my loved one false : 
Be 'Mure of it ; give me the 'oculiir proof ; 
Or, by the worth of 'mau'a' eternal soul. 
Thou hadst better have been born a 'dog, lago, 
Thau 'auawer my waked wrath. 

Iityo. Ig 't come to thiat 

Oik. Make me to 'see 't; or, (at. the least,) so 'prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a 'doubt on ; or — woe upon thy life ! 

lago. My noble lord, — 

Oih. If thou dost slander 'her, and torture 'me, — 

^ Never 'pray more : abandon all remorse ; 
On horror's head horrors ac<;umulate ; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed; 
For nothing canst thou to damnation 'add, 
Greater than 'that ! 
lago. O grace! O heaven forgive me I 

Are you a man? have you a sonl, or sense T — 
O wretched fool. 
That liv'st' to make thine 'honesty a 'vice! — 

mOnstrona world ! Take note, take note, world, 
To be direct and honest is not safe.^ 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence 

I'll love 'no friend, since'' love breeds such ofl'euce. 
(Jlh. Nay, stay: — ^Thou shouldat be honest. 
lago. I should be 'wise ; for honesty 's a ' fool, 

And loses that it worke-f or. 
0th. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, aud think she 's 'not; 

I think that 'thou art 'just, aud thiuk thou 'rt 'not; 

I '11 have 'some 'proof I 'Her" name, that was as fresh 

As Dian'a' visage, is now begrimed and black 
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Aa mine own 'face. — 'WouliI I were satisfied! 
lag"- I see, sir, you are eaten-ap with passion. 

I do repent me that I put it to joo. 

Ton 'would be satisfied ? 
Oth. Would » nay. I ViU ! 

Ltgo. And 'may; but how! how satisfied T Tet, I BBy, 

If 'imputation, and strong 'circumstance, 

(Which lead directly to the 'door of truth,) 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 
Oth. Give me a 'living* reason she's disloyaL 
Ja-jo. I do not 'like the office -, 

But, sith" I am entered in this cause bo ixe, — 

Urged to 't by foolish honesty anil love, — 

I will go on. ... I lay with Cassio lately ; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 

That in their sleeps will 'mutter their afi&iirG: 

One of this kiud is Cassio. 

In sleep I heard him say, — -" Sweet Desdemona ! 

Let us be wary, let us bide our loves ! " And then 

Cry, — "Cursed fate, that gave thee to the 'Moor!'' 
Oth. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

T'tyo. Nay, this was but his 'dream. 

Oth. But this denoted a foregone 'conclusion ! 
lago. 'T is a shrewd doubt, though it 'he but a dream; 

And this may help to thicken other proofs, 

That do demonstrate thinly. 
Oth. T 11 tear her all to pieces 1 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing 'done ; 

She 'may be honest yet. Tell me hut this: — 

Have you not sometimes seen a 'handkerchief, 

Spotted with sti-aw hemes, in your wife's handT 
Oth. I 'gave her such a one : 't was my 'first gift ! 
lagu. ... I knew" not that: But 'such a handkerchief 

(I am 'sure it was your wife's) did I to-day 

See Cassio wipe hia beard with. 
Olh. If it be ' that,— 

lago. If it be that, or 'any that was hers. 

It speaks 'against her, with the other proofs. 
Oth. O, that the slave bad forty 'thouBaud lives 1 

' One is too poor, too weak for my 'revenge. 

'Now do I see 't is 'truel — Look here, lago; 



All my fond love tlius do I blow to beaveo : 

'T is goiie.- 

Ariae, black Vengeance, from thy hollow cell !" 

Yield up,'0 Love, thy crown and heai'ted throne 

To tyrannous ' Hiite ! Swell, boaom, with thy fraught." 

For 't is of aspics' tongues ! 
I lago. Yet, be content, 

0th. O, blood, lago ! blood ! 

Jitgo. Patience, I say ! Your mind, perbaps, may change- 
I 0th. Never, lago I By yond' marble heaven, 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow, 

I here 'engage" my words. [Kdo-n. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — iKnrning. 

Wilneaa, you everburning lights above ! 

You elements, that clip'' us round about I 

Witness, that here lago dotb give up 

The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wronged Othello's service I Let him 'command, 

And to 'obey shall bring me no remorse,' 

What bloody work soever.' 
; 0th. I 'greet thy love, 

Not with vain 'thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will upon the 'instant put thee to 't: 

Within these three days, let me heai' thee say 

That Cnsaio 's not alive. 
lago. My friend is 'dead ; 't is 'done, at your request : 

But let 'her live. 
0th. Out, out on her ! O false one ! 

Come, go with me apai-t ; I will withdraw, 

To furnish some 'swift meana of death for 'her. 

'Now art 'thou my Lieutenaut, 
I Xago. I am your own, for ever ! iemb=i. 



Poor Desdemona, little suspecting the snare in which tier inn 
CEnce haa been entrapped, inquires of her faithless attendant : 
'■ Des. 'Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia? 
il. ... I know not, madam. 
Dea. But that my noble Moor 

Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As 'joalous creatures are, it w 
To put him to 'ill-thinking. 
I Emil. Is be 'not jealous? 

* O. R, helL ^ Ipwi, freight. ■■■ pliid(;e, confltiQ. * Oak^^«q^ 
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Z*e«. Who T he ! I tfaisk the euii, wheu he was born, 

Drew all 'such humours from Idm. 
EtnU. Look, where he comes. 

Olbcllo EDters. 
Dea. How is it with you, my lord T 

Otk. Well, my good lady. — -[AUdt.i O, hardness to disBBm- 
ble! 

How do 'you, Desdemoaa ? 
De». Well, my good lord. 

Otfi. Give me your hand : This hand is 'moist, my lady. 
Deg. It yet has felt no age, nor known no boitow. 
Otk. This argues cheerfulness,* and 'Uberal heart: 

Hot, hot, and moist : this band of yours requires 

A sequester" from liberty, — fasting, and prayer, 

Muoli castigation, exercise 'devout : 

'T is a 'good baud,^ — a 'frEmk one. 
Ues. 'You may, indeed, say so; 

For 't was that hand that gave away my 'heai-t. 
0th. A 'liberal hand! The hands of 'old gave heai'ts :' 

But our 'new bemldry is — hands," 'not heai'ts. 
Des. ... I cannot speak of this. — Come now, your promise. 
0th. What promise, chuck t 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 
0th. ... I have a salt and sullen' rheum offends mo. . . . 

Lend me thy handkerchief. 
Des. Here, lay lord. 
0th. That which I 'gave you. 
Des. I have it not about me. 
Otk. Nott 

Dea. No, indeed, my lord. 
0th. That is a fault.— That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my 'mother give ; 

She was a charmer,' and could almost read 

The ' thoughts of people: she told her, while she ' kept it, 

'T would make her amiable, aud subdue my father 

Entirely to her love; but, if she 'lost it, 

Or made a 'gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathed, and bis spirits bunt 

k After 'new fancies. She, 'dying, gave it 'me ; 
And bad^ me, when my fate would have me wive. 
To give it ' her. I did so : and take heed on 't ! 
: 
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Make it a darting like youi' precious eye ; 
To lose 't, or give 't away, were such jjerdition 
As Dothiug else could match. 
2)es. Is 't possible ! 

Ot/t. 'T is 'true: there 's 'magic in the web of it. 
A Sibyl" (that had numbered in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses)" 
In her-prophetic fui-y sewed the 'work ; 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the 'silk j 
And it was 'dyed in 'mummy^, — which the skilful 
Conserved, of maidens' hearts. 
J>es. Indppd ! is 't trueT 

Oeh. 'Most veritable ; thei-efore look to 't well. 
-Dc.i. Then would to Heaven that I had never seen it, 
0th. Ha! wherefore? 

Z)es. Why do you speak so startingly and rash? 
Oth. Is 't lost i ia 't gone ? speak, is it out o' the way ? 

IDea. It 18 'not lost : But what an if it were? 
0th. Fetch 't ; let me see 't 1 
X>e3. Why, BO I 'uan, sir ; — but I '.will not now. . . . 
This is a trick to put me from my suit; 
I 'pray, let Cassio be received ajfain. 
0th. fetch me that handkerchief I my mind misgives. 
JMs. Come, come ; you '11 never meet a more sufficient ma 
Oth. The handkerchief! 
J>es. A man that, all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shared dangers with you ; — 
Oth. The handkerchief ! 
J>eti. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oeh. Away! [„fi,~.'i 



Ernil. ' Is not this man jealous ? 
JJea. I ne'er saw this ' befoie. 

Sure, there 's some 'wonder in this handkerchief : 

I iim raost unhappy in the loss of it. 
Emit. "I is not a 'year or two shows us a man. 

But look you, Cassio and my husband come, 
lago and Cassio enter: 
Des. How now, good Cassio? what 's the news with you? 
Oils. Madam, my ' former suit. 
I>es. Alas ! thrice-gentle, Cassio, 
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' My advocatioii is not 'now in tune ; 
My lord is 'not my lord ; nor should I 'know him. 
Were he in ' favour,' aa in ' liamour.'' altered. — 
Whftt I 'can do, I will ; and 'more 1 will 
Than for 'myself I daie : let that suffice you. 
lago inquires of his wife : 

lai/o. Is my lord 'angiy t 

£viU. He went hence but now, 

And, certainly, in strange unquietneaa. 

Ii';/o. 'Can lie be angry ? I have seen the cannon. 
When it bath blown his ranks into the air 1 
Something of 'moment, then : I wOl go meet him. 
There 'b matter in 't indeed, if he be angry. 

Z>c.^. I pr'ythee, do so. [u^'j — Something, sure, of State 
Hath puddled" his clear spiiit : I '11 go 'seek him. — 
If I do find him fit, I 'U move your suit, 
And seek to 'effect it to my uttermost. 

Can. I humbly thank your ladyship. axc^at. 



The plot deepens in intcnsily and inleresl. Another proof is 
devised by lago to make assurance doubly sure. He biings the 
Moor to overhear a conversation between Cassio and a familiar ac- 
quaintance of his, named Bianca : to whom Cassio had given the 
gaudy handkerchief which he had found in his lodgings. Othello 
is led to believe that what Cassio says of Bianca applies lo Desde- 
mona : and, to crown all, he sees the handkerchief in -.he woman's 
hand! 
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We are to suppose the incensed Othello again before us, qi 
tioning Emilia; anxious to be just, as well as to revenge. 

<JCh. Ton have 'seen nothing then t 
Jiniil. Nor ever ' beard ; nor ever did 'suspect. 
Ut/i. Tea, you have seen Cassio and ber together T 
Mniil. But then I saw no harm ; and then I heard 

Each syllable that breath made up between them. 
Olh. "What! did they never 'whisper? 
Einil. Never, my lord. 

OUi. Nor send you out o' the way T 

•faint,; a 



Jiinil. Never. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, hermaBk, nor nothing T 
I£mil. Never, my lord. 
0th. That 'b strange ! 

HJmil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is 'honest. 
Lay down my 'soul at stake : if you thini 'other, 

^ 'Remove your thought ; it doth 'abuse your bosom : 
For, if she be 'not honest, chaste, and true, 
There 's do man happy ; the 'purest of her sex' 
Is foul as slander. 
Ot/i. Bid her come hither: — go. — . fj^Bu''^ 

She 'says enough ;^yet she 's a 'simple dame 
That cwnnot say as mui-h. This is a 'subtle one — 
A closet lock-atid-key of villaiooua secrets ; 
_ And yet she "11 ' kneel, and 'pray ; . . . I 've 'seen her do 't. 
f Emilia returns with Dcsdemona. 

Des. My lord, what is your toIU ? 
0th. Pray, chuck, come hither. Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 
Des. What horrible fancy 's this t 

; 0th. [kuJm..] Some of 'your function, miatresas hence! and 
m shut the door; 

■ Cough or cry hem if anybody come : 
, Tour mystery,'' your mystery; — nay, despatch, (^lif,''',^ 

Emilia iodignantly leaves the diamber. Desdemona tremblingly 

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech import? 

I understand a 'fuiy in your words, 

But 'not the words. 
0th. . . . Why, what art thou 1 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true and 'loyal wife, 
0th. Come, swear it ! 'Swear thou art 'honest. 
Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 
0th. Heaven truly knows, that thon art false as hell. 
Dea. . . . To whom, my lord? 'with whom? 'How am I 

false! 
0th. Oh, Desdemona! — away, away, away I 
Dea. Alas, the heavj day ! — Why do you weep T 

Am 'I the occasion" of these tears, my lordt 

If, haply, you my 'father do suspect 

An instrument of this your calling-back, 
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laj Dot j'our blame on 'me ; if 'jou Lave I(»t him. 
Why, '1 liave lost him too. 

Olh. Had it pleased 'Heaven 

To try me with affliction i had 'He' rained 
All kiDdo of BOiee, and simmes, on my bare bead ; 
Hteeped me in poverty to the very hpB ; 
Given to captivity me aiiJ my utmost hopes, — 
I Hhoal J have found, in some place of my soul, 
A drop of "patience : but, alas ! to make me 
Thf fixed £gui'a for the hand" of Scorn 
To point hia slow and mo\ing finger at, — 
Tet could I bear ' tbat too j well, ^fery well I 
But 'there, — where I have gamered-up my 'heart, — 
Where either 'I mut^t hve, or bear 'no life, — 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or elue dries up ... to be discarded ' thence ! 

J><!». I hope, ray nohle loi'd eHteems me honest? 

Oth. 0, ay ; aa Hummer dies are in the shambles 1 

thuu weed, who art so lovely fair, that the seiiaa 
aches at tbee,^ 
"Would thou had'st ne'er been bom 

JMn. Alaa, what ignorant sin have I committed T 

Ol/i. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 

Miide to write " falsehood " on 1 What committed ? 
Heaven stops the none at it, and the moon winks ; 
The common wind, tbat kihses all it meets, 
la hushed withiu the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it. What committed? 
Impudent wanton ! 

JJei: By Heaven, you do me wrong. 

OtA. Are you 'not a wanton ! 

JJei. No, as I shall be saved. 

Olh. I cry you mercy then : 

1 took yon for that cunning one of Venice, 

That married with OtheUo. What, ho I Emilia ! You, 

mistreBfl, you. 
That have the office 'opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gute of 'heli! [„";';',"',.] You, you, ay, 

you: 
We've done our course ; there 's money for your pains. 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. lErii. 

Jimil. Good madam, what 's the 'matter with my lord? 

Jiea. Who 'ia thy lord? 



^ 
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I ^inil. H-e that i a 'youra, Bweet lady. 

[ Des. I have 'uone : Do not talk to me, Emiliit : 

I rAnnot weep: Go call thy huaband. 
I Sndl. Here 's a ebange, indeed I [jS;)!, 

\ Des. 'T is 'meet I should be used bo ; Very meet. 
Emilia returns with lago, 
lago. What ia joiu' pleasure, madam 1 How is 't witU 

you? 
Eniil. Alsa, lago, my lord bath bo abused her, 

Aud thrown such foul" and heavy terms upon her, 
. As true hearts cannot bear. 
J}es. Am I . . . that name, lagot 

lago. What name, fair lady ? 

Dei. Such as ahe says my lord did aay I was. 
JSmil. Hath she forsook so many noble matches. 
Her father, and her country, and her friends. 
To be called 'wanton ? would it not 'make one weep 1 
I 'Jtigo. Beahi'ew him for 't ! How comes this trick upon him ! 

Emilia significantly fixes her look on her husband : 
I Mniil. ... I will be banged, if some eternal villain, — 
Some busy and insinuating rogue,^ 
Some cogging, cozening slave, — to get some office, 
Have not devised this slander ; I '11 be ' hanged else. 
lago. Fie, there is no such man : it ia impossible. 
Dex. If any such there be, Heaven pardon him ! 
1 £lmil. A 'halter pardon him I "Who keeps her company? 
What place? what time! what form? what likelihood ? 
The Moor 'b abused by some moat villainous knave I 
Some base 'notorious knave 1 some 'scurvy fellow !^ 

Heaven, that such, companions" Thou'dst unfold ; 
And put, in every 'honest hand, a whip, 
To lash the rasc^ naked through the world ! 

lago. Speak within door. — You are a fool ; go to. 
J)es. O good lago. 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : — 
If e'er my 'will did trespass 'gainat his love, 
Or that I do not, — though he shake ma off 
To beggarly divorcement — love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 
And 'bis unkindness may defeat my 'bfe. 
But never taint ray 'love. 
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lago. I pray yon, be content ; 't ie but Lis ' humour :* 
The buBiness of the ' State does him offence, 
And he doea chide with 'you. 

7>«8. If 't were no other, — 

lago. 'T is 'but so, I warrant. 

Go in, and weep not ; ail things shall be well. [^J,||^;, 
As DcBdemona and Emilia withdraw, Roderigo enters : 
How now, Koderigo t 

Rod. I do not find that thou deal'at 'justly with me. 

logo. What in the 'contraiy ! 

Rod. Every day thou daff'st' me with some device, lago. 
I will, indeed, no longer 'endure it ! 

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo t 

Rod. 'Faith, I have heard too much.; for your 'words and 
'performances are no kin together. 

lago. Tou charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but 'truth. I have wasted myself out 
of my means. The jewels you have had from me, to 
deliver to Desdemona, would half have corrupted a 
'votarist !° 

lago. Well ? go to ! 'very welL 

Rod. ' Very well T go-to T I can'iiot go-to, man : nor 't is 
'not very well : by this hand, I say it is very 'scurvy ; 
and begin to find myself ' fobbed'' in it. 

lago. 'Very well. 

Roil. I tell you, 't is 'not very well. I will make 'myself 
known to Desdemona : if she will return me my jewels, 
I will give over my suit ; if not, assure yourself I will 
seek satisfaction of 'you 1 

lago. Why, 'now, I see there 'b 'mettle in thee. Give me 
thy hand, Boderigo; thou hast takeu against me a 
most just exception ; but yet, I protest I have dealt 
most 'directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not 'appeared. 

lago. I 'grant, indeed, it bath not appeared ; and yonr 
suspicion is not without wit and judgement. But, 
Boderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, which I 
have greater reason to believe 'now than ever, — I mean, 
purpose, courage, and valour, — this night show it ! 

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and compass? 

^-—>. Sir, there is especial commission come from Venice, 
o depute Oassio in Othello's place. 
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Wjiod. Is that true? why, then Othello and DdHdemoua re- 
tura to 'Venice? 
70. Unleaa hie abode be 'lingered here by some accident; 
wherein none can be so determinate tm the 'removing 
of ' CasBio. 

[ Hod. How do you mean, — 'removing him ? 

I Jaffa. Why, by making him 'ancapable of Othello's place; 
— knocking out his brains. 

t Rod. . . . And that you would have 'me do 1 

Wjago. Ay: if you dai-e do yourself a profit, and a right : he 
knows not 'yefc of hia honourable fortune. If you will 
watch, yon may take him at your pleasure : I will be 
near to 'second your attempt, and hn shall fall ' between 
UB. Come, stand not amazed at it, but go along with 
me ; I will show you such a 'necessity in hia death 
that you shall think yourself ' bound to put it on him. 
It is now high supper-time, and the night grows to 
waste: about it! 

I Jiod. I will bear further 'reason for this, 

T Jaffo. And you shall be 'satisfied. Away I [1^ 

Now, whether 'he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 
'Every way makes 'my gain: live 'Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewels that I bobbed from him. 
As gifts to Oesdemona ; if 'Cassio do remain, 
' He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes 'me ugly : 

No, be must 'die :— be it so ! This, then, is the night 
That either 'makes me, or 'fordoes me quite. 
lago immediately plana that, with his assistance, Roderigo 
should assassinate Cassio, but Cassio is wounded, not killed: 
Roderigo, however, is wounded by Cassio ; and then the inhuman 
lago — to prevent the discovery of these crimes — savagely and re- 
morselessly stabs, through the heart, his doubly-duped victim. 



In the mind of Othello, the proofs againsl 

demonstration, admitting no particle of dou' 

I of hia nature is concentrated on the means ol 
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all the ardour 
pie revenge : 
her in bed! Good! good! 

In the silence of midnight, Olhello enters his wife's chamber, 

where the innocent Desdemona — after having poured forth her sot- 

heaven, and prayed for blessings upon him — has sunk into 

calm repose. When he beholds her asleep, » ti«*ii oV 'w.^iiua 
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recoil eclions mshes upon him, and he cannot instantly perform his 
awful purpose ; but he soon teveils to the revolting (motive, tJ for- 
tify his mind anew ; for, alas ! there is do lingering doubt to stay 
his sacrificial hand. 

ifth. 'It is the VausBl it 'is the cause, my soul, — 
Let me not 'name it to 'joii, joti chaste stars !— 
'It is tbe cause.— Yet I 'U not shed her hlood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of Iters than snow, 
And smooth aa montiment&l alabaster. 
Yet she 'muni die,— «lse she '11 betray 'more men. 
Put out the 'light, and then, — Put out 'thy' light! 
If I quench ' thee, thou flumiog minister, 
I can again thy former light restore. 
Should I repent me; but once put out 'thine. 
Thou cuniiing'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat'' 
That can 'thy light relume. When I have plucked 

the" rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth 'again; 
It needs must wither: — I '11 Bmell it" on the tree.^ 

bitlmj breath, that dost almost persuade 

Justice to ' break her sword ! — One more, one more ! — 
Be thus when thou art di?ad, and I will ' kill thee. 
And 'love thee 'after. — On« more, and this the last ! 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must 'weep. 
But they are 'cruel tears : ' this sorrow 's heavenly j 
'It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakea. 

J>es. Who 's there ? Othello ? 

0th. Ay, Desdemona. , . . 

Have yoii 'prayed to-night, DesdemonaT 

Des. Ay, my lord. 

Oth. II you bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconciled as yet to Heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you 'mean by that T 

Ot/t. Well, do it, and be brief ; I will walk by : 

1 would not kill thy 'unprepared spirit ; 

No, — Heavens forfend !' — I would not kill thy 'souL 
Des. Talk you of ' killing ! 
Oth. Ay, I do. 

.^Tm. Then, Heaven have mercy on me I 
uOth. Amen, with all my heart [ 

'O.B.tb7. ' "O .li.lbo£>." ^" •forbid," 



If you say so, I 'hope you will not kiU me. 
And yet I ' fear you -, for you are fatal tbeu. 
When your eyes roll eo. 'Why I should fear, I know 



I Since 'guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I ' feel I fear I 
Otk. Think on thy 'sins ! 
Dea. They are 'lovea I bear to yon. 

OlA. Ay I — and for ' that thou diest 1 

J)es. That death 'a minatural that 'kills for loving. — 
Alas ! why gnaw you so your nether lip t 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame. 

Oth. Peace, and be still I 

JJes. I will so What 's the matter ? 

Olh. That handkerchief, which I bo loved and gave thee, 
Thou gav'st to Casaio. 

J)e3. No, hy my soul 1 Send for the man, and ask him. 

Oth. Take heed of perjury ! thou art on thy 'death bed. 

Des. Ay, but not 'yet to die? 

Oth. Yes, presently ; 

Therefore, confess thee 'freely of thy sin; 
For to 'deny each article, with 'oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou 'art to 'die I 

J>e8. Then 'Heaven have mercy on me! 

Ot/i. I say, Amen. 

Des. And have 'you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in mj life ; never loved Cassio, 
But with such 'general warranty of Heaven 
As I 'might love : I 'never gave him token. 

Oth. By Heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his hand. 

perjured woman I thou dost 'atone my heart, 
And mak'at me call what I intend to do, 
A 'murder— which I thought a 'aacrifice : 

1 'saw the handkerchief. 
I}es. He 'found it then ; 

I never gave it bim. — Send for him hither ; 
Let him confess the 'truth. 
Oth. He 'hath confessed. 

What, my lord? He vrill not say so! 
*lh. No ; Ilia mouth is 'stopped : 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for 't. 
'es. My fear interprets then.' — Whatl 'is he 'dead? 
Had all his 'hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all ! 

■O.K. 0,103 lew InkatBitft*. 
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Dt9. Alas ! he is betrayed, and I undone. 

Olh. Out, waDton! Weep'Ht tbou for him to my 'facet 

Dm. O, 'banieh me, my lord, but kill me not 

Olh. Down, wanton I 

Dt». Kill me 'to-morrow; let me live 'to-night. — 

But half an hour ! 
Olh. Being 'done, there is no panse. 

JM». But while I say one prayer — 
Olh. It is too late. 

Nq longer Revenge, but justice, pitilessly ezecules the sad de- 
cree. Covering her appealing face, he stifles her. But, ere life has 
departed, he is disturbed by loud enclamalions at the door : 
EmU. [Tiui«i,i My lord, my lord ! wbat,ho! my lord, my lord! 
Oth. What noise is this ! — Not dead T not yet quite dead ! 

I, that 8m cruel, am yet merciful ; 
■ I would not have thee 'linger in thy pain. — 

I So, so! 

* He stabs her. 

Emil. rTiihoiiL] 0, good my lord ! I 'd speak a word with you. 
Oth. Yea:— "I is EmiUa:— By-and-bT-— She 's dead!— 

'T IB like she comes to speak of Cassios death . . . 

Ha ! no more moving ? Still as the grave ! 

I think she stirs again r^no. — What 'a best to do? . . . 

If she come in, she '11 sure speak to my wife : 

My wife 1 my wife ! 'whtit wife ? — I have 'do wife : 

O, insupportable! O heavy hour! 
Emit. i«-ithoiiuj I do ' beseech you I may speak with you. 
Oth. I had forgot thee. O, come in, Emilia. — 
He unlocks the door, and Emilia enters. 
Emil. O, my good lord I yonder 's foul 'murder done. 
Olh. It ia the very error of the 'moon ; 

She coraea more near the earth' than she was wont, 

Aud 'makes men 'mad. 
EmU. Caasio, my lord, has killed a young Venetian 

Called Roderigo. 
Olh. Roderigo killed ! . . . And ..." Caasio killed t 

Emil. No ; Cassio is 'not killed. 
Ot/i. Not ' Cassio killed 1 Then murder 'a out of tune. 

And sweet revenge grows harsh. 
The dying Desdemona, slightly relieved by the flow of blood, 
feebly exclaims : 
Des. 0, falsely, falsely 'murdered I 
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lEmtl. Out, and alaa ! that was my 'lady's voice : — 
Help I help, ho ! helji ! — O lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! 0, sweet mistress, speak 1 
E Jhs. A 'guiltless death I die. 
I £Imil. O, 'who hath done this deed * 
f Dea. Nobody j I myself. Farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord. 0, farewell I i™-. 

[ 'Oth. Why, how should 'she be murdered ? 
I JSniil. Alas, who knows ? 

• 0th. Tou heard her say herself, it was not ' I ? 
JSmil. She said so : I must needs report the truth. 
0th. ... "T was I that kUled her! 

Emil. O, the more 'angel she, and you the blacker 'devil ! 
0th. She was false as water. 
Emii. Thou art rash as ' fire, to say 

That she was false; 0, she was heavenly 'true. 
0th. Tby husband knew it all, 
Emil. That she was false to wedlock! 
. Olh. Ay, with 'Cassio. Nay, had she been 'true, 

If Heaven would make me such another 'world 
I Of one entire and perfect chrysolite," 

I 'd not have sold her for it. 
Emil. My husband 1 

Ot'i. What needs this iteration," woman ? I say, thy hus- 
band ) 
My friend, thy husband, ^honest, honest lago. 
Emil. ' If he say so, may his pernicious soul 

Rot half a grain a day 1 he lies to the heart I 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 
Nay, do thy worst; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy 'heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy 'her. 
Oth. Peace, you were best I 

Emil. Thou hast not 'half that power to do me harm 
As 'I have to be 'hurt. guilt O dolt! 
As ignorant as diii! Thou hast done a deed — 
I care not for thy sword; I'll make thee 'known. 
Though 1 lost ' twenty lives. — Help! help, ho! help! 
The Moor has killed my mistress 1 Murder! murder! 

Gratiano, Montano. and lago, hastily enter. 
O, are 'you come, lago? You have done well. 
That men must lay 'their murders on 'your neck. 
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^^^1 'Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 

^^1 ^^ says, thou told'gt him that his n-ife vras 'false. 
■ I know thou didst 'not ! tliou 'rt not 'such a viiiMn ! 

Speak, for 'my heart is full. 
Lign. 1 told him what I 'thought ; and told no more 

Than what be found himself was apt and 'true. 
Emil. But did you ever tell him, she was 'talae! 
lugo. I did. 
Emil. You told a ' lie ; an odiousj 'wicked lie ; 

She false, with 'Cassio! — 'Did you say with Cassiol 
I'igo. "With Caaaio, mistress. Go to, get you home 1 
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak: 

'T is proper I 'obey him, hut not 'now, — 

Perchance, lago, I will 'ne'er go home. . . . 

Nay, nay, Othello, lay thee down, and roar ; 

For thou hast killed the sweetest innocent 

That e'er did lift-up eye. 
Otk. i»i.iT.,.i O, she wRa' foul! ... [«?;'r] 

I scarce did ' know you, uncle Thei-e lies your niece : 

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopped. 

I know, this act 'shows horrible and grim. 
Qra. Poor Desdemona! I am plad thy father 's 'dead. 

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 

Shore his old thread in twain I 
Oth. "T is pitiful; but yet lago knows, 

That she was false with Cassio : Cassio 'confessed it ; 
I And she did gratify his amoi-ous words' 

I "With 'my recognizance and pledge of love. 

It was a handkerchief — an antique token 

My father gave my mother. 
Emil. Heaven! O heavenly powers! that handkerchief 

I ' found by fortune, and did ' give my husband ; 

For often, with a solemn earnestness, 

He begged of me to 'steal it. 
laffo. Filth, thou liest ! 

Emil. By Heaven, I do 'not ; I do not, gentlemen. — 

lago, maddened by the discovery of his guilt, suddenly springs on 
his wife, and stabs her ; then, in hope of escape, he is rushing out, 
when intercepted by the infuriated Othello : 

Otk. Are there no stones in heaven 

kEufc what iiervo for the 'thunder? — Precious villain! 
mtano, preventing this attack on lago, disarms Othello, 
to Gratiano : 
• O. B. -wortB. 
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T Mon. Take 'you thia weapon, 

Wliicli I have hero recovered from the Moor. 

Come, guard tlie door 'without : let not Othello pass, 

But ' kill him rather. I 'U after that same villain. K'-m- 



0th. ... I am not 'valiant neither, 

But every puny 'whipster gets my sword. 
But why should 'honour outlive houesty? 
Let it go 'ail ! 

The bleeding Emilia, in her death agony, faintly speaks : 
Wjidl. Moor, she was 'chaste : she 'loved thee, ci-uel Moor: 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak ' true ; 
So speaking as I ' think, I die, — I die. (oi-i. 

The lifeless Emilia is carried away. Othello stands but for a 
moment in perplexity : 

I Oih. I have 'another weapon in thia chamber j 
0, here it is. — Uncle, I 'must come forth. 
Gratiano replies from without : 

> Qra. If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear : 

Thou hast no weapon, and 'perforce must auffei-. 

' Olh. Look in upon me, then, and speak with me, 

Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. [«'S^ 

Behold I 'have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 

Upon a soldier's thigh : I 've seen the day. 

That, with this little ai'm and this good sword, 

I 've made my way through more impedimeuts 

Thau twenty times 'your stop.^But, O vain boast ! 

Who can control his 'fate? 't is 'not so 'now.- — 

Do you go back 'dismayed % 't is a 'lost fear : 

Man but a 'rush' against Othello's breast. 

And he retires. —Where 'should Othello go t — ■ 

Now, how dost thou look 'cow ! O ill-staired wench ! 

Pale as thy sheets 1'' When we shall meet at compt," 

' This look of thine will hurl my soul fi'om Heaven, 

And 'Fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my giil I 

Even like thy chastity. 

O, cursed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye Devils, 

From the posseseion of this heavenly sight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur I 
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"Wash me in ateep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! 

O Deademoua P Desdemoaa !' dead 1 Oli ! 'Oh I 
The slorm of passion is at last dissolved in tears. The Venetian 
Ambassador enleis, with the wounded Cassio — and lago, a 
prisoner '. — Lodovico sorrowfully inquires : 
f,od. Where is tliia rasli and most unfortunate man? 
Otk. That 'a lie tLat 'was Othello ;— here I am. 
/.od. Where is that 'viper! bring the villain forth. 
Oth. I look down towards Ms fept,'' — but that 's a fable : 

If that thou 'be'st a devil, I 'tannot kill thee. [^il^ 
Li'jo. ... I bleed, sir ; but not ' killed. 
Olh. I am not sorry neither : I 'd have thee ' live ; 

For, in 'my sense, 't is 'happiness to die. 
Lod. O thou Othello, that wast once so good. 

Fallen in the pi-actice° of a eursfid slave, 

'What shall be said to thee! 
Oth. Why, any thing : 

An honourable . . . 'murderer, if you will ; 

For nought did I in 'hate, but all in 'honour, 
Lod. This wretch hath pai't 'confessed his villainy ; 

Did you and he 'consent in Gassio's death t 
Oth. . . . Ay. 

The wounded Cassio speaks ; 
Cas. Dear General, I never gave you 'cause. 
Olh. ... I do believe it, — ^and I ask your pardon. 

Will 'you, I pray, demand that demi-devil, 

'Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and bodjT 
lago. Demand me "nothing : 'what you know, you know : 

From this time forth, I never will speak word. 
Oth. Well, thou dost best. 

All the circumstances are now speedily explained. In the 
pockets of the slain Roderigo are found letters which reveal lago's 
villainy; establishing Cassio's innocence, and consequently Desde~ 
mona's, beyond a doubt. To fill his cup of woe to overflowing, the 
anguish 'Stricken Othello inquires : 
Oth. How 'came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief. 

That was my wife's t 
Cos. I ' found it in my chamber : 

And he himself confessed, but even now. 

That there he 'dropped it ; for a special purpose 

Which wrought to his desire. 
Oth. ... fool I fool ! fool ! 

Oas. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter, 



How Le upbraids lago, that he made him 
'Bi-ave me upon the watch; and even now he spakS).! 
After long seeming dead, — 'lago hurt him, 
lago set him 'on, 
Lodovico, the Venetian Ambassador, addresses his prisoners a 
Hiod. fin"ij '5ou must forsake this room, and go with U 
Tour power and your command are taken off, 
And ' Casaio rules in Cyprus. — [u^J For this slave, - 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It Bball be his. [_ZlJ Yoo shall clone 'prisoner rest, 
Till that the natare of your fault be known 
To the Venetian State. — Come, bring him away. 
Olh. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 

I have done the State eome service, and they know it ; 
No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters, ■ 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I 'am ; nothing 'extenuate, 
Nor set down aught in 'malice ; then must you Bpeab 
Of one that 'loved — not wisely, but too well j 
Of one not 'easily jealous, but, being 'wrought. 
Perplexed in the extreme ; of one, whose subdued eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 
J Drop tears — as fast as the Arabian trees 

^^_ Their medicinal' gum. Set you down this ; 
^^^L And say, besides, that in Aleppo ouee, 
^^^K Where a malignant and a turbaned Turk 
^^^H Beat a Venetian, and traduced the State, 
^^^V I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
^^H And smote him — 'thus. [hf„'^X3 O, Deadsmonal 
^^H I ' kissed thee, ere I ' killed thee : — no way but ' this, . . . 
^^- Killing 'myself, to 'die upon a kiss I i"!"- 

Cos. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon ; 

For he was great of heart. 
J^od. To you, lord governor, 

Remains the cennure* of this hellish villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture: — 0, enforce itl 

Myself will straight aboard, and to the State 

This heavy act with heavy ' beai't relate. ikmupi. 
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The story at " King Lear," though partly ficlitioua, is founded 
on fact. The old chraniclers of English history stale that Lsar 
succeeded his father Bladud, as King of Britain, in the Year of 
the World 3160. or about eight bundled years before the Christian 
era. The story figures in the old " Gesta Romanorum " ; we find 
it in the " Chronicles " of Geoffrey oi Monmouth (iiz8l and in the 
Uter chronicles of Raphael Holinshed, whodiedin 15B0. Nor must 
■■tre forget thai there is a brief poetical version of the story in Spen- 
ser's •' Fairy Queen." (1590) which Shakespeare must have read: 
for he follows Spenser by changing the name of Lear's youngest 
daughter from Cordelia to the more euphonic Cordelia And there 
is a Ballad (published in Bishop Percy's " Reliques of Ancient 
Enghsh Poetry") evidently written after Spenser's poem, and 
before Shakespeare's play. 

A tragedy bearing the title of the " True Chronicle History of 
King Leir and hia three Daughiers, Gononll, Ragan, and Cordelia," 
was entered at Stationers' Hall in IS94," but of this edition no copy 
remains: a second edition appeared in 1605, and (videnily served 
as the foundation of Shakespeare's Tragedy, which must have been 
performed iibout the same time. It is probable that this reprint of 
the old play may have been prompted by the success of Shake- 
speare's new one. Shakespeare's version was printed three times in 
iGoR; the next appearance being in the folio of 1623, seven years 
after Shakespeare's death. 

The episode of the Duke of Glosler and his two sons is taken 
from a story in Sir Philip Sydney's "Arcadia," entitied "The 
Papblagonian Unkind King and his Kind Son." This episode is 
found, for the first time, in the play of leoS ; it belongs, therefore. 
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exclusively to Shakespeare, who bas dove-tailed it, with the great- 
est ait, into the main slory. 

Em the acted King Lear was a later and a very different one. 
In 1681, Mr. Nahum Tate produced a version which, for more than 
one hundred and fifty years, kepi possession of the stage : it makes, 
among many other changes, the Princess Cordelia become the 
wife of Edgar, and, as in the old ballad, restores the King to 
reason and to his Kingdom- The chataclcr of the Fool was alto- 
gether omitted. Charles Knighl says: " Tale was tolerated, be- 
cause Shakespeare was not read." Shelley, in his "Defence of 
Poetry," maintains that this is " ihe most perfect specimen of Dra- 
matic art enisling in the world." 

The Dramatis Peisonse retained in this Condensation ate; 
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Sc ene. — Britain. ■ 
The first Scene discloses a Room of State in King Lear's Palace. 
In addition to King Lear, his daughters Regan and Goneril, and 
their husbands the Dukes of Albany and Cornwall, we are to sup- 
pose the Earls of Glosler and Kent with olher Courtiers in the 
Presence Chamber. Without, are the King of France and the 
Duke of Burgundy, rival suitors for the hand of the youngest 
daughter, the Princess Cordelia. 

The aged Lear addresses the Court : 
Lear. Attend the Loi-da of France aud Burgundy. [uJi;",,. 
Meantime we shall 'express our darker" purpose. 
Give nae the map there. Enow, lords, we Lave divided 
In ' three our kingdom : and 't is our fast' intent 
To shake all cares and business from our 'age, 
Conferring them on 'younger strengths; while we. 
Unburdened, crawl toward death. — Our sou of '(.:orn- 
wall, 

Itawrljlnliabltauls. 
" un mcieat piovlDCfl of FrBTLce, eatl; occupied b^a 6f^miiut InhtiCqUpd lbaBa^- 
• h luultiDiH connty to the BDUth-WFBt extremity of EnelBDd. 
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And you, our no less loviog son of 'Albany, 
We have, this hour, a constant will to 'publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, — that 'future stiife 
May be preveuted 'now. The princes, Trance, and 

' Burgundy, 
(Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love,) 
Loug in our Court have made their amorous sojourn. 
And here are to be 'answered. Tell me, my daughters. 
Which of you, (shall we say,) doth love us 'most? 
That we our largest ' bounty may extend, 
Where 'nature doth with 'merit challenge it. 
Goneril, our ehlest-bom, speak 'first. 

Go7i. Sir, 'I love you, more than 'words can wield" the 
matter ; 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be 'valued, rich or rai'e ; 
A love that makes breath 'poor, and 'speech unable i — - 
'Beyond all manner of so much, 'I love you. 

Lear. ... Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with ehampains' riched, 
With plenteous rivers, and wide-ekirted meads. 
We make thee 'lady: To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this 'perpetual. — What says our 'second daughter — 
Our dearest Regau, wife to Cornwall t Speak. 

Jiefi. 'I am made of that self metal as my 'sister, 
And prize me at 'her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names 'my very deed' of love. 
Only she comes too 'short; that 'I profess 
Myself an 'enemy to all 'other joys, 
And find, I am 'alone feUcitate" 
In your dear highness' love. 

Lear. ... To thee and thine, hereditary ever, 

Bemain this ample 'third of our fair kingdom ; 
Ko less in space, validity," and pleasure, 
Than that conferred on 'Gonerii. — Now, our joy. 
Although our last, not least ;' to whose youug love 
The vines of Prance, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interessed ;' what can 'you say, to draw 
A third — more opulent" than your sisters^ Speak. 

Coi: Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing. 
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Lear. ' Nothing will 'come of uothiug : Speak again ! 

Cor. UuLappy that I am, I cunnot heiive 

My 'heai't into my 'mouth I 'I love your majesty 

According to my 'bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Why hftve my eistera 'husbands, if they say 

Tliey love 'you 'all? Haply, when *I shall wed, 

That lord, whose band must take my 'plight,' sbiiU 

carry 
' Half my love with him, Lalf my care, and duty : 
Sure, ' I shiill never maixj, lite my sisters, 
To love my fathti' 'all. 

Lear. . . . But goes thy 'beai't with this? 

C'/r. Aj, my good loni. 

J,ear. So young, and so nntender 1 

Cor. So young, my lord, and 'true. 

Lear. 'Let it be ao: tby 'truth then be 'thy dower! 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, 
The mysteries of Hecate" and the night. 
Here I 'disclaim all my paternal care ; 
And, as a 'sti'anger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee, from this, for ever ! 

The E^l of Kent interposes : 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Xeoi'. Peace, Kent ! 

Come not between the Dragon" and his wrath. 

I loved 'her 'moat, and thought to set my rest' 

On her kind nursery." — Hence, and 'avoid my sight! — 

So be my 'grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father's heart from her! — Call 'France. Who 

stirs ■? — 
Call 'Burgundy. Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two daughters' dowers digest' this ' third : 
Let 'pride, which 'she calls 'plainness, marry her. . . . 
I do invest 'you, joiutly, with my power. 
Pre-eminence, and 'all the large effects 
That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course, — 
With reservation of an Hundred Knights, 
(By 'you to be sustained,) — shall our abode 
Make with you by due turn. Only we shall retain 
The 'name, and (dl the 'additions' to a king -, 
The away, revenue, execution" of the rest, 

taee-promlm (trotli-pllBht). ^ O. B. tbB miwrliii of Hcctat. • A Teolqnio 
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Beloved bohb, be 'youTB : wllich to 'confirm, 
Thia coronet part" between you. ["i'rl.l'u"' 

KcDt again interposes : 

JTent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I haye ever honoured as my 'king, 
Loved as my 'father, as my 'master followed, 
Ae my great 'patron thoughfKin in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn ; make 'from the abaft ! 

Keitt. Lei it ' fall rather, though the fork" invade 

The region of my heart. 'Be Kent 'unmannerly, 
When Lear is 'mad. — What wouldstthou do, old man! 
Think'st thou that duty shall have 'dread to speak, 
When power to 'flattery bows t To 'plainneBs honour 's 

bound, 
When majeBty stoops' to ' folly. 

Zear. Kent, on thy 'life no more! 

JTetit. My life I never 'held, but aa a 'pawn^ 

To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to 'lose it. 
Thy 'safety being the motive. 

Lear. O, vassal 1 recreant ! [Ii'X"?!^^ 

Kent. Do! 'Kill thy physieian, and the fee bestow 
"Upon the foul 'disease. 'Revoke thy gift ; 
Or, whilst I 'can vent clamour from my throat, 
I 11 tell thee, thou dost 'evil. 

Lent: Hear me, recreant !" On thme 'allegiance, hear me ! 
Since thou hast sought to make us ' break our vow, 
And come betwixt our 'sentence and our 'power. 
Our potency' made good, take thy reward : — 
'Five days we do allot thee for 'provision, 
And, on the 'sisth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the 'tenth day following, 
Thy banished trunk be found in our 'dominions, 
The moment is thy 'death. Awayl— By Jupiter, 
This shall not be 'revoked. 

Kent. . . . Fare thee well. King 1 Since' 'thus thou wilt 
appear. 
Freedom lives 'hence, and 'banishment is here. — 
Ci-lir.] The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 
That justly ' think'st, and hast most lightly 'said ! — 
[nl^ linu.] And 'your lai'ge speeehea may your deeds ap- 
prove. 
That good 'efifects may spring from 'words of love. — 
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Thus Keut, piinces, bids you all adieu ; 

He '11 shape bis 'old course" in a 'country new. LK«it, 

The King of France and the Duke of Burgundy are now called in. 
Burgundy declines the match with a dowerless princess ; but the 
King of France accepts with rapture : 

FTa. Fairest Cordelia, that ai-t most 'rich, being 'poor ; 
Moat 'choice, 'forsaken ; and most 'loved, 'despised ! 
Thee and thy via'tues here I 'seize upon. — 
Thy dowerlesB daughter. King, thrown to 'my chance. 
Is ' Queen of us, of ours, and our fair Fiance ! 

Thou 'hast her, France; 'let her be thine-, for 'we 
Have no 'such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hera again. Therefore, begone ! 
'Without our grace, our love, our benison." [r^Ir'SL 
The old King, still muttering his anger, withdraws. The King 

of France says to Cordelia : 

Fra. Bid farewell to your sisters. 
^^^^(7or . . . Te" jewels of our father! with washed eyes^ 
^^^V Cordelia leaves you. I 'know you. what you 'are; 
^^^H And, like a sister, am most loath to 'call 

^^^^ Your faults as they are uamed. Love 'well our father : 
^^^^L To your 'professing" bosoms I commit him ; 
^^^^1 But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
^^^H I would prefer him to a ' better place. 
^^^V Ho farewell to you both. (ri^um. 

^^^^ ' Leaving Cordelia for some lime, we are to see how the naturally 
* cruel disposition of the elder sisters manifests itself: they now 

unite to insult their confiding father. He is about to commence 
his first monthly sojourn with his eldest daughter, Goneril ; and, 
while he is approaching her residence, he is encountered by the 
banished Earl of Kent, in the disguise of a peasant— still affection- 
ately " shaping his old courEe,"^bj' watching over his royal master. 

J,iar. Let me not stay a 'jot' for dinner; go. get it 
really. [,i,uS,'iuL.] — [*1"b°0 How,now! what ai-t 'thou T 
Kent. A man, sir. 
Lear. What dost thou 'profess? What wouldst thou with 

Ke^it. I do profess— to 'be no less than I 'seem; to serve 
biiD truly, that will 'put me in trust; to love him that 
is honest ; to converse with him that is wise, and st 
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little; to fear judgement; to figbt, when I cannot 

choose ; and to eat no fish.* 
Lear, What 'art thou? 
Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the 

'King. 
Lear. If thou be as poor for a 'subject as he is for a 'King, 

thou art poor enough. 'What wouldst thou? 
Kent. Service. 

Lear. 'Whom wouldst thou serve? 
Kent. You. 

Lear. . . . Dost thou ' know me, fellow ? 
Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your 'countenance 

which I would fain c^l 'master. 
Lear. What 'b that T 
Kent. Authority. 

Lear. 'What services canst thou do? 
Kent. I can . . . keep honest counsel ; ride, run ; mar a 

curious" tale in telling it, and dehver a 'plain message 

'bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 

qualified In ; and the ' best of me is, diligence. 
L^ar. . . . How 'old art thou T 
Kent. Not so 'young, sir, to love a woman for 'singing; nor 

so 'old, to 'dote on her for 'anything : I have years on 

my back forty-eight. 
Lear. Pollow me ; thou 'shalt serve me : if I like thee no 

worse 'after dinner, I will not part from thee 'yet. — 

Dinner, ho, dinner! — Wbere 's my knave? my Fool? 

Go you, and call my Fool hither. [u'.'iia'^°u«'] Yoa, 

you, sirrah, where 's my daughter? 
Obw. So please you, — [u.VJm. 

Lear. What says thefellow there? Call the clodpoll" bui-li, 

[npiVh'iJ— Where 'a my Fool, ho ?— I think the world 't 

asleep. [ko^kKG How now ! where 's that mongrel ? 
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not 'ivell. 
Tjear. Why came not the slave 'back to me, when I called 

Knight. Sir, he answered me, in the roundest manner, he 
would 'not. My lord, I know not what the 'matter is ; 
but, to 'my judgement, your highness is not entertained 
with that ceremonious 'affection as you were wont.'' 

iMir. Ha I sayest thou so ? Thou but rememberest me of 
mine 'own conception: I will look 'further into 't. — 

• tttead to no SBai-Aa:}^. '' nlDgolu (ijaboisle), "etnpidrdlow (0. B. olotpole). 
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But where 'a my Fool ? I have not seen him these two 
days. 
Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, sir, the 
Fool hath much pined away. 
Iiear. . . , No more of that ; I have noted it 'well. — Qro you, 
and tell my 'daughter I would speak with her \^'^_^ — 
Go 'you, call hither my 'Fool. [f;^' 

Oswald re-enters : 
O ! you sir, you ; come you hither, sir ! Who am I, air ? 
Osw. My lady's father. 
Lear. My lady's father? mj lord's ' knave I You dog I you 

slave! you cui-! 
Osw. I am 'none of these, my lord ; I beseech your pardon. 
^^^ Lear. Do you bandy looks with 'me, you rascals [^'ilm'f 
^^^^ Osw. I '11 not be 'struck, my lord. 
^^^1 Kent. Nor ' tripped neither, you base football player I 
^^^^ Lear. I thniik thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and I'll 'love 
^^^ thee. There 's 'earaest of thy service. ['"m" j'"' 

I At this moinent the Fool enters, andofTcTS the new attendant his 

I cap. or coxcomb— so called, because, on the lop of the Fool or Jea- 

I ter's cap was sewed a piece of red cloth, resembling the comb of a 

^^^h F'ool. Let 'me hire him too : — here 's my 'coxcomb, ["'su'.""' 
^^^B Lear. How now, my pretty knave! how dost thou? 
^^^1 Fool, [k-d,] Sirrah, you were 'best take my coxcomb. 
^^H Kent. Why, Fool? 

^^^H Fool. Why? for taking one's part that's 'out of favour. — 
^^^K Nay, an thou canst not smile as the 'wind sits, thou'lt 

^^^H catch 'cold shortly r* There ! ' take my coxcomb. Why, 

^^^B this fellow has banished 'two on's daughters, and did 
^^^H the 'third a blessing against his will: if thou follow 

^^^F 'him, thou must 'needs wear my coxcomb.— How now, 

^^^^ nuncle?'' 'Would I had 'two coxcombs, — and two 

^ 'daughters ! 

[ Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fuol. If I gave them all my ' living," I 'd keep my 'coTCombs 
myself. There's 'mine; 'beg another of thy 'daugh- 

I Lenr. Take heed, sirrah, — the 'whip. 

Fool. Truth 's a dog must to ' kennel ; ' he must be 'whipped- 
out, when the 'lady brach" may snore by the fire. 
' Lear. A pestilent gall to 'me ! 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. Mark it, nnnole: 
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■Have, more than thon Bhowoat; 
'Speak, less than thnu kitowest; 
' Lend, Icbb tiian thon oweit,* 
'Ride, less' thBD thou Koest; 
'Leom, more than thou troweet,' 
'Stake,' less than thon tbrowest; 
Leava thy drinlc. ftud thy snore, 
And keep in-a-door : 
And thou ahalt have mote 
Than ' two tena to a score. 



n unfee'd lawyer, — jou 

gave me nothing 'for it, — Can you make no 'use of 

nothing, n uncle ? 
Lear. Why, no, boy ; 'nothing can be made 'out of nothing. 
Fool. [J°,J Pr'ythee, tell Lim, so much the tent of hia 

'land comeB to: he will iiot believe a 'Fool. 
Tsar. A ' bitter Fool ! 
Fool. Doat thou know the 'difference, my boy, between b 

'bitter Fool and a 'sweet Fool? 
Jjear. No, lad ; teach me. 

Fool. [Slniini.l 

That lord, that counselled thee 

To give away thy land, 
Oome place him here by me, — 

Or do ' thou for him stimd : 
The 'sweet and 'bitter Fool 

Will presently appear ; 
The one, in motley ' here,- — 

The other, found out [ ';?,'"'°' ] there I 

Leav. Dost thou call 'me fool, boy t 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that thou 
wast 'bom with. 

Kent bluntly says : 

Jveitf: This is not 'altogether fool, my lord? 

Fool. No, 'faith ; lords and great men will not let me ; if I 
'had a monopoly out, they would have 'part on 't : and 
'ladies too, 'they wilt not let me have all fool to 'my- 
self ; they'll be 'snatching.— Nuncle, give me an egg, 
and I '11 give thee 'two crowns. 

Lear. ' What two crowns shall they be * 

Fool. Why, — after I have cut the egg i' the middle, and 
eat-up the meat, — the two crowns of the 'egg ! . . . Thou 

■iflTOMi, powesspst. '■O.R.morp, ■bulioTiHt. ^ O. H. snl (rlHli), 
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liadst little wit' iu thy'bald crowu, when thou gavest 
tby 'golden one away. If I apeak like myself in tliis, 
let him be whipped that first finds it so. 

rfliniiDi,] Fools had ne'er less grace'' in r year; 
For wins men are grown foppish, 
Aod know not how their wits to wear, 
Theit mamieta are ao apiali. 

J,ear. When were you wont to be bo full of rhymea," sirrah ? 
Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest thy 

daughters thy 'mother:* for when thou grtvest them 

the rod and bareat thine own back, 

[SLbgins.i Tlien they for audden joy did weep, 
And I tiir Borrow sauij, 
That Kueh a liiiig should play bo-pecp, — 
And go tlie fools among \ 

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach 
thy Fool to ' lie : I would fain ' learn to lie. 

Jjf.ar. If you Ue, sirrah, we '11 have you 'whipped. 

Foul. ... I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are : 
'they '11 have me whipped for epeaking 'true, 'thou 'It 
have me whipped for 'lying; — and sometimeB I 'am 
whipped for holding my peace. I had rather be 'any 
kind o' thing than a fool ; and yet I would not be 'thee, 
nuncle ; thou hast paired thy wit o' ' both sides, and 
left 'nothing i' the middle. ^ — Here comes 'one o' the 
parings 1 

The Lady Goneril angrtly approaches ber father : 

Lear. How now, daughter! what makes that 'frontlet' on? 
Methinka, you are too much of late i' the 'frown. 

Fnol. Thou 'wast a pretty fellow, when thou hadat no need 
to 'care for her frowning \ 'now, thou art an 0,' with- 
out a figure. 'I am better than ' thou art now ; I am 
a 'fool, thou art nothing. — [o'^ooj Tea, forsooth, I 'will 
hold my tongue; bo your 'face bids me, though you 
'say nothing. Mum ! Mum ! 



That 'h a 'shelled peapcod.' 
Qon. Not only, sir, this your all-licenBed Fool, 
But 'other of your insolent retinue 
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Do Ijouriy cai'p and tjuarrel ; breaking forth 

In rank and not-to-be -endured riots. 

Sir, I had thought, by making this well-known unto 

you, ' 

To have found a safe redress ; but 'now grow fearful, 
(By what yourself too late have spoke and done,) 
That you 'protect this course, and puf it on 
By your 'lUlowauce ;'' which if you 'should, the fault 
Would 'not 'scape censure, nor the ledresaea 'sleep. 

Lear. . . . Are you our 'daugbterl 

Does any here know 'me? Why, this is not 'Lear: 
Does Lear 'walk thus? 'speak thus? where are his 

'eyes 1 
Who is it that can ' tell me who I am ?— 
Your 'name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration," sir, is much o' the savour^ 
Of 'other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes 'aright: 
As you are old and reverend, you should be 'wise. 
Here do you keep a 'hundred Knights and Squires ; 
Men so tUsordered, bo debauched,' and bold. 
That this our Court, 'infected with their maimers, 
Shows like a riotous 'inn: Be then desired 
By her,— that else will 'take the things she begs, — 
A little to 'dis-quantity your train ; 
And the 'remainder that shall still depend,' — 
To be such men as may besort your 'age, 
And^ know ' themselves and 'you, 

Xear. Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.^ 
Degenerate Goneril! I '11 not trouble 'thee: 
Tet have I left a daughter. Woe, that too late 
repents ! [fi^un. 

O, are you come Lord Albany T 

la it 'your will? Speak, air.— Prepare nay horses. — 
Ingratitude! thou marble-hearted 'fiend! 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a 'child. 
Than the sea-toonster 1" 

Albany endeavours to soothe the King: 

^Ib. Prayi air, be patient. 

Lear, [r!^^,] Detested kite 1' thoulieat; 
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^^^B My train are men of choice and 'I'aveRt parts, 
^^^B That all 'pitrdculara of duty kuow. — O most small fault, 
^^^K How ugly didst thou iu ' Cordelia show ! 
^^^H Which, like an engine," wrenched my fjame of nature 
^^^H From the fixed place; di-en fi-om my heart all 'love, 
^^^P And Rdded to the 'gall. O I^ear, Lear, Leai' ! 
^^ Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, Im"'"S. 

And thy dear judgement 'out! — Go, go, my people. 
Alb. Now, gods that we adore, 'whereof comes this? 
(ron. Never afflic^t yourself to know the cauee;" 
But let his disposition huve that scope 
That 'dotage" gives it. 
Ziear. What, fifty of my followers at a dap ! 

Within a 'fortnight? 
Alb. What 's the 'matter, sir! 

Ziear. I '11 tell thee, Albany — [n^;, ]Life and death 1 lam 
ashamed 

I That thou hast 'power to shake luy maahood thus ; 
That these hot tears, which break from me perforce. 
Should Djake thee 'worth them. . . . Blasts and fogs 



The untented'' woundings of a father's 'curae 
Pierce every sense about thee! — -Old fond eyes, 

' . Beweep this cause 'again, I '11 'pluck ye out. 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 
To temper 'clay. — Tet have I 'left a daughter; 
When she shall heai' this of ' thee, with her nails 
She '11 'flay thy wolfish visage I Thou shalt find 
That I '11 'resume the shape, which thou dost think 
I have cast-off forever. 

The Duke again speakG : 

Alb. My lord, I 'm 'guiltless, as I am 'ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It 'may be so, my lord.— 

Hear, Nature, hear! dear goddess, hear! 

i Suspend thy purpose, if thou didat intend 
To make this creature 'fruitful! If she 'must teem,' 
Create her ehild of 'spleen ; that it may 'live — 
And be athwart,' dis-natured 'torment to her! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent" tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
iinnprobBd, OcBp, 'bring forth cWWrar 



^ Sji^op'^Vv,'^ ^ ^*^-»»#p.v 



To laughter and contempt : tliat 'she may feel 

How ahai'per than a 'serpent's tooth it is 

To have a thanMesa child ! — Away, away I [Emmu 

Having left his daughter Goneril, the enraged King turns to 
Regan ; and despatches Caius wilh letters to this second daughter, 
who, with her husband the Duke of Cornwall, is, for a time, residing, 
as a guest, with the old Earl of Gloster. But Goneril has been be- 
forehand ; having sent her Steward — the same whom Caius had pre- 
viously tripped by the heels for his saucy behaviour — with letters 
to Began, advising her not to receive her father with so great a 
train of followers, ^Early in the morning the sturdy Caius recog' 
nizes the Steward, as he approaches Gloster's castle. 

Osw. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of this bouse ? 

Kent. Ay, 

Oaw. Where may we set our horses? 

ITent. T the mire. 

Osw. Pr'ythee, if thou lov'st me, tell me. 

ITeiit. 1 love thee 'not. 

Osw. Why, then I care not for 'thee. I 'know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know 'thee. 

Osw. What dost thou know me 'fort 

Kent. A kaave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken meats; a base, 
proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred pound, 
filthy, 'worsted'- stocking ' knave ; a lily'-livered, super- 
serviceable, finical 'rogue; 'one trunk-inheriting-slave; 
one that wouldst be a villain, in way of 'good service, 
and art nothing but the composition of a knave, beg- 
gar, coward, and the son and heir of a mongrel cur; 
one whom I will ' beat into clamorous 'whining, — if thou 
'deniest the least syllable of thy addition.' 

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 'rail 
on one that is neither 'known of thee, nor 'knows thee! 

Kent. What a brazen.faeed vai'let art 'thou, to 'deny thou 
knowest mel Is it two days since I tripped up thy 
heels, and beat thee, before the King? Draw, you 
rascal! You come with letters 'against the King, and 
take Vanity" the puppet^s part, against the royalty 
of her father. Draw, you rogue, or I '11 so 'carbonado' 
your shanks — draw, you rascal : 'come your ways, ["y^"* 

Osw. Help, ho! murderl murder! 
The brawl thus raised is communicated to the Duke and Duchess 

of Cornwall, who order the old King's servant to be put in ihe stocks.' 



>e Fool come ID the gates of the Castle, while Kent is 

I "undeTgoing this ignominious punishment. 

I Lear. 'T is Htrauf;e tLat tliey Bbuuld 'bo depart from home. 
And not send bauk my 'messeDger 1 
Caius calls out: 
ml. Hail to thee, uoble inaMter ! 

^Zear. How 1 Mak'st thou this shame thy 'pastime ? 

fc^o/. Ha,ba! look I he wears cruel" garters 1 'Horses are 
tied by the 'head, dogs and bears by the 'neck, mon- 
keys by the 'Joins, and 'men by the 'legw; when a man '« 
'over-lusty at lege, then he wears 'wooden nether-stocks." 

I Lear. What 's he that hatb so much tby place mistook 

1 To set thee 'here I 

I STent. It is both be and she, — your son and daughter. 

t Xear. No ! 

I Kent. Yes. 

K Zear. 'No, I say. 

' Xent. ' I say, 'yea. 

• Jjeur. By Jupiter," I 'swear, no ! 

I Kent. By Juno,'' I swear, ay I 

,- Zecw". They 'durst not do 't ; 

They 'could not, 'would not do 't I 
Resolye" me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou mightst 'deserve, or they 'impose, this usage, — 
Coming from 'us. 
The circumstances are nairated, and the excited King can 

■Scarcely restrain his anger : 

KXi€ar. 0, how this mother' swells up toward my head !* 
Hysterica pasaio f 'down, thou cUmbing sorrow. 
Thy element 's 'below. — Where 'is this daughter t 
The Earl of Gloster sadly whispers to the King. 

\ I^ar. 'Deny ... to speak with 'me? They are 'sick? they 
are 'weary I 
They have travelled all the night T Mere ' fetches," sir : 
The images' of revolt and ilying-off! 
Fetch me a ' better answer. 

\ Glo. My dear lord, 

Tou know the fiery quality of the Duke — 

I Zsar. Vengeance ! plague I death ! confusion ! 

'Fierjl 'what quality? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 
I 'd speak with the Duke of Oomwall and his 'wife. 

nn oncrawel (womtBd). 'apim on Hlocfcjngs. ■ the BnprEme deity of lbs 
'Jnpitere qnwu. "aBtinfi. 'asymptsiuot lijattai*. 
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Glo. Well, my good lord, I have 'informed them ao. 
Lear, Informed them! Dost thou understand nie, man* 

kThe ' King would speak with CorBwall ; the dear father 
"Would with bis 'daughter speak, commands her* ser- 
vice: 
Are tliej " informed " of ' this ? My breath and blood ! — 
Fiery! the fleiy Dukel— Tell the hot Duke, that 

No, but not yet : — may be, he is 'not well: 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 

Whereto our health is bound : we are not 'ourselves, 

When nature, beiug oppreastd, commands the 'mind 

To suffer with the body. I '11 ' forbear ; 

And am fallen-ont with my more headstrong" wiil, 

To take the iu-disposed and 'sickly fit 

Por the 'sound man. — ["k'L"'] Death on my state ! 

Why sits my 'servant here? 'This act persuades me 

»That this remotion" of the Duke and her, 
Is 'practice" only. Give me my servant ' forth ! 
Go, tell the Duke, and 'a wife, 'I 'd speak with them, — 
Now — presently! Bid tliem come forth, and hear me ; 
Or, at their cliamber-door, I '11 beat the drum. 
Till it cry sleep to 'death I . . , 

me, myheai'tl my 'rising heart! — but, down! 
Fool. 'Cry toit, nunclel as the cooky'' did to the eels, when 

» she put them i' the paste 'alive; she knapped 'em o' 
the coxcombs' with a stick, and cried, "Down, wantons, 
down ! " 'T was her ' brother, that, in pure kindness to 
his horse, 'buttered his hay ! 

Cornwall, Began, Gloster, and Gloster's servanls enter. 
Leiir. . . . Good morrow to you both. 

The stocked Caius is immediately set at liberty, Regan says: 
lie;/. I am 'glad to see your highness. 
Lear. Regan, I ' think you ai-e ; I know what 'reason 

1 have to think so : if thou shouldst 'not be glad, 

»I would 'divorce me from thy mother's ' tomb. . . . 
[ Jni.] O 1 are you free 1 
Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister 's naught :* O Hegan ! she hath tied 
Sharp-toothed 'unkindness, hke a vulture," 'here. . . . 



I can scarce speak to thee : O Began ! 

|^e£/. I pray jou, sir, take patience. It i)eicLau<!e 
She have 'reetramed the riota of your followers, 
'T is on such ground, uud to such wholesome end. 
As clears her from all 'blame. 

r.Zeor. My 'curses on her ! 

K^fe^. O, sir 1 you are 'old ; you should be ruled and led 
By some discretion, that diacerua your state 
Better than you 'yom'aelf. Therefore, I pmy you 
That to our sister you do make 'return : 
'Say you have wronged her, sir, 

[ jLear. Ask ' her ' forgiveness T 

Do you but mark how this becomea the House :° — 
" Dear daughter, I 'confeijs that I am 'old ; 

That you '11 vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food." 
\.^g. Good sir, no more : these are 'unsightly ' tricks. 
I 'Eeturn you to my sister I 

l^^Xear. [kujdh 'Never, Began. 

She hath abated" me of hulf my train ; 
Looked 'black upon me ; 'struck me, with her tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very 'heart. — 
All the stored vengeances of Heaven fall 
On her ungrateful top !'' Strike her young bones. 
You taking" au's, with lameness ! 
Ton nimble lightnings, dait your blinding flames 
Into her seoi-uf ul eyes ! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-Bucked fogs, di'awn by the powerful sun. 
To fall, and 'blast her pride ! 
Meg. the blest gods ! so will you wish on 'me, 

"Wheu the rash mood is ou. 
Jjear. No, Began; 'thou shnlt never have my curse: 
Thy teuder-hefted' nature shall not give 
'Thee o'er to harshness : 'thou better know'st 
The 'offices* of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o' the kingdom bast 'thou not forgot. 



Reg. 
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. I thee endow 



. Who put my 



Good sii', to the purpose. 

i' the stocks* [ i^^"^ 




Thatahewoiild'soonbehere. [""."'.^] Is jour lady comet 

Zear. This slave again ? Out, varlet, fi'om my eight ! . . . 

"Wlio stockeii 'my servant ? Regan, I have good hope 

t'Thou didat not know on 't — ^Wlio comes he " 
[S'"-'.'] O beavens, 
If you do 'love old men, — if your sweet sway 
Allow 'obedienca, — if 'yourselves are old. 
Make it 'your cause; send down, and take 'my partd 
[n^„]Avt not ashamed to look upon thin beard?. a 
O Regan, wilt thou take 'lier by the hand ? 
Gonecil haughtily replies : 
Go?i. Why 'not by the hand, air ? How have I 'offendi 
All 'a not offeiiee that ' intliscretioD finds,' 
And dotage 'terms" eo. 

Regan adds : 
Jieg. I pray you, father, 'being weak, 'aeem ao. 
If, till the expiration of your 'mouth, 
Tou will return and sojourn with my sister, 
(Diamiasiug 'half your train,) come 'then to 'ma; 
1 am 'now from 'home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to 'her? and titty men dismissed? 
No 1 rather I abjure 'all roofs, and choose 
To wage" against the enmity o' the 'air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch ! — Return with ' her t 
Persuade me rather to be slave and aumpter'' 
To this detested 'groom, CuS^Sfl 

Gon. At your 'choice, sir. J 

Lear. . . . fu'°oJ I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me 
'mad : . . . 
I will not trouble 'thee, my child ; farewell 
We '11 no more meet, — no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 'daughter ; . . . 
Or, rather, a 'disease that 's in my flesh. 
Which I must 'needs call mine ! . . . thou art a ' boil,' 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle,' 
In my corrupted blood! . . . But I '11 not chide thee; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not 'call it: 
I do not 'bid the thunder-bearer' shoot. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Meud, when thou 'canst ; be better, at thy 'leisure : 



'I can be 'patient : . . . I ean stay with 'Ilegau, 
I, ftiiil my 'humlrecl knigbta. 
Si'ff. Not altogether bo : 

^I looked not for you 'yet, nor am provided 
Fur your fit welcome. If you wiU come to 'me — 
For uow I spy a danger, — I entreat you 
To bring but 'five- and- twenty: to no 'more 
Will 'I give place or notice. 

£ear. ... I gave you 'all ! — 

Seff. And iu good 'time you gave it. 

Lear. Miide you my guardians, my dejjositariea j 
But kept a 'reservation, — to be followed 
With 'such a number. What ! must I come to 'you 
With ' five-and-twenty f Began, said you 'bo ? 

Reg. And speak 't 'again, my lord \ no more with 'me. 

Lear. . . . Tbose 'wicked creatures yet do look 'well- 
fa vom-ed, 
When others are 'more wicked ; not being the 'worst 
Stands in some rank of 'praise. — Goueril, ... I 'II go 

with ' thee : 
Thy ' fifty yet doth 'double five-aud -twenty, 
And thou art ' twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord : 

Wliat need you five-and-twenty, ten, or ' five. 
To follow in a house where 'twice so many 
Have a 'command to tend you ? 

Regan, as a climax, adds : 

Reg. What need 'one t 

Lear. , . . O, reason not the 'need ; our basest 'beggars 
Ai-e in the poorest thing 'superfluous : 
Allow not nature more thau nature 'needs, 
' Man's hfe is cheap as ' beast's. Thou art a lady : 
If only to go 'warm were 'gorgeous. 
Why, nature 'needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st, 
Which scarcely ' keeps thee warm. But, for ' true need, 
You Heavens, give me that 'patience, — patience 'I 

need I . . . 
Tou see me here, you gods, a 'poor old man. 
As full of 'grief as age ; — wretched iu both I 
If it be 'you that stir theee daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it ' tamely ; touch me with noble 'anger. 
0, let not 'woman's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my 'man's cheeks! — No, you 'unuctt.wc«JL'\i»iit%V 



I will hftvo sucli revengea on you both 

That all the world shijl, ... I will do fiueh things, , . 

What they 'are, yet I kuow not ; but they 'shall be 

The 'terrors of the eaiih ! You tUjuk, I '11 'weep ; 

No, I 'il 'not weep : — 

I have full 'cause of weeping ; but this heart 

Bhall 'break, into a bnndred-thoneand flaws,* 

Or ere I '11 'weep. ... Fool ! I shall go mad 1 i"-* 



k 



L 



In order that the underplot of the Tragedy may be comprehended, 
we shall now give a aummary of the principal incidents in which the 
Earl of Gloster and his sons — the legitimate Edgar, and the illegiti- 
mate Edmund— are concerned. Edmund, whose birth precludes 
him from inheriting his father's title and possessions, by wicked 
artifices arranges and executes a plot against Edgar, his unsuspicious 
and unoffending brother : Edmund comes into his father's presence 
with a letter, intended to deceive the old Eatl, by making him be- 
lieve that its contents are the composition of Edgar, and its object 
a plot for the assassination of their father. 

This villainy of Edmund succeeds. Edgar is publicly denounced ; 
and the Officers of Justice are in pursuit of the supposed would-be 
parricide. To escape unmerited punishment, Edgar has no re- 
sources, but flight and disguise as a wandering maniac. He thus 
describes his dangerous position : 
£!dff. I heard myHelf 'proclaimed ;" 

And, by tlie happy hollow of a tree, 

'Escaped the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 

Do not attend my taking. Whiles I 'may 'scape, 

I will presei-ve myself ; and am bethought 

To take the basest and the° poorest shape 

That ever penury, in cootempt of 'man, 

Brought near to 'beast : My face I '11 grime with filth. 

Blanket my loins, elf'' tdl my hair in knots ; 

And, with presented nakedness, outface 

The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The countiy gives me proof and precedent 

Of 'Bedlam' beggars; who, with roaring voices, 

Strike, in their numbed and mortified bare arms, 

Pina, wooden spikes, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 

And, with this horrible object,^ — -from low farms. 

Poor pelting' villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,— 

Sometime with lunatic bans,' sometime with prayers, 

' Enforce their charity.— Poor Tuiljgood ?" poor Tom 1 

' That 's something yet : — ' Eilgar I notbiug am. !«■"- 
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We shall now re l urn to the main plol.-A fearful storm unites 
with the mental tempest raised by Leat's rebellious daughters. 
The nighl is wild, and the country around ia desert heath. Into the 
storm the old King plunges, distracted. His faithful follower, the 
disguised Earl of Kent, finds means to send privately a Messenger 
to France, informing Queen Cordelia of her father's plight ; and, 
that duty done, he hastens after Lear, who is still attended by the 
alfectionate Pool. The old King thus apostrophizes : 

Lear. Blow, winds, and 'crack your cheeks I rage I blow ! 
You cataracts and hurricanoea, spout 
TiJl you liave drenched our steeples ! 

ITou. sulphurous and thought- executing fli'es," 
Tant-couriera" of oak-cleaving thuuderbolts, 
'Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thun- 
der. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world I 
Crack nature's moulds! all germins" spill' at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 
Fool. Good uuncle, in ; 'ask thy daughters' blessing : here 's 

a right pities neither 'wise men nor 'fools. 
Ziear. Rumble thy full I Spitt flrel spout, rain! 
Nor raiu, wind, thunder, fire, are my 'daughters : 

»1 tax not 'you, you elements, with uukindness ; 
I never gave 'you kingdom, called you children j 
'You owe me DO obedience:" then let 'fall 
Yonr horrible pleasure! Hei'e I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and 'despised old man r- — ■ 
But yet I call you 'servile ministers,' 
That have, with two pernicious daughters, joined 
'Your high- en gendered* battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as tJiis. O ! ! 't is foul !" 
7*'oal. He that has a 'house to put his head in, has a 'good 

head piece. 
Lear. . . . No, I will be the 'pattern of all patience ; I will 
say 'nothing. 

Kent enters ; 

JTent. Alas, sir, are you 'here? things that love 'night 
' Love not 'such nights as these. Since I was man, 

L Such 'sheets of fii'e, such ' bursts of horrid thunder, 

I Such 'groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 

I Kemember to have Jieard : man's nature cannot carry' 

I The 'affliction, nor the ' fear. 
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Leur. Let tlie groat goda, 

That keep this dreadful yother" o'er our heads. 
Find out their 'eueiniea uow. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That hast within the© 'uudivulged crimes, 
Unwhipped of juHtice I Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjured, and thou siraular" man of virtue 
That art a hypocrite: Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That, under covert and convenient 'seeming," 
Hast practised on man's life! CloBe pent-up guilts, 
Hive your concealing continents,'' and cry 
These dreadful summonere 'grace? — 'I am a man 
More Binned 'against, than sinning. 

Sent. Gracious my lord, hard-by here ia a ' hovel ; 

' Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest : 
Repose you 'there. 

Lear. . . . My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy. How dost, my boy t Art cold T 
I am cold myself. — Where is this straw, my fellow T 
The art of our 'necessities is strange, 
That can make 'vile things 'precious. Come, your 

Poor Fool and knave, I have 'one part in my heart 

That 's sorry yet for ' tUee.— 
The pitying Fool, with kindly wishes, tries to enliven the way by 

singing: 
Fool. 

[Hian.) He that has a little tin; wit, — 

With heigh, ho ! tlie wind and the rain. 

Mast make 'couttint with his fortunes fit, — 

Tbough the rain it ruineth ever; da;.° 

Letxr. True, my good boy. — Come, ' bring us to this hovel. 

Kent leads Lear to a wretched hut, in which Edgar.-~under the 
assumed manner of a madman — has taken reftjge from hia broth- 
ci's villainy and his father's enmity. 

Kent. ' Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, enter : 
The tyranny of the 'open' night 'a too rough 
For nature to endure. Good my lord, enter here. 

Ikar. Wilt break my heart T 

JCent. I 'd rather break mine 'own. 'Good my lord, enter. 

' '^ Thou think'st 't is much, that this contentious 'storm 




N 



e i».l KING LEAR. 301 

InTBdee ua to tLe akin : bo 't is to ' tbee ; 

But where the 'greater malady is fixed, j 

The 'lesser is scarce 'felt. When the mind 'a 'free, 

The ' body 's delicate : the 'tempest in my 'mind 

Dotb, from my senses, take all feeling else i 

Save what beitta 'thei'e. Pilial ingi-atitude ! 

Is it sot Eks this mouth should ' tear this hand 

For lifting 'food to 't1 — But I will punish 'home:— ' 

No, I will 'weep no more. — In 'such a night, j 



To shut 'me out ! — Pour-on ; I will endur 

In such a night as 'this! ... Regan I Goneril!— 

Tour old kind fathei', whose frank heart gaie ail, . . . 

0, 'that way 'madnesa lies! let me 'shun that! 

No- more of 'that ! 

Sent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Leitr. Pr'ythee, go-in 'thyself ; seek thine 'own ease: 
Thia tempeat will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me 'more. — But I '11 'go in. 
In, boy ; [t^,.] go first. . . . You bouseless poverty, — 
Nay, get 'thee in. I '11 'pray, and 'then I '11 sleep.. — 
Poor naked wretchea, whereaoe'er you are. 
That 'bide the pelting of this pitiless Btorm, 
How ahall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Tour looped* and windowed raggednesa, defend you 
From seaaona such as ' these T 0, 'I have ta'en 
Too little care of this 1 Take physic. Pomp ; 
Expose ' thyself to feel what 'wretches feel. 
That thou may'st shake the superflux'' to 'them, 
And show the heavens more juat. 
The Fool, having entered the hovel, runs back terrified : 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle; here 'a a' Spirit 1 Help 
me I help me ! 

The watchful Caius calls out: 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i' the straw? 
Come forth. 

Edgar, disguised as a madman, rushes out : 

Mdg. Fathom and half ! fathom and half ! Poor Tom ! 
. . . Away I the foul fiend follows me 1 — 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
[^K.'b!'"'] Hum ! ... Go to thy cold bed, and wai'm thee. 

Lear. Didst 'thou give all to thy two daughters? And art 
thou come to 'this ! 

•O.E. lopped. i" BupBrtraW.-j . * 
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E<Iff. Wlio gives 'anything to poor Titiii T whom tbe foul 
fiend Lath led through fire and through flame : through 
ford and whirlpool ; o'er bog aud quagmiie ; that hath 
laid knivee under hia pillow, and halters in his pew ; 
set ratsbane by his poi-ridge ; made him proml of heart, 
to ride on a bay" trotting- horse over four-inched bridges, 
to course biR own shadow for a 'traitor. — Bless thy 
five wits !■■ Tom 's a-cold. — ! dode 1 do de ! do-de ! — 
Bless thee from whirlwinds, fitar-blasting," and taking !'' 
Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend 
veses. . . . There could I have him now! — and there! — 
and there ! — and there again, and there ! 

Zear. What! have 'his daughters brought him to 'this 
pass V — 

Couldst thou save 'nothing* Didst 'thou give them 
'all? 

Ktnt. He hath 'no daughters, air. 

Xear. Death, traitor I nothing could have subdued nature 
To 'such a lowness, ' but hia unkind daughtera. — 
Is it the 'fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh T 
Judicious punishment I 't was 'this flesh begot 
Those 'pelican' daughters. 

£;dff. Pillioock' eat on PilHcock-hill :— 
Halloo, halloo, 'loo, 'loo ! — 

Z^ar. . . . What hast thou been ? 

£Idg. A Berving-man," proud in heart and mind ; that curled 
my hair, wore gloves' iu ray cap ; swore as many 'oaths 
as I spake 'words, and 'broke them iu the sweet face of 
heaven I false of heart, light of ear,' bloody of hand ; 
hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in 

I madness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, 

nor the rustling of silks, betray thy poor heart to folly ; 
keep thy foot out of danger, thy hand out of dalliance, 
thy pen from lenders' books, and 'defy the foul fiend I — 
' Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind ; says, 
" Suum, mun, hay no nonny I " Dolphin,'' my boy, my 
boy! Bessa!' let him trot by. 

Zear. Why, thou wert better in thy 'grave, than to answer, 
with thy uncovered body, this extremity of the skies. 
Is man no more than ' this T Consider him well Thou 
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oweet the worm no Billc, the beast no hide, the sheep 
no wool, the cat' no perfnme. — Ha! here 'a 'three of ub 
are sophisticated-." 'thou art the thing itself : 'unaccom- 
modated" man is no more but such a poor, bare, forked" 
animal as thou art. — Off, off, you len dings.— Come ; un- 
button here.— [Il^i:?b°.' 
Fool. Pr'jthee, nuncle, be contented ; 't is a naughty night 

to 'swim in. — Look ! here comes a walking tire ! 
Edg. . . . This is the foul fiend ' Flibbertigibbet f he begins 
at curfew,^ and walks till the first cock ;" he gives the 
web" and the pin," squints the eye, and makes the hare- 
lip ; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor crea- 
ture of earth. 

Saint Withrild' footed tbritB the wold ;' 
He met tlie Night-mar^, and her uine-fold ; 
Bid heT aliglit, 
And lier troth plight, 
And aroint' thee, witidi, aroint thee right I 
This " walking fire " ia the Earl of Glosler, bearing a torch. Ed- 
gar at once recognizes bis father, and displays increased madness. 
The good Earl, whose kindness of heart has led him to seek for and 
succour the hapless King, is surprised to find him with a wandering 
lunatic ; little dreaming that this was his own son— who, to avoid 
his unjust punishment, had recourse to such unmannerly disguise. 
Glo. What are you there ? Your name? 
Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the toad, 
the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water-iiewt ; that, 
in the fui'y of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, 
swallows tlie old rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the 
green mantle of the standing pool ; who is whipped 
from tithing' to tithing ; and stock-punished, and im- 
prisoned; who 'hatli had 'three suits to his back, 'six 
sbii'ta to his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear, — 
But mice, and rats, and snch small deer, 
Have been Tom's food for seven long year." 

Beware my follower ! — Peace, Smolkin ; peace, thou 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? — 
Go in with me. My duty cannot suffer 
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To 'obey, in 'all your daugbters' hard commandB : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And ' let this tyrannous iiiyht take hold upon you ; 
Tet have I ventured to come seek you out. 
And hring yoa where both fire and food are ready. 

Jaar. . . . First let me talk with this philosopher. — 
What is the 'caiiBe of thunder T 

Mtnt. Good my lord, ' take his offei' : 'go into the house. 

Lear. I '11 talk a word with this same learned Theban:— 
What is your study? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to Trill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. [^'.IJ^* 

Kent. ' Importune him once more to go, my lord ; 
Hie wits begin to imsettle. 

6lo. Canst thou 'blame him t 

His daughters seek his 'death. — ^Ah, that good KentI — 
He said it 'would be thus, — poor banished man 1 — 
Thou say'st, the King grows mad : I 'U tell thee, friend, 
X am almost mad 'myself. I ' had a son, 
' Now outlawed from my blood ; he sought my life, 
But lately, 'very late : I ' loved him, friend, — 
' No father bis son dearer : true to tell thee. 
The grief hath crazed 'my witB. . . . What a night 's 

this! 
I do beseech your grace, — [«,nSnt 

ZiOar. O! cry your mercy, sir. — 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Come, good Athenian. [^"nS'iViiTi^' 

Edgar unwillingly follows ; but, to avoid his father's observation, 

continues his raving; 

Edg. 

Child' Roland 's to the dark tower come ; 

His word was BtJH,^" Fie, foh, and fum I " 

I HmeJl the blood of a British man." [imnni. 



Led by the kindly Gloster, they all proceed to a farm-house not 
far from the Earl's castle. He says : 
Glo. Here is 'better than the open air; take it thankfully. 

I will piece-out the comfort with what addition I can = 

I will not be long from you. 
Kent. The gods reward your kindness. Ca^S.V. 

Sdg. Frateretto" calls me, and tells me, Nero* is an angler 

•thoold term for an EDgllBh Knifiht. <• quolatto 
liwlftioUBl r^gn preceded ttiat of 
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D the lake of darkaesa. Pray, innocent,* and beware 
the foul lieiid. 
Jjear. . . . To have a ' thousand, with red burning apita, 
Come bisBiug" in upon them. . . . 
*•• It ahall be done -, I 'will arraign them straight. — 
Come, Bit thou here, [tlj;,.] most learned justieer ;— 
Thou, sapient air, [f'^J sit here.— Now, youahe-foseal — 
Kent kindly endeavours to quiet the excited King: 
E(,nt. How do you, sir? Will you lie down and rest? 
Lear. I '11 see their ' trial first. — Biing-in the evidence. — ■ 
I Thou robed man of justice, Cfmm,] take thy place. 

I And thou, [p'^J hia yoke-fellow of equity, bench by his 

' side : — 'Tou [kSJ are of the commisaion, sit you too. — 

Arraign" ' her first ; 't is 'Goneril ! I here take my oath, 
before this honourable assembly, she 'kicked the poor 
King, her father. 
The Fool hurtiouTS and jests with this new hallucination : he ad- 
dresses an empty chair : 

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name Goneril ■? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 

.Fool. . . . Cry you mercy, I took you for n 'joint-stool ! 
Lear, And here's another, whose warped looks proclaim 
What store 'her heart is naade of.— 'Stop her there! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire 1 — corruption in the place ! 
False juaticer, why hast tliou let her 'scape ? 
Mdg. Bless thy five wits ! 

[jBidP.i My teai's begin to take his part so much, 
They '11 miir my counterfeiting. 
Lear. . . . The little dogs and all. 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they 'bark at me. 
^dg. Tom will throw hie head at them.— Avaunt, you ours ! 

PBe thy mouth or hlaek or white. 
Tooth that poisons if it bite; 
Maxtiff, greyhouud, mongrel grim, 
Hound, or spaniel, brach^ or lym f 
Or bobtail-tike, or trundle-tail, «— 
Tom will make them weep and wail ; 
For, with throwing 1' "- - ' 
Dog9 leap thti hatuh 
Edgar 
Do de, de de 
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and fairs, and market- towns. — Poor Tom, tliy born' is 
dry. 

Lear. . . . Then let them 'anatomiee Regan ! 'eee what breeds 
about her heart. Is there any cause in nature, that 
'makes these hard hearts ?— [kTi,,] You, sir, I entertain 
'you for 'one of my Hiindi'ed ; only, I do not like the 
fashion of your garmenbs : you will say, they are 'Per- 
sian ; but let them be changed, 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile. 

Lear. . . . Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains : 
BO, ao, so. We '11 go to supper i' the 'morning; so, bo, 

BO. [Hl^v. 

Gloster rctums, and anxiously says to Caius : 
Olo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms ; 
I have o'erheard a plot of 'death upon him ! 
' There is a litter, ready ; lay him in 't. 
And drive toward ' Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. — Come, away 1 
Kent, Gloster, and the Fool bear off the King. The wretcbed 
Edgar is alone; 

-Srfy, "When we our 'betters see bearing our woes, 

Who 'alone auffera, suffers most i' the 'mind, 
Leaving 'free things, and 'happy shows, 'behind; 
But then the mind much suffei-ance doth 'o'erskip, 
When grief hath 'mates,'' and bearing" fellowship. 
How light and portable*" 'my pain seems now. 
When that which makes 'me bend, makes the 'King 

bow: 
' He childed, as I ' fathered ! — Tom, away 1 
Mark the high noises,'' and thyself bewray ]' 
When false 'opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee, 
In thy just 'proof 'repeals and 'reconciles thee. iKnt. 



The Dramatist now brings before us a most revohing atrocity. 
Gloster, having thus shown synipathy for the miserable King, ia, 
by the minions of the Duke of Cornwall, held down in a chair, 
while Regan plucks tbe white hairs from the old man's beard; and 
then the miscreant Duke tears out. one by one, the old man's eyes, 
and treads upon them. The eyeless Earl at first invokes the 
vengeance of his son Edmund : but the father's heart is doomed to 
feel pangs greater than his 'physical torture, at learning that it was 



Edmund who had denounci 


cd him to the Duke, and that he has been 


deceived throughout by l 


he crafty villainy of this trusted son ; 


while he finds thai Edgar, 


whom he had outlawed, haa been foully 


wronged. The miserable, 


. sightless Earl is then thrust from his 



own gates, and brutally told to 'smell his way to Dover. In this 
condition, deceived, belrayed, outcast, and blind, he is found upon 
the heath by his son Edgar, who is. however, still under the neces- 
sity of covering the feelings of nature by maintaining his lunatic 
disguise. The object of the wretched Glosler is to be led to one of 
the high clifla near Dover, from which to precipitate himself, and 
sorrows with his life. 



As they pass along, a sympathizing tenant of the Earl's fiirnishea 
clothing for the shivering Edgar ; and so they proceed without ex- 
citing observation. The eyeless Glostcr thus asks his unrecog- 

Glo. Wlifn sUiill I come to the 'top of that same liillt 
Mdg. You do climb up it 'now: look liow we liibour. 
Glo. MetMnks the ground is 'even. 
Eilg. HoiTible 'steep. 

Hark! do you hear the sea ? 
Qlo. No, truly. 

Edij. Why, then your 'other senses grow imperfect 

By your 'eyea' anguisb. 
Glo. So may it be, indeed. 

Methinks tby voice is altered ; and thou speak'st 

lu better phrase and matter than thou didst T 
Edg. You 're much deceived : in nothing am I changed 

But in my 'garments. 
Glo. Metbitike, you 're better 'spoken. 

Then Edgar proceeds to describe, to his blind father, an imaginary 
precipice : 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here 'a the place :' stand stUl. — How 
fearful 
^^^ And dizzy 't is, to cast one's eyea so low I 
^^^L The crows, and choughs," that wing the midway air 
^^^H Bhow scarce so gross' as 'beetles : half way down 
^^^H Hangs one that gathers samphire,^ — dreadful trade I 
^^^B^ Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head, 
^^^w The fishermen that walk upon the beach 
^^^B Appear like 'mice ; and yoad tidl anchoring bark 
^^^F Diminished to her ' boat,— her boat, a ' buoy 

Almost too small for sight. The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes, 

baen-birds, ' Intsi-- " n pl»°t iu»il I" plfWinal tUal ^yu«-^ ,,>> ., v-.^-V-s *Mis. 
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Cannot be heard so high.— I 'II look no more ; 

Leat my brain turn, and the deficient sight 

Topple me down headlong. 
Glo. Set me where 'you stand. 

£!dg. Give me your hand . . . Ton are now witliin a foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 

"Would I noj leap from thia." 
Glo. Let 'go my hand. 

Here, friend, take this piu'ae ; iu it, a jewel 

Well 'worth a poor man's taking : Go thou ' f urthei" off ; 

Bid me fEirewell, and let me 'hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. ["^'Iili^ 

lA.ii,.] ' Why I do tiifle thus with hia despair, 

Ib done to 'cure it. 
6lo. . . . O you mighty gods ! 

This woild I do renounce, and in your sights 

Shake patiently my great affliction off. 

If Edgar lire, O, bleaa him ! — Now, fellow, fare thee 
weUI 
GloBler leaps and falls—but not from a cliff. He is again ac- 
costed by Edgar, who speaks lo him as a stranger, persuades him 
that he has really fallen from the dread summit, but that his life has 
been miraculously saved by the direct interposition of the gods. 
The good old Earl, bewildered, then resolves lo wait liis appointed 

(rlo. I do remember now : Henceforth I '11 ' bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 
"Enough, enough," aud "Die." 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. — But who comes 
here ? 
It is the old King — now witless quite, fantastically decked with 

wild flowers and a crown of straw. His mind wanders to every 

fancy of a diseased imagination ; but it often reverts lo the sad cir- 

cumalances which have overthrown his reason. 

ILear. No, no, no I they cannot touch 'me for coining ;'' I am 
the King himself. ' Nature 's above 'art, in that re- 
aped. — There 'a your presa-money, — That fellow 
handles hia bow like ii crow-keeper :" draw me a clothier's 
yard.^ — Look, look, a mouse 1 Peace, peace ; this piece 
of toasted cheeae will do 't. — There 'a my gauntlet, 
I '11 prove it on a giant. — Bring up the brown -bills." — O, 
well flown, bird I — i' the clout,' i the clout : hewgh 1 — 
Give the word." 
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Edgar, humouring the old King, replies like a soldier ; 

Edi/. Sweet marjoram. 

Lenr. Pass ! pass I 

The blind Gloster, anxiously listening, exclaim a : 

frii). I know tbat voii^e. 

Le-ir. Ha! Gouenl,^witha'wliite 'beai'd ! — They 'flatter'd 
me like a dog i and told me, I had 'white hairs' in my 
beard, ere the 'black ones -were there. To say "ay" 
and " no " to everything I said ! — " Ay " and " no " too 
was no 'good divinity. Wh-en the rain came to wet me 
once, and the wind to make me chatter ; when the 
thunder would not 'peace at ray bidding; 'there I 
found them, there I smelt tbem out! Go tol they are 
not men o' their words : Ihey told me I was . . . 'every- 
thing i 't is a lie, I am not 'ague-proof. 

Glo. The trick'' of tbat voice I do well remember : 
Is 't not the ' King * 

Lear. Ay, every ' inch a king ! 

When 'I do stare, see, how the subject 'quakes, 
I pardon that man's life. What was thy 'cause!— 
Thou sbalt not die.— Fie, fie, fie ! Give me an ounce 
of civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my imagioalioni 
there 'a money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand ! 

l.ear. Let me 'wipe it first ; it smells of 'mortality. 

Qlu. O ruined piece of nature ! This great 'world 
Shall 'so wear out to 'nought. — Dost thou kno' 

Lear. I remember thine 'eyes well enough. Bead thou thia 
challenge ; mark but the penning of it. 

Olo. Were all thy letters 'suns, I could not Bee 'one. 

Lear. Read I read ! read ! 

Glo. What ! with this case of eyes! 

L6ar. 0, ho! are you 'there with mc? No eyes in yoi 
head, nor no money hi your purtse! Tet you ' 
this world goes ? 

Olo. I see it 'feelingly. 

J^ar. What, art mad ? A man may see how this world 
goes, with 'no eyes. Look with thine 'ears : see how 
yon' 'Justice rails upon yon" simple ' thief. Hark, in 
thine ear: Change places; and, handy-dandy," 'whith 
ia the ' Justice f — which ia the ' thief T — Thou hast seen 
a farmer's dog bark ata'beggart And tiie creature 
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Vim from the cor! There tfaoa miglitst )>eb(dd tlie 
•rreat image of 'Aotbositj: a 'dog 'a obejed is office. — 
The 'asnrer buigs the 'coKcner.* 
Through ' uttered clothes 'small liees do 'appeftr : 
'Rob«)S uid furred gowuE, 'faide 'all Flat«* an with 

gold. 
And the strong lan«e of Justice hnrtleee breaks ; 
Arm it in Vag^ a pigmr's 'straw doth pierce it. 
Take th&t of 'me, mj frieiid, who ha^e the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. . . . Get thee 'glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurry politician, 'seem 
To see the things thoa dost 'not- — Now, now, now, 

now! 
Pull off my boots: — harder, harder ;— so! 

£'lff. O, matter and impertinencT mixed ! 
'BeasoQ in 'madness ! 
Strange glimpses of returning sanity gleain tbiDugh the old 

King's biain, as he turns to the sightless Earl : 

Xicar. ... If thoii wilt weep my fortunes, take 'my eyes. 
I know tbee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be 'patient. We came 'crying, 'hither: 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl' and cry. ... I will 'preach to tbee : mark 

me: — 
When we are 'bom, we cry— that we are come 
To this great stage of fuob. — This a good block ?'' — 
It were a delicate stratagem to shoe 
A troop of horse with 'felt:'' I'll put 't lu 'proof; 
And when I 've stolen upon these sons-in-law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kili, kill ! 

Here Ihe kind offices of the Eail of Kent are again manifested. 
In consequence of his information, the King and Queen of France, 
at the head of a powerful invading army, have landed in England, 
and officers are immediately sent by Queen Cordelia to remove 
her old father, for greater safety, lo the French camp. Thus 
rescued, Lear is now Been asleep, attended by a Physician j with 
Cordelia, like an angel, calming his troubled spirit into peace. 
Vor. O my dear fathei' I Restoration, hang 

Thy medicine ou 'my hpa ; and let this kiss 

' Ru[iair tbose violent harms that my two sisters 

Have in tliy reverence made! 
' Had you 'not been their father, these white flakes 

Hud challenged' pity of them. Wfts ' this a face 
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To be opposed against tlie warring windB ? 

Mine enemy's 'dog, 

Though he bad 'bit me, should have stood ' thnt night 

AgaiDHt my tire. And waat 'thou fain,' poor father. 

To hovel tbee, with swine and rogues forlorn, 

In short and musty straw? Alack, alack ! 

'T IB wonder, that thy 'life and wits, at once. 

Had not concluded 'all. — He wakes. 

How does my royal lord? How fares your majesty t 
±.ear. . . . You do me 'wrong, to take me out o' the grave : — 

'Thou art a soul in 'bUss ; but 'I am bound 

Upon a wheel of ' fire, — that mine own tears 

Do scald, hke molten lead. 
Cor, Sir, do you 'know met 

Ijear. Tou are a 'Spirit, I know. ''WTien did you die 1 
Cor. StiU, still, far wide 1 

The Physician says r 
Doet. He 's scarce awake : let him alone awhile. 
Jjear. . . . "Where have I been ! ^liere 'am I ! — Fair day- 
UgLt?- 

I am mightily abused.'' — I should even 'die with pity, 

To see 'another thus. — I Itoow not what to say. — 

I will not swear these are 'my bauds : — 

'Would I were 'assured of my condition ! 
Cor. O, 'look upon me, sir. 

And hold your hands in ' benedictioti o'er rae ! — 

No, sir, 'you must not kneel. 
Lear. . . . Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward ; not au hour more nor less ; 

And, to deal pluiuly, 

I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. . . . 

Methinks, I should know 'you, . . . and know this 'man ; 

Yet I am doubtful ; for I am miiinly ignorant 

What 'place is this ; and all the skill I have 

Remembers not these 'garments ; nor I know not 

Where I did ' lodge last night. ... Do not laugh at me ; 

For, as I am a man, I think, . . . this lady . . . 

To be my child, Cordelia ! 
Car. And so I am ! I am ! 

Jiear. Be your tears 'wetT ¥es, 'faith. I i>raj, 'weep not; 

If you have 'poison for me, I will drink it. 
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I know, you do not ' love me ; for your 'sisters 

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

'Toil have some cause, — 'they have not ! 
Vor. ' No cause, no cauue. 

Lear. . . . Am I in ' France T 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir, 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

The Physician interposes, to relieve their mutual distiess; 
Doct. Be comforted, good maJum ; the great rage. 

You see, ib cured* in him. Desire him to go in ; 

Trouble Mm no more, till 'further settling. 
CoF. "Will 't please your highness walk? 
Lear. ¥ou must 'bear with me. 

Pray you now, forget . . . and forgive : I am old, and 

foolish. lBi.nuit. 

We leave the poor King; to the enjoyment of his new consolation 
in Cordelia's love ; and turn to the Earl of Gloster and his sons 
E^gar and Edmund. A price has been set upon the old Earl's 
head, but he is still watchfully gu arded by the faithful Edgar. The 
Lady Goneril's Steward discovers the Earl, and is about to kill 
him as a proclaimed traitor, when Edgar — maintaining, by his 
dialect, his appearance as a lus tic— interposes. The Steward 
pompously calls to Edgar : 

Osw. Bold peasant, hence ! Let go his arm. 
Edff." Ch'iil" not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion. 
<)8>r. Let go, slave, or thou 'dieat. 

Sdg. Good gentleman, go youi' gait," and let poor volk 
pass. An ch'ud ha' been 'zwagger'd out of my life, 
't would not ha' been zo long as 't is by a Tortuight. 
Nay, come not near the old man : keep out, che vor'ye," 
or ise' try whether your costai-d' or my hallow^ be the 
harder. Ch'ill be plain with you. 
Oxw. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir I Come ; no matter y<u 
your foins.' Come 1 come ! 
They fight, and Edgar overcomes the hireling Villain. This inci- 
dent is fraught with unexpected consequences : 

" To know our enemies' minds, we 'd rip their 'hearts; 
Their ' papers are more lawful." 
On the person of the Steward are found letters which disclose > 
complexity of past and farther-plotted guilt between Edmund and 
both of L.ear's unnatural daughters. 
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Regan, the second daughler, has in the meantime been made a 
widow. Her husband the Duke of Cornwall, after having plucked 
QUI Oloster's eyes, was attacked by one of hia o'/m servants, and 
slain ; and thus Regan hopes to transfer the name of husband to 
Edmund. But Coneiil, the wife of Albany, indulges a similar pas- 
sion for bira ; and, that Reeaf. may not intercept hec wishes, she 
not only prepares a poisoned draught for her siBter, but resolves to 
assassinate her husband. — Both these guilty stratagems are ex-. 
plained in the letters thus intercepted by Edgar; and, with these 
proofs of crime, the disguised peasant hastens to the good Duke of 

We now suppose before us — on the verge of the battle between 
the French forces, headed by the King of France, and the English 
army, commanded by the Duke of Albany and Edmund, — the 
English encampment near Dover. 

Aa Edmund wilbdraws, Edgar, still disguiBed as a peasant, ad- 
dresses Albany : 

£(iff. If e'er your grace hail Bpeecli with man bo poor, 
Hear ine one word. 

' Before you fight the battle, ope this letter : 
, If you have 'victory, let the trumpet Bound 

M For him that brought it : 'wretched though I aeem, 
H I can produce a 'champion, that will 'prove 
1^ What is avouched there. May fortune love you ! 
Alb. Stay till I have 'read the letter. 
£!(lff. I was 'forbid it. 

When time shiill serve, let but the Herald cry. 
And I 'U appear again. [kioubl 



Before venturing on the brunt of (he battle, Edmund thus nii 
on the perplexing dilemma in which he has placed himself; 
JSibii. To 'both these aiHters have I sworn my love; 
Each jealous of the other — as the stung 
Are, of the adder. 'Which of them shall I take? 
Both? one? or neither? To take the 'widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad, her sister Goneril : 
And hardly shall I carry out my side," 
Her ' husband being alive. As for the mercy 
Whicb 'he intends to Lea.r and to Cordelia, — 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Hliall uever 'nee his pardon ; for my state 
Stands on me to 'defend, cot to debate. 

The succeeding events are all adverse to the cause of humar 
the French army is totally defeated ; the British forces being 
torioua : King Lear and Queen Cordelia, taken prisoners of war 
to be disposed of by the conquering Edmund. While he va "yii 
hia camp, the captive King and hia daMSta,«T aic tTClM'^v^ 

■sarpoBe. 
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hii. Sume officers take them away: good guard, 
Uutil their greater pleasures first be known. 
That are to 'oeDsure them. 



* 



Cor. We are not the 'f 

Who, with beet meaniDg, have incuiTed the 'worsiJ 
For ' tbee, oppresBed king, am I cast down ; 
' Myself could else out-frown false Fortune's frown^V 
Shall we uot 'see these daughters, and these siatei 

I.ear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let 's away to prison ; 
We two alone will sing lite bu'ds i' the cage: 
Wlien thou dost ask 'me blessing, 'I '11 kneel dowi 
And ask of thee 'forgiveness: so we 'II live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and heai' poor rogues 
Talk of Court news; and we 'U talk 'with them i 
Who loses, and who wins ; who 'h in, who 's out j 
And take on us the mystery of things. 
As if we were Heaven's spies : and we '11 wear out, | 
In a walled prison, packs anil sects of great o 
That ebb and flow by the 'moon. 

Eilm. Take them away I 1 

Zear. Upon 'such aaci-ifices, my Cordelia, 

»The gods ' themselves throw incense. Have I eaugl>t 
thee' 
He that ' parts us shall bring a bi and fiom heaven, 
And 'fire us henee like foxes. Wipe thine eyesi 
They shall not make us 'weep : we 'U see them 'starve 
first. Come. [i^SISl'^^^rtlS. 

The martial sounds of victory are heard ; and with music swell- 
ing and colours flying, the Dulte of Albany and the Ladies Goncril 
and Regan, enler. The perplexed Albany (having perused the let- 
ters placed by the Peasant in his hands) coldly addresses Edmund : 

Alb. Sir, you have the captives 

Who were the 'oppositea of this day's strife: 
We do 'require them of you. 

Edmund haughtily replies : 
JFrfm. . . . Sir, I thought it fltj 

To send the old and miserable King 
To Home retention" and appointed guard ; 
^^^ With him I sent the Queeti. 
^^^By The question of Cordelia and her father 
^^^Hllteguii-es a 'fitter place. 
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Alb. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you bwt a 'subject of this war, 

Not as a 'brother. 

The widowed Regan advances : 
Jieg. Tiiat 's as 'we list to grace him. 

Goncrtl enclaims to her sister : 

Gon. Mean you to 'wed liimi 

Her husband Albany inlerposeB : 
Alb. The 'let-alone lies uot in 'your good will- 
To whom Edmund replies -. 
Edm. Nor in ' thine, lord. 
Alb. ' Half -blooded fellow, yes. — Edmund, I arrest tbet 

I On 'capital 'treason : and, in 'thy arrest. 
This gilded serpent 'Goneril. — For 'your claim, fair 






widow 
I bar it, in the interest of my 'wife ; 
'T is 'she is 'eub- contracted to this lord. 
And I, her husband, coutradict 'your bans. — 
Thou art armed, Gloster: — let the trumpet sound: 
If none appear to prove, upon thy person, 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treaoons. 
There is 'my pledge C'''Tyj'vt""°] i I " prove' it on thy 

Ere I ta'^te bread, — thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 
Edm. There 's my 'exchange ["'"7,1;,,?""° j : What in the 
world ' lie is 
That names me 'traitor, villain-like he 'lies. 
'Call by thy trumpet; he that dares approach. 
On him, on you, — who not? — I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 
Alb. A herald, ho 1 

A Herald enters. 

Let the trumpet sound, 

The Herald reads : 
"If any man of quality, or dugree, within the lists of 
the army, will maintain upon Edmund, supposed Earl 
of Gloster, that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear 
by the third sound of the trumpet. He is bold in his 
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d defiantly exclaims : 
Edm. Sound! — Again! — Again! 

Trumpets answer within, and Ihc last call is followed by the en- 
trance (rf a Knight with his vizor down. Albany aays to the Herald; 
Alb. Ask liim his 'purpoBes,- — 'why lie appe&rs 

TJpon ttis call o' the trumpet T 
ITcr. ' Wliat are you t 

Tour name t your (juality !' and 'why you anewer 
This present eammons T 
£di/. Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason's tooth bare-guawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble — as the adversary 
I come to cope.'' 
Alfi. ' Which is that adversary ? 

Sdff. What 's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of Gloster ? 

Edmund advances : 
£!(hn. HUnseli: what say'st thou to him T 
JSdij. Draw thy sword. 

That, if my speech 'offend a noble heart, 
Thy 'arm may do thee justice : Here is 'mine •' 
Behold, it is the privilege of miue honours, 
My oath, and my profession : I protest, — 
Maugre'' thy atrength, youth, place, and eminence, 
Despite thy vietor-aword, and fire-new° fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou 'art a ' traitor : 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father; 
CoDspirant 'gainst this high iilustrous prince ; 
And, from the extremest upwai'd of thy head 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most ' toad-Bpotted traitor! 
Eilm. ' Back do I toss theBe treasons to ' thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy 'heai't ; 
Which, — for they yet glance by, and scai'cely bruise — 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak 1 
The fight is short and decisive. Edmund falls. The victor then 
proclaims himself : he is Edgar, the maniac, the peasant, the aveng- 
ing champion ! 

In the meantime, Regan drinks of the poison her sister had pre- 
pared, and dies. And, when Goneril finds that her perfidy is ex- 
posed, she— to fill up the measure of her alrocily^terminates, with 
her own hand, her detested life. 
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The dying villain, Edmund, confesses even 
already given orders to put Queen Cordelia tc 
now sends a reprieve. Edgar hurries on thii 
but he is, alas, loo late ! He finds the agor 
Cordelia dead in his arms. 


new Crimea. He has 
1 death: repentant, he 

lized King Lear with 





Ltar. Howl, howl, howl, howl 1 — ! you are men of 'atone ! 
Had ' I your tongues and eyew, I Vl use them so 
^^^^ That Leaven's vault should 'crack. — She 'a gone for 



I know when one is dead, and when one IWea ; 

Slia 's dead as earth I — Lend me a looking-glasf 

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 

Why, then she lives. . . . 

This feather stirs ; she lives '. If it be so, 

It is a chance which does redeem all b 

That ever I have felt. 
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Kent affectionately kneels. 

Kent. my good master ! 

Ltar. Pr'ythee, away ! 

Edg. 'T is noble Kent, your friend. 

Jjear. A plague upon you, murderers, ti'aitoi's 'all I 

I 'might have saved her ; now, she 'w gone for ever I — 

Cordelia, Cordelia I stay a. little. Ha ! 

What ia 't thou say'st ? — Her voice was ever soft. 

Gentle, and low,~an excellent thing in woman. — 

I killed the slave that was a-hanging thee. Did I not, 

fellow? 
I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion' 
1 would have made them 'skip : I am old 'now, 
And these same crosaeB spoil me. . . . Who are "you* 
Mine eyes are not o' the beat : — I '11 tell you straight : 
This is a 'dull sight. — Are you not Kent 1 

Kent. Tour 'servant Kent. Where is your servant ' Caius i 

Lear. He 's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 

He '11 strike, and quickly too. — He 'h dead and rotten. 

Ket't. No, my good lord ; I am the very man. 

That, from your first of difference and decay, 

Have followed your sad steps — 

Nor no man else. — 'All 's cheerless, dark, and deadly : 

Your eldest daughters have foredoomed'' 'themselves, 

And, desperately, are 'dead. 

Lear. . . . Ay, so I think. . . . 
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Alh. He knowB not wliat lie says ; and 'vain is it 
That we present us to hina.^0 see, see ! 

LenT. And my poor 'Fool is hanged ! . . . \_c^,~\ No, no, no 
life! 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all! Thou 'It come no more. 
Never, never, — never, never, never ! — 
Pray yon, undo this button : — thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — her lips, — 
Look there, look there ! — ldi«- 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord !^ 

Kent. . . . Vex not hia ghost : O, ' let him pass ! he ' hates 

That would, upon the rack of this rough' world 
Stretch him out 'longer, 
JSil^. He is gone, indeed ! 

The weight of this sad time we must obey ; 
Speak what we ' feel, not what we 'ought to say. 
The 'oldest hath borne most : we, that are young, 
Shall never- see ao much, nor live ao long. [>^.imt. 
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" Cymbeline " belongs lo the latest group of Shakespeare's plas-s— 
"Timon of Athens " and " The Tempest," following ; thus closing 
the long aeries of his dramatic compositions. It is supposed to 
have been written about 1610,' but was not printed till 1623, 

The story is partly founded on one of the Tales in Boccaccio's 
■' Decameron," (translated by WiLiam Paynter, in his " Palace of 
Pleasure," 1566-7)— partly on the " Chronicles " of Holinshed, [died 
about 1580)— and partly on ■■ Westward for Smelts," 11603]- 

Many eminent commentators— among them Tieck and Co!c- 
ridge — believe that the first t^kefch of this Tragedy belongs to 
Shakespeare's early career, but that it was not performed till hi<! 
fame was fiilly established. The first mention of it as an acleil 
pliy is in Dr. Forman's " Diary "■(1610, 161 1), in which an outline of 
the plot is given ;— a distinction which tends to establish its 
novelty at that date. 
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The Characters retained i 
;, King of Brit'iia, I 

, Son lit tlie Queen by a 
T Huiband. 

i Leonaiub, Buiband ' 
Ui Itnogfn. 
Belahius. a Jnii'ulled Lord, ilix- 
giiined unda- Uie name of Mor- 
gan. 

Sana to Gymhfline, 
duguUed under the 
GnmEBrca, nnnea of Polydore 
AnyiaiooB, and Cadiml, sup- 
posed sons to Bela- 

Phiueio, Friend (o") 

PoslhntnuH. I Italian 

Iachiuo, Friend to [gentlemen,. 

Philario, J 



The Scene is sometimes 



PiSANio, Sernanl to Poslkwrnwa. 
Tico Lords of Uymbeiine''s Cmkrt. 
Ttno Oenllemen. 
QcEEN, Wife to Oymbeiine. 
luoQEti, Daughter to OymbeUne 

by a former Queen. 
'Qsixs, Woman to Imogen. 
Lordu, Ladies, Soldter», Memen- 
gers, and Attendants. 
Britain, sometimes in Italy. 




Cymbeline, King of Britain, is described by the old English 
Chroniclers as contemporary with Augustus Cresar at Rome.— 
about the i6lh year of the Christian era. In early life, the King 
had been left a widower, with one daughter — the Princess Imogen— 
and two sons, both of whom had been stolen from him in ibeit 
childhood, Cymbeline afterwards married a widow who had a son 
named Cloten, and it was the King's intention to marry his own 
daughter to his wife's son ; But Imogen had been privately wedded 
to Leonalus Posthumus, an accomplished gentleman then resident 
at her father's court ; and on the discovery of the marriage, Posthu- 
mus was sentenced to banishment. 

We overhear Two Gentlemen conversing on the subject, in the 
Garden of King Cymbehne's Palace: 

1 Gent. You do not meet a, man but 'frowns: 'our lookB° 

No more obey the beavecB tbau our 'coui'liers'i 
Still 'seem as do the ' King's. 

2 G>:nt. But what 'a the 'matter * 

1 Gtiit. ' Hia daughter, and the heir of 'a kingdom, whom 

He purposed to his wife 'a sole son — a widow, 

That late he 'married — hath referred heraelf 

Uuto a poor but worthy gentleman. 'She 'a 'wedded; 

Her husband 'haniahed ; she imprisoned :— all 

la 'outward aonow; though, I thiuk, the 'King 

Be touched at very 'heart; And not a courtier,- — ■ 

'Although they wear 'their faces to the bent 

Of tbe King's looks, — hath a heart that is not 

' Glad, at the thing they 'scowl at. 

2 Gent. And 'why eo ? 
1 Ge^'t. He that hath 'missed the Princess is a thing 

Too bad for bad report; and he that 'hath her — 
(I mean, that 'married her, — alack, good man !— 
And 'therefore banished)- — is a creatui'fl such 
As, to seek through the regions of the 'earth 
For one his like, there would be something 'failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fair an 'outward, and such stuff 'within, 
Endowa a man 'but him. As to hia 'mistress, 
For whom he now is banished, — her 'own price 
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ProclaitoH liuw 'she esteetuecl liiiu ami bis virtue; 
By lier election iiiav be truly read 
' What kind of man" he is. 
2 Gent. I honour him, 

Even out of your report But, pray you, tell me, 
la she 'sole child to the King ? 

1 Qent. His 'only child : — 

He 'had two 'sons, — ^the eldest, at three yeavH, 
r the swathing- cloth ea the other, — from their nursery 
Were stolen ; and to this houi-, (past twenty years,) 
No guesB which way they went. 

2 Qent. That a 'King's children should be so conveyed! 

So slaekly guai'ded! And the 'search so slow 
That could not 'trace them ! 
1 Genl. We must forliear. Here come the gentleman, 

The Queen, and Piinceas. [e..™... 

The Queen, Poslhumus, and Imoeen enter : 
Queen. No, be assured ; you shall not find 'me, daughter, — 
After the slander of mobt stepmothers, — 
Evil-eyed unto you : you are my 'prisoner ; but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
I That lock-up your restraint. For you, Posthilmua, 

I So soon as I can 'win the offended King, 

I I will be ' known your advocate : marry, 'yet 

The di-e of 'rage is in him ; and 't were good 
You leaned unto hia sentence. 
J'ost. Please your highness, I will from hence 'to-day. 
Queen. You know the 'peril. — 

I '11 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of buTed affections ; though the King 
Hath 'charged, you 'should not speak together. ieih- 
Jtno. 0, dissembling courtesy 1 How fine this tyrant 

Can 'tickle where she 'wounds 1— My dearest husband, 
j I fear my father's wrath : You 'must be gone ; 

And 'I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 
But that there is ' this jewel in the world, 
That I 'may see again. in-«pi. 

J'ost. My queen ! my mistress ! 

O lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth ' become a man ! I will remain 
I The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth: 

^^^_ My residence in Borne, at one Fhilario's ; 
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I Who to my ' father was a friend, to 'me 

I Known but by 'letter : TLither 'write, my Queen ! 

And, with mine eyes, I '11 'drink the words yon send, 
' Though ink ' be made of 'gall. Adieu I 
Inio. Nay, stay a httle ! 

Were you but i-iding forth to 'air yourself, 
' Such parting were too x>etty. Look here, love : 
This diamond was my mother's ; take it, 'heart j" \_TS". 
But ' keep it, till you woo another wife,— 
When Imogen is dead ! 
I'oat. How! how! 'another! — 

Ton gentle gods, give me but this I 'have. 
And cere -up'' my embracementa from a nest 
With bonds of death! — ['5"',','?™] Kemain, remain thou 

I While sense can keep thee on ! And sweetest, fairest, 

i As I TOj poor self did eschange for 'you, 
' To your so infinite loss, bo, in our 'trifles, 

I 'Btm win of you : For 'my sake, wear this : EmmbS' 

It is a manacle of love I I '11 place it 

Upon tliis fairest prisoner. 

While Posthunius is clasping the bracelet on his wife's arm, Cs^n- 
beline, her father, enters. 

Alack, the King ! 
Vym. Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from my sight! 

If, after ' this command, thou fraught" the Court 

With thy unworthineas, thou 'diest. Away ! 

Thou 'rt 'poison to my blood. 
Bust. . . . The gods protect'you. 

And blEBS the 'good remainders of the Court I 

I am gone. fu. 

Aa Poathumus withdraws, the unhappy Imogen exclaima : 
Jmo. There cannot be a pinch in 'death 

More sharp than this is 1 
Cpm. O disloyal thing. 

That 'might'st have had the sole son of my Queen 1 
Jmo. blest, that I might 'not ! I chose an 'eagle ! 

And did avoid a puttock.'' 
C}/m. Thou took'st a 'beggar; wouldst have made my 
throne 

A seat for ' baseness 1 
Tmo. Ko ; I rather added a 'lustre to it. 
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Cym. O thou vile one I What I Art thou 'mad T 

Inin. AltoOBt, sir: heaven restore me! 

Gym. Nay, may you lauguish 

A 'drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 
' Die of thia folly 1 * r."u"l,ni™- 

Ab soon as the angry King has retired, Pisanio, the faithftll at- 
tendant on the banished PoBthumus, waits on the bereaved Princess 

to inform her of het husband's sorrowful departure. 

Imo. I would thou 'grew'at unto the eliores o' the haven, 
And queBtion'dat every sail : if he should 'write, 
And I not 'have it, 't were a, paper 'lost — 
As offered 'mercy is. What was the 'last 
That ho spake to thee ? 

jPm. It was, His queen, hia queen I 

Imo. Then waved hia handkerchief 1 

I'is. And 'kissed it, madam. 

Imo. ' Senseless linen 1 happier therein than I ! — 
Anil that was 'all t 

Pis. No, madam ; for — so long 

As he could make me, with or eye or ear," 
Distinguish 'hira from 'others, be did keep 
The deck,— with glove, or bat, or handkerchief 
Still waving ; as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow hia 'soul sailed on. 
How swift his 'ship. 

Imo. Thou shouldat have made him 

As little as a 'crow, or less, ere 'left 
To after-eye him. 

Pia. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. 'I would have 'broke mine eye-strings ; cracked them, 
but 
To 'look upon him; till the diminution 
From space had pointed him sharp as my needle ; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted, from 
The smaUnesB of a 'gnat, to 'air ; and 'then , . , 
Have turned mine eye, and wept. — But, good Fisanio, 
When ahaU we 'heai- from himt 

Pis. Be assured, madam, with his next 'vantage." 

Imo. I did not take my 'leave of him, but had 

Most pretty things to say : Ere I could tell him 
How I would 'think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughta, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The ahes" of Italy should not betray 
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Mine iotereBt and his honour ; or have charged him — 

At the 'sixth hour of morn, at 'noon. Fit 'midnight — 
To 'encounter lue with 'orisons — for then 
'I am in heaveu for 'him ; or ere I could 
Glive him that 'parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, — comes-iu my father ; 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north. 
Shakes all our buds from blowing/ — Go now, Fisanio: 
Those things I hade you do, get them 'despatched. 
I will attend the ' Queen. [k.™ii. 



I The Scene now changes to Rome; where, in an apartment of 

I Philario's houae, we overhear a conversation between a French 

I gentleman, and two Italians— lachimo and Philario. They have 

been speaking of the newly-arrived Briton. Posthumus ; and la- 

chimo (otie of the prominent characters of the play) at once shows 

his natural tendency to cavil and detraction : 

lach. 'Believe it, sir ; I have 'seen him in Britain : he was 

of a 'crescent note ;" but I could ' then have looked on 

him without the help of 'admiration. 

Phi, Tou speak of him when he was 'less furaiabed than 

'now he is. 
French. 'I have seen him in 'France : we had very 'many 

there could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 
lack. This matter of mairjing hia King's daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed rather by 'her VEdae, 
than his 'own,) 'words" him, I doubt not, a great deal 
from the 'matter. 
French. And then hia 'banishment — 

Jaeh. Ay, and the approbation of those that 'weep this 

lamentable 'divorce! But how comes it, Philario, he is 

to sojourn with 'you T 

, Phi. His father and I were soldiers together ; to whom I 

. have been 'often bound, for no less than my 'life. — 

Here 'comes the Briton. 

Posthumus enters. 
I I beseech jou all, be ' better known to this gentleman ; 

' whom I commend to you aa a noble 'friend of mine; 

'How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 'hereafter, 
[_ rather than story him in his 'own heaiTng. 

^^^^.FVencA. Sir, we have known together In Orleans. 
|^^^^oji2. ' Since when, I have been debtor to you for courtesies 
^^^^ft — which I will be 'ever to pav, and yet pay 'still. 

E 
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I'^-ejich. Sir, jou o'er-rate my poor kiiulness. I was glad 
I (lid atone' my couutryman and you : It bad been 
pity you should have been put together with so 'mortal 
a 'purpose, upon difference of bo 'slight and trivial a 
nature. 

I'ost. By your pardon, air, I was then a 'young traveller ; 

» rather 'tihumied to go eyen with what I ' hpard, than, in 
my every action, to be guided by 'others' experiencen : 
but, upon my 'mended judgement — if I offend not" to 
say it 'is mended— my quarrel was not altogethei' 
'slight, 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbifcrement of 
'swords; and by such two, that would, by all liieli- 
hood, have confounded one the other— or have fallen 
both! 

lachimo, ever intent on scandal, inquires : 

lach. Can we, with manners, ask. What 'was the difference ? 

French. Safely, I think. It was much like an argument 
that fell out last 'night, where eaeh of 'us fell iu praise 
of our country mistresses: This gentleman, at that 
time, vouching 'his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, 
chaste, constant, than any the rarest of 'our ladies in 
Prance. 

lack. That lady is not 'now living ; or this gentleman's 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. 'She holds her 'virtue still, and 'I my 'mind. 

lach. As fair and as good had been something 'too fair 
and too good, for 'any lady in Britany. if she went 
'before others I have seen, — as that diamond of youis 
oat-lustres many I have beheld, — I could not but be- 
lieve she 'excelled many ; but I have not seen the 'most 
precious 'diamond that is — nor you the 'lady. 

Post. X 'praised her as I 'rated her; so do I my ring.'' 

Inch. 'What do you esteem 'it at? 

Post. More than the 'world enjoys ! 

lach. . . . Either your unparagoned mistress is dead,— or 
she 'b 'out-prized by a trifle. 

Post. Tou are mistaken: the one may be 'sold, or 'given, — 
if there were 'wealth enough for the purchase, or mei'it 
for the 'gift: the other, is 'not a thing for sale — and 
only the gift of tlie 'gods ! 

lach. Which Ihe gods have given 'you ? 



^ 
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Pout. Which, by their gracee, I will ' keep. 

Inch. Tou may wear hei' iu 'title yours; but, you know, 
atrauf^e fowl light upon neighbouring ponda. Your 
'ring may be 'stolen too: bo, of your 'bi-aee of unpriz- 
able eBtimatioDB, the one is but 'frail, and the oilier 
'casual : A cunning ' thief, or a that-way accomplished 
'courtier, would hazard the winning, both of flrBt and 
last. 

fast. Your 'Italy contains none so accomplished a 'courtier 
to convince" the honour of 'my miHtreas ; if in the hold- 
ing, or loss, of that, you term hev ' frail. I do uothing 
doubt you have store of 'thieves ; notwithstanding I 
fear not my ring. 

Philario kindly interposes. 

J'hi. Let us 'leave here, gentlemen. 

J'oKt. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior {I thank 
him) makes no 'stranger of me; we are familiar at 

lach. With 'five times so much conversation, I should get 
ground of your fair 'mistresR; make her gti back, even 
to the 'yielding, — had I 'admittance, and 'opportunity 
to friend. 

rost. No I no ! 

laa/i. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my 'estate to 
youi' 'ring ; which, in 'my opinion, o'ervalues it some- 
thing : But I make my wager rathei' against 'your con- 
fidence than 'her reputation : and, (to bar'' youroCfence 
herein too,) I durst attempt it against 'any lady in the 

J'o/iC. You are a great deal abused' in too bold a perBuasion ; 
and, I doubt not, you 'd 'sustain what you 're worthy 
of, by yoiu' 'attempt. 
lack. What's tliatf 

I'u!-t. A 'repulse : though your 'attempt (as you call it) de- 
serves niore, — a 'punishment too. 

Pbilario again interposes ; 
Phi. Gentlemen ! enough of this. 

/hcA. 'Would I had put 'my estate, and my 'neighbour's, on 
tbe approbation'' of what I have spoke I 
«(. ' What lady would you choose to assail? 
I }h. 'Yours ; who, in constancy, you think, stands so safa 
1 will lay you ten thousand 'ducats to your 'ring, 
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L that, — commend me to the Comt wliere your lady is, — 

H with no more advantage than the oppoicuuity uf a. 'nec- 

r ond conference, I will bring from thence tliat 'honour 

of hei-H, which you imagine so 'reeerved. 

J*Ost. I will wage, against your gold, gold ' to it : my 'ring 

I hold dear as my finger ; 't is 'part of it. 
lack. Ton are afraid ;' and therein the wiser I But I see 

you have Bome 'religion in you — that you 'fear! 
/"ast. This is but a custom in your' tongue r you bear a 

graver 'purpose, I hope. 
lach. I am the master of my speeches, and would undergo 

what 's spoken, I 'swear. 
Post. Will you ? — I 'dare you to this match ! Here 's my 
ring. 

Pbilaiio again interposes : 
Phi. I will have it 'no lay. 

lach. By the godw, it 'is one. — If I bring you no sufficient 
teatimouy that I have succeeded, my ton thousand 
ducats are 'yours ; — provided, I have your 'commenda- 
tion for my more free entertainment. 
Post. I 'embrace these conditions ; let ub have 'articles be- 
twixt 118. Only, 'thus far you shall 'answer :—^If you 
]— make your voyage upon her, imd give me directly to 
H understand you have 'prevailed, ... I am no further your 
W 'enemy ; she is not worth our debate : It she remain 
'faithful, — you not making it appear 'otherwise, — for 
your ill opinion, and the assault you have made to her 
honour, you shall anwwer me with your sword ! 
lach. A covenant ! I will fetch my gold, and have our two 

wagei'B 'recorded. 
Post. Agi'eed, agreed ! [K.moi. 



After a short interval, the Sceneietums to Britain-to a room in 
King Cymbeline's palace — the Lady Imogen's apartment; where 
she is meditating on her 'new domestic griefs. 

Imo. A father 'cruel, and a step-dame ' false I 
A foolish suitor to a 'wedded lady, 
That bath her husband 'banishedl— 0, that husbandl 
My supreme crown of grief I Had 'I been stolen, 
(As my two brothers,) happy ! Blest be those. 
How mean soe'er. that have their honest 'wills, 
"Which season" comfort. — WTio may this be ? Fie I 



1 



S2ii THE BEAUEKS SHAKESPEARt 

Her servant Pisanio enters, introducing lachimo, 
J*i8. Madftin, a noble geotlemaa of Rome 

Comes from my loi\l, witli letters. Cpi.>nl.. 

lachicno insidiously advances : 
lach. ' Change you, madam T 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 

And greets your highness deaily. CI'm^ 

Tmo. Thanks, yood sii' : Tou 're kindly wel(!ome. 

She reads, while lachimo looks on admiringly. 
Jach. lA.ia-.) All of her, that is 'out of door, most rich I 
K- If she be furnished with r 'mind so rare, 
H She is alone the Arabian bird,*^and I 
^ Have 'lost the wager. Boldness be my friend 1 

Arm ma, audacity, from bead to foot ! 
Jmo. [^wj'] . . . ffe is one of the 'noblent nute, to whose 

kimliiesaea I am most infinitely tied. Reflect upon 

him accordingly, as you value your truest Leonatus . . . 

So far, I rend 'aloud. . . . 

Tou are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 

Have 'words to bid you ; and shall 'find it so, 

In all that I can 'do. 
lack. Thanks, fairest lady, — 

What ! are men mad f Hath nature given them eyea 

To Mee this vaulted arch ? and can they not 

Partition make, with spectacles so precious, 

'Twist fair and foul t 
lino. What 'makes" your admiration ? 

Continues 'well my lord? His 'health, 'beseech yout 
laeh. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he disposed to 'mirth? I 'hope he is. 
luch. 'Exceeding pleasant ! not a strangei- there 

So merry and so gamesome : he is called 

The Briton 'reveller. 
Imo. . . . When he was ' here, 

He did incline to 'sadness ; and oft-times 

Not knowing why. 
lach I never saw him 'sad — 

But, heaven knows, some men are much to blame. . . . 

Whilst I am bound to 'wonder, I am bound 

To 'pity toa 
Imo. ' What do you pity, air T 
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laeh. ' Two creatures, heartily. 

Ifuo. Am ' I one, sir ? . , . 

Deliver with more openness your answers : 

'Why do you pity me T 
lach. Had 'I this cheek 

To bathe my lips upon : this hand, whose touch, 

Whose every touch, would foice the feeler's soul 
L To the oath of loyalty, should I (so blest') 
B Slaver" — with lips, as common aa the stairs 
■ That mount the Capitol ? 0, it were fit. 

That all the plagues of 'hell should, at one time. 

Encounter 'such revolt ! 
Imo. My lord, I fear, has 'forgot Britain? 
lach. And ' himself ! — Not I, 

'Inclined to this intelhgence, pronounce 

The beggary of his change ; but 't ia 'your 'graces 

That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 

'Chai'm this report out. 
Imo. . , . Let me hear no more ! 

lach. O, dearest soul ! your cause doth stjite my heart 

With pity, that doth make me 'sick. A lady 

So fair, and fastened to an 'empery," 

Would make the great'et king 'double ! ... Be 'revenged: 

Or, she that bore you was no Queen, and you 

'Recoil from your great stock." 
Imo. Revenged 1 Alas 1 

' How should I be revenged 1 If this be ' true, — 
lach. ... I dedicate 'myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

Let me my service tender on your 'lips. 
Imo. 'Away ! — I do condemn mine ears, that have 

So long attended thee, — If thou wert 'honourable. 

Thou wouldst have told this tale for 'virtue ; not 

For 'such an end thou seek'st, — as base, as strange ! 

Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 

From thy report, as thou from 'honour ; and 

Solicit'st here a lady, that disdains 

' Thee, and the 'devil, alike I — What, ho, Pisanio ! — 

The King my father shall be made acquainted 

Of thy assault I What, ho, Pisanio ! — 
lack. O 'happy Leonatus! I may say: 

The credit that thy lady hath of ' thee, 

'Deserves thy trust ; and ' thy most perfect goodnt 
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' Her asBiired credit. — Blessed live yoii long ! 

A lady to the 'worthiest sir, that ever 

Country called hia ; aoil you, his miatress, only 

For the 'most worthy fit. Give me your pardon. 

Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 

To 'try your taking of a 'false report I The love I 

bear him 
Made me to ' fan you ' thus. ' Pray, your pardon I 

Tmo. ... All 'a well, eir. Take 'my power i' the Court for 
yours. 

lach. My humble thanks. — I had almost forgot 

To entreat your grace but in a small request : — 

Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord — 

The 'best feather of our wing, — have mingled saniB 

To buy a present for the Emperor ; 

Which I, the factor" for the rest, have done 

In France : 'T is plate, of rare device ; and jewela, 

Of lich and exquisite form. May it please you 

To take them in 'protection ? 

Ivo. Willingly; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety. Since 
My 'lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my 'bedchamber. 

Inch. They nre in a trunk, 

Attended by my men. I will make bold 
To 'send them to yon,— only for this night : 
I must aboard ' to-mon-ow. 

Imn. O, no, no. 

Im-h. It 'must be, madam : 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with 'writing, do 't ' to-night : 
1 liave outetood my time, which is material 
To the tender' of our 'present. 

Jmo. I 'will write. 

Send your trunk to me : it shall safe be 'kept. 

And truly 'yielded you. You are 'very welcome, ikh™!. 



This trunk, said to contain large and valuable presents for tbe 
Emperor, is speedily carried into Imogen's chamber. But it has 
far more dangerous freight— the villain lachimo himself. Imogen 

Bbcd reading — a Servant attending. _ 

I "Who 's there T My woman Helen ' What hour is 't ? 1 
y. Almost midnight, madam. I 
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^^^E Imo. Fold down the leaf where I bave left : to bed. 

^^^r Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

^V Sleep hath seized me wholly.— [^^J. 

I To your protection I commend me, gods I 

From fairies, aud the tecaptera of the night, 

I Guard me, beseech ye I 

As Eoon as Imogen is asleep, lachimo Bteals from the trunk. 
Iitc/i. The crickets siog; and man's o'er-laboured sense 
Repairs itself by 'rest. — Ha! Cytherea,' 
How bravely thou 'becom'et thy bed ! fresh lily, 
And whiter than the sheets I That I might ' touch I 
But 'kiss; 'one kiss! — 'T is her breathing that 
'Perfumes the chamber thus; The flame o' the taper 

IBowe toward her; aud would under-peep her lids, 
To 'see the eiiclostid Ughts.^But mv detiiga? 
To note the chamber. I will 'write all down: — 
Such and such 'pictures ; — There the 'window ; — Such 
The adornment of her 'bed ;— The arras,— figures,— 
Why, such, and such :— Ah I but some "natural notes, 
Above ten thousand meaner 'movables. 
Would testify, to 'enrich mine inventory. 
Sleep, thou ape of Death, lie dull upon her 1 
And be her seu-ie but as a 'monumeut. 
Thus in a 'chapel lying ! — Come off, come off ;— [\'J'^5„t" 
As 'alippery, as the Gordian knot" was 'hard! — 
'T is mine ; and this will witness 'outwardly. 
To the madding of her lord. — On her left breast, 
A mole cinque-«pottcd,° like the crimson drops 
r the bottom of a cowslip. 'Hei-e 'a a voucher. 
Stronger than ever 'law could make. No more. 
Now to the trunk again ! I lodge in fear ; 
Though tliia a 'heavenly angel, 'hell is here. 
Oue, two, three, ^Time, time! The clock has struck. 
Without awaking the sleeper, lachimo steals back to his biding 
place. The scene closes. 



1 



Meantime Prince Cloten continues his suit to the Lady Imoger 
Besides the intluenee of the King and Queen, he hopes to succee< 
by rich gifts and music. One of the attendant Lords obsequiousl; 
addresses him : 



L 



1 Lm-d. Your lordship is the moat 'patient man in loss ; the 
'coldest that ever turned up ace. 



PluVgU: tUB knot, IniioH at tbe eonqii^it of Ahis, Ale.Bodw tile Onat aHveted wttu 
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Cli'. It would make 'any man cold to 'lose. 

1 Lord. But not 'every man 'patient, after the noble temper 

of your 'lordship. 'You are most hot and fiirioua 

when you 'win. 
Clo. Winning will put 'any man into courage. If I could 

get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough. . . . 

II would this 'music would come. I am advised to give 
her music o' 'mornings. ["°"o'{!!"'] We '11 try with 
'tongue too : if 'none will do, let her remain ; but 1 11 
never give o'er. First, a very excellent good-conceited 
thing ; after, a wonderful sweet 'air ; with admirable 
rich 'words to it,^and then ... let her consider 1 



The attendant Musicians begin this song: 
Hitrk I hark '. tbe Itkrk 4tt lienvea'a gate eings ; 

Aud Fbitljua* 'gius arise. 
His Bteeds to water at those springe 

Ou cbaliced Qowi^rs that lies \ 



Via. Good morrow to your majesty, and to my graciouB 

Ci/tn. Attend you here the door of oiu: stem 'daughter* 
Will she not forth 1 

Clo. I have 'assailed her with music, but she vouchsafes no 
notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too 'new; 

She hath not 'yet forgot him ; some 'more time 
Must wear the print of 'his remembrance out, 
And tben she 's 'yours. 

Queen. You are most bound to the King ; 

'Wh.o lets go-by no Vantages, that may 
Prefer yon to his daughter. i"rame yourseif 
To 'orderly solicits, and make denials 
' Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were 'inspired to do those duties which 
You tender to berj that you in all 'obey her, — 
Save when command to your 'dismission tends. 
And therein you are 'senseless. [""So™.* 
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Clo. Senseleast not bo. 

If she be 'uji, 1 11 speak with her ; if not, 
Let her lie Btill, aDo dream. — By jour leave, lio 1 iKnod... 
I know lier 'women are about ber. Wbat 
I( I do 'line one of their bandM? ... T is 'gold 
Wbifli bujB admittance! 'oft it doth; yea, and it is 

gold 
Whicli makes the true man kJDed, and savea tbe thief; 
Noy, BOmetimeB, ' bangs both tbief and true man. What 
Can it Dot 'do, and 'uu-do? I will make 
One of her women 'lawyer to me. [^i' 

A Lady enters : 

Iiaiiy. Who 's there theit knocks? 

Clo. A 

Lady. What is your lordship's plea 

do. Tour lady's presence: Is she ready? 

Ijody. ky, to keep her chamber. 

Vl'i. . . . There 'a 'gold for yi)u : 'sell me your good report. 

La^y. How I my good 'name? or to report of von 

What I shaUUhink is good?— Tbe Princess I— wii. 

Clo. Good morrow, fairest ; sister, your sweet hand, 

Imn. Good morrow, 'sir. You lay out too much 'pains 
For purchasing but 'trouble: the 'thanks I give. 
Is — telling you that I am 'poor of thanta, 
And scarce can apare them. 

Clo. StUl, I 'swear, I love you ! 

Itiio. If you awear still, your recompense is, still, 
That I regai'd it not. Ijearn now, for all, 
That I, who know my heart, do here pronoimee 
By the mere truth of it, I 'care not for you. 

Cb). Tou sin against obedience to your father. For 
The 'contract you pretend with that base wretch, — 
One bred of alms. — it ia 'no contract, none 1 

Imo. Wert thou the son of 'Jupiter, — and no more 
But what thou 'art, besides, — thou wert too base 
To be hia 'groom I 

Clo. The south-fog rot him 1 

Ivio. He never can meet 'more mischance, than come 
To be but 'named of 'tbee. His 'meanest 'garment. 
That ever hath but clipped" his body, ia dearer. 
In 'my respect, than all the 'hairs above thee, 
Were they 'all made 'such 'men. — How now, Pisanio ! 

^wrapped., Harrmau^e^. 



k 
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»To Dorotliy my woman hie thee presently — 
I am aprighted" with a 'fool ; 
'Frighted, aud auyered 'worse! — Go, bid my woman 
Search (or a jewR], that too casually 
Hatb left mine arm : it was thy m»ster'e ; last night 
'T was on mine arm : I hope, it be not gone. 
JPia. 'T will not be 'lost. 

Imo. I 'hope bo : go and search. [piajio. 

Clo. . . . Toil have abused me : — 

"His meanest garmenft 
Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir. 

Clo. I will inform your ' father ! 
lino. Your 'mother too : 

I leave you, sir, to the 'worst of discontent. ikiii. 

Clo. rU be revenged. — " Hia meanest garment"? — Well! 

well! iKiiL 



The Scene brings us back to Rome. lacbimo, with his apparent 
proofs of success, returns to the house of Pbilaiio, whom he now 
finds in conversation with Posthumus. As lachimo joyously en- 
ters, Posthumus gravely addiesses tiim : 

Post. Tbe swiftest harts have 'posted you, by 'land ; 

And winds of all the corners kissed your 'sails, 

To make your vessel nirabie. 

I hope, the 'briefness of your answer made 

The speediness of your 'return. 
lack. Your lady . . . 

Is one of the ' faii'est that I 've looked upon I 
Post. And, therewithal, the 'best ! 

Jacli. . . . Here are letters for yoa. 

Poat. [«;;',=»] All is weU yet.— 

Sparkles your ring" as it was 'wonfcl or is 't not 

Too ' hard to come by t 
look. Not a whit, — your lady being so 'easy. 
Post. . . . Make not, sir, 

Tour 'loss your 'sport: I hope, you know 

That we must not 'continue friends t 
lach. Good sir, we 'must. 

If you keep covenant. For I do now 

Profess myself the winner of her 'honour, 

Together with your ring ; and not the 'wronger 

Of her or you, — having proceeded but 

By ' both your wills. 



^ 



J'oat. ... If you can make 'I 'apparent. 

My ring 'is yours : if 'not, the foul opinion 
You h^ of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 
' Your sword, or mine I — Proceed ! 

Jach. Firat, her 'bedchamber :— It was hanged 
With tapestry of silk aud silver; the story, 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman ;' 
A piece of work so bravely done, so rich, 
That it did strive in 'workmanship, and 'value. 

J*ost. This is true ; and this you might have 'heard-of here, 
By me, or by some other. 

lach. And the chimney-piece, — 

Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report" themselves. 

J'oBi. ' This ia a thing 

Which you might from relation 'likewise reap, 
Being, as it is, 'much spoke of. 

lach. The 'roof o' the chrtmber 

With golden cherubins ia fretted — 

-Post. 'This her 'houourT — 

Let it be granted, you 'have seen all this, (aud praise 
Be given to your remembrance !) the description 
Of what is in her 'chamber, nothing saves 
The 'wager you have laid. 

lach. Then, if you can. 

Be ' pale : I beg but leave to air this jewel ; See ! — 

I*ost. . . . Jove ! — 

Once 'more let me behold it. 'Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lach. Sir, I thank her, ' that : 

She 'stripped it from her arm ; I see her yet; 
Her pretty 'action did outsell her 'gift. 
And yet 'enriched it too. She 'gave it me, — 
And said, she prized it 'once. 

-Pout. May be, she plucked it off to send it 'me t 

Jack. She 'writes so to you ? doth she 1 

J'osL O I no, no, no ; 't is true ! Take this ring, too I 

It ia a basilisk" unto mine eye ! 
0, above measure 'false 1 

Philario interposes: 
-Phi. Have patie; 
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It ma; be probable »he ' lost it ; or, 

(Who ktiowB ?) if dav of btr 'women, being corrupted. 

Hath 'stolen it from her ? 

J'ost. Very tme ; 

Rfrndcr to me gome 'corporal sign about her, 
Uore evident than tbis : for tliis 'traE BtolE^i. 

I'f/i. By Jujtiter, I bad it fi'om bcr si m ! 

J'osi. Hark you, ite 'Bwems ! 'By 'Jupiter be swearsi 
There. ' take thy hire : aud all the fiends of hell 
Diride themoelves between you ! [T^^SS? 

/«cA, If you seek 

For ' further satisfying, under her breast- 
Worthy the* pressing ! — lies a 'mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate loilging. You 'remember 
This stain upon her ? I 11 be 'sworn, — 

J'ogt. No swearing I . . . 

O, that I had her 'here, to tear her limb-meal!" 
I will go ' there, and 'do 't ! i' the Court ! before 
Her father. ^ I '11 do 'eometbing.— Vengeance, Ten- 
geance ! lEimot. 

The dramatisl brings ub back to Britain : for thither, maddened 
with jealousy and burning with revenge, Posthumus at once pro- 
ceeds. For greater safety, the banished husband lands at Milford 
Haven, in South Wales, and writes two letters-one to his faithful 
servant Pisanio ; in which he informs him of his wife's unworthi- 
nesB, and of the feartii) death -punishment which he asks him to 
inflict ; The second is addressed, as a decoy, to the Lady Imogen 
herself. 

We have now before us another Apartment in Cymbeline's Pal- 
ace ; and Piaanio — reading the letter which he has just received. 

/'in. How I of 'adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster 's her 'accuser!" — Leouatus . . , 
O master! what a 'strange infection 
Is fall'n into thy ear ! Disloyal ? No ; 
She 'b punished for her 'truth ; and undergoes, 
Alore 'goddess-like than 'wife-like, such assaults 
As would take-in'' some virtue. — O my master! 
If it be 'bo to do good service, never 
Let 'me be counted serviceable. How look I, 
That I should seem to 'lack humanity 

9o much "■*' t"hiH fnr*f nninfLR tn ' ["KpitJ-'] 

leUf.r 




That I have sent her, by he'' own cotnniaiid 

NSIiall give thee ofiportunity.'''' — O wicked paper ! 
Black as the ink tliiit '9 ou tLee. Lo ! slie comes. 
I am 'ignorant in wbat I am commitnded 1 

Imogen enters. 1 

Madam, here is a letter from my lord. ' 

Into. Wbo? 'thy lord? that is 'my lord. I 

Good-wax, thy leave. — Blessed be j 

You bees, that make these locka of counsel I . . . 

■ 'Good news, gods! j 

[Rcnii.i Justice, and your father's wrath, couid not be ' 

■ 80 cruel to me aa you, O the dearest of creatures / 
^^H^ 7'aAe notice, that J am in Cambria,'' at MUford- 
^^^m Maven ;' What your own laoe will, out of this, advise 
^^^M you, follnw. So, 'he icis/iea you all hiippii-ess, that 
^^^B remains loyal to his vow, and your, i/mreaninff in love, 
^^^V Leona'I'ub FosTHnuus. 



0, for a horse with 'wings I — Heai''at thou, Piaanio? 
" "s at Milford Haven : How far ia 't thitberl 



If one of 'meau affairs may plod it in a 'week, 
"Why may not 'I glide thither in a 'day?— » 
How many srore of miles may we weU ride 
Twist hour and hourt 

Pis. 'One score, 'twist Bun and sun. 

Madam, 's enough for 'you ; and too much too. 

Tmo. Why, one that rode to 's 'esecution, mau, 

Could never go so slow: Provide me presently, 
A riding-Huit — no costlier than would fit ■ 
A franklin's* housewife. 

/*/«. Madam, you 're best consider. 

Tmo. Do aa I ' bid thee. There 'h do more to say ; 

Aceessible is none ' but MUford-way. iBieoii. 



L 



It will be remembered that the two sons by the King's first mar- 
riage .^therefore the brothers a! the Princess Imogen, — had been 
stolen in their infancy. Belarius, a nobleman who. on a false charge 
of treason, had been banished by Cymbeline, had, in revenge, 
secietly carried ofT these young Princes to a safe retreat in the 
mountains of South Wales ; where the boys, living as hunters, have 
been brought up as his own sons ; the banished Belarius being now 
known as Morgan ; and the princes, (Guiderius and Arviragus), as 
Polydore and Cadwal. The Three Hunters are now before us, at 



Jo commit murder. '' vv vita. 
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Jiel. A goodly day 'uot to keep house, with such 

Whose roof 's as low au oure ! Stoop,* boya -. This gate 
Instructs you ' how to adove the beaveuH, and ' bows you 
To morning's holy office. — Hail, fair heaven ! 
'We house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As 'prouder livers do. 

The youths fervently repeal ; 

Gui. and Aru. Hail heaven ! 

£d. Now for our mountain -sport. Up to yon hill : 

' Your legs ai-e young ; ' I '11 tread these ' flats. Consider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow. 

That it is 'place, which lessens and sets off: 

And you may then revolve" what tales I have told you 

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: — 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 

The aharded" beetle in a safer hold* 

Than is the full-winged 'eagle. O, 'this life 

la nobler, than attending on the creat ;* 

Richer, than doing nothirgfor a bribe;' 

Prouder, than ruatUng in unpaid-for 'silk, — 

'No life to 'ours! 

Gui. Out of 'your 'proof you speak : 'we, poor unfledged. 
Have nev6r winged fi'om view o' the 'nest ; nor know not 
What air 's 'from home. Haply, this life 'is best, 
If 'quiet life be best ; but unto 'us, it is 
A cell of ' ignorance ; traveling 'a-bed ; 
A 'prison, — for a debtor that not dares 
To stride a limit.^ 

Am. What should 'we speak of 

When we are 'old as you ? ' We have seen 'nothing ; 
We are 'beastly ; subtle as the 'fox, for preys 
'Like warlike as the 'wolf, for what we eatj 
Our valour is to chase what 'flies; our 'cage 
We make a 'quire, (as doth the prisoned bird,) 
And sing 'our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak I 

Did you but know the 'city's nauries," 
And 'felt them knowingly: the art o' the Court, 
As hai-d to ' leave as ' keep ; whose ' top to climb 
la certain 'falling, or so slippery that 
The ' fear 'h as ' bad as falling ; the toil o' the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek-out ' danger 




T the name of fame and honour, — O boya, this etoi-y 
The world muy read in 'me : My body 'b 'marked 
With Roman swords ; and my report' was once 
First with the ' beat of note : 'Cymbeline loved me ; 
And when a 'soldier was the theme, 'my name 
"Waa not far off: 'Then was I as a tree 
Whose boughs did 'bend with fruit; but, in one night, 
A storm, or robboi-y, (call it what you will.) 
Shook-down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me 'hai'oto weather! 

frui. Uncertain favour ! 

Jld. My fault being 'nothing, (as I have told you oft,) 
But that two viilaina swore to Cymbeline 
I was 'confederate with the Romana : so. 
Followed, my baniahment ; and for twenty years 
This rock and these demeanea'' have been my 'world ( 
"Where I have lived at honest freedom, — paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than ip all 
The ' fore-end of my time. — But, to the 'mountains I 
Thia is not 'huntera' language. — He that atrikea 
The veniaon 'first, shall be the 'lord o' the feast. 
I '11 meet you in the valleys. C'mS"!!!-"'* 

. . . How hard it is to ' hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little they are sons to the 'King; 
And Cymbeline dreams not that they are alive. 
They think they are 'mine ; but Nature prompts them, 
In simple and low things, to 'prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others.^Hai'k ! the game is 
roused I iniii.. 

The Princess Imogen, travelling with all speed towards MUford 
Haven, is accompanied by the heart-stricken Pisanio. This faith- 
ful attendant cannot allo^v his mistress to proceed, without inform- 
ing her of the foul accusation conveyed in the letter which he had 
received froiti her husband. 
Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, the place 

Was near at hand. — Pisanio! man. 

Where is Lord Poathumus ? Wliat ia in thy 'mind T . . . 

Why tender'st thou that 'paper? Speak; thy'tongue 

May take off some extremity, which to 'read 

Would be even 'mortal to me. 
J'ia. 'Please you, read; 

And you shall find me, (wretched man !) a thing 

The most disdained of fortune. 
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Imo. [R~u-i Thy miatreae, Piaania, hath playtd falae ; the 
testimonies whtreof lie bleeding in me. I apeak not 
out of weak 'surmises ; but from 'proof— rta strong as 
my grief, and as certain as I expect tny revenge. ' That 
' part, thou, Pisanio, must act for tne. Let thine own 
hatida take amiy her life ; I ahall give thee oppor- 
tunity at Milford-Have'i ; where, — if thtin fear to 
strike, atid to make tne certitin it is done, — thou art the 
pander to 'her dishonour, and equally to 'me disloyal. 
Imogen faints : 
Pia. What aha!) I 'need to di'aw jny Bword? the 'paper 
Hath cut ber tbi-oat already. — No ; 't is 'iSlauder, — 
WboHe ed}je is 'Hbarper than tbe sword; wbose tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms' of Nile; whose breath 
Rides on tbe posting winds, and dotb belie 
All corners o( tbe world : kings, queens, and states. 
Maids, matrons, uay, the secrets of the 'grave 
This viperous Slander enters. — What cheer, madam? 
Imo. ' False to his bed ! What ! is it to be ' false. 
To lie in watch there, and to think on 'him? 
To 'weep, 'twixt clock and clock t 'If sleep charge 
M^^^ nature, 

^^H To break it with a fearful 'dream of him, 
^^^B And cry myself awake? 'That false to 's bed? is it? 
^^^B Come, fellow, be thou 'honest : 

^^H 'Do tbuu thy master's bidding. When thou see st him, 
^^^ A little witneHB 'my 'obedience: Lookl 
^^H I draw the sword 'myself: take it, and hit 
^^^B Tbe innocent mansion of my love — my heart, 
^^H Fear not ; 't is empty of all things — but grief I 
^^^1 Thy master is 'not there, who was, indeed, 
W^^ The 'riches of it ! ' Do bis bidding ; strike ! — 
Thou may'st be valiant in a 'better cause. 
But 'now thou seem'st a 'cowaid ! 
Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou 'shalt not stain my band. 
Im<>. Why, I 'must die ; 

And if I do not by 'thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy niaster's. Against 'self- slaughter, 
There iaa prohibition so divine 
That cravens'' 'my weak hand. Come, here 's 
' heart : [bin 
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■ SometljiBg 'b afore 't :' — Trell no defence: — What's 

■ here* ft'S^'.^' 

■ The Bcriptures'" of the loyal Leonatua, 
All turned to 'heresy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith ! — Pr'ythee, despatch : 

The liimb 'entreats the butcher; where h thy knife? 

Thou art too slow to do thy 'master's bidding, 

When ' I desire it too. 
/*i». O gracious lady ! 

Since I received command to 'do thie busiueBe, 

I have not slept one wink. 
Imn. Do 't, and to bed then I 

J'ia. I '11 wake mine eye-balls blind flret." 
Jmu. Wherefore, then 

Didst 'undertake it t Why hast thou gone so far, 

To be unbent," when thou hast ta'en thy stand, — 

The elected deer ' before thee ^ 
Pis. But to win time, 

To 'lose 80 bad employment. Good lady, 

Heai' me with patience ! 
Inio. Talk thy tongue weary; speiik : 

I have beard I am a ' false oue ; and mine ear 

Can take no 'greater wound. But speak ! 
PiB. Madam, it cannot be but that my master is 'abused : 

Some villain, — ay, and 'singular in his ai-t, — 

Hath done you both this cui-ted injury. 

I 'II give but 'notice you are dead, and send him 

Some bloody 'sign of it ; for 't is commanded 

1 'should do so. 
Imo. What shall ' I do the while T where bide ? bow live ? 

Or in my hfe what 'comfort, when I am 

Dead to my 'husband? 
Pia. If you '11 back to the Court, — 

Imo. No Court, no father I 
Pis. Well then, here 's the point : 

Ton must forget to be a 'woman j change 

' Command into 'obedience — 
Imo. Nay, be brief : I see into thy end, 

And am almost a 'man already! 
Pis. First, make yourself but 'like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit — 

'T is in my cloak-bag — doublet, iiat, hose, all 

That answer to them. 
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Into. Thou art all ibe comfort; 

The goda will diet me with. Away, I pr'ythee ! 
r. Well, miidum, we muHt take a short farewell, 
Leet, being miBsed, 'I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My noble mietresB, 
Here is a box ; I had it from the Queen : 
What 's in 't is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-quolmeil at land, a dram of this 
Will ilrive away distemper. — To some shade, 
And tit you to your 'manhood. — May the goda 
Direct you to the best 1 
Into. Amen !^I thank thee, raiooeu 

By means of this "box," the Queen's malignant disposition is 
displayed; for, finding the marriage of her son Cloten to Imogen 
an impossibility, she contemplates the destruction of the Princess 
by slow poison. She has given this box of a fatal mixture to 
Pisanio, with great commendation of its medical virtues. The 
Physician, however, by whom the dnig had been pre pared, —fearing 
the Queen's treachery,— substituted, for the poison, a powerful but 
harmless opiate. 

In a short time, the flight of Imogen is discovered at the Court. 

Pisanio has prudently returned ; and, directly charged with being 

an accessory, and threatened with instant death, he is driven to the 

expedient of preparing a feigned letter from Posthumus. 
Prince Cloten is overheard, thus : 

Clo. 'T is certain, she is fled. 

I 'love, and 'hate her ; for she 's fair and royal, 

And that she has all courtly parts more exquisite 

Than lady, ladies, woman ; she, of 'all compounded, 

'Outsells them all. I 'love her, 'therefore. But, 

Disdaining 'me, and throwing favours on 

The low 'PosthiimuB, slanders so her judgement, 

I will conclude to 'hate her; nay, indeed, 

To be 'revenged upon her I Who is here 1 [";i 

Come hither. Ah, you precious pander I Villain, 

Where is thy ladyt In a 'wordl — or else 

Thou art straightway with the fiends ! 

Pis. O, my all-worthy lord ! 

Clo. All-worthy villain ! 

'Speak! or thy silence, on the 'instant, is 
Thy condemnation and thy deatli I 

J'is. . Then, sir. 

This paper ia the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. _ CRISIS" 

(ySii, Let *a Bee % It is Poathumus' hand ; I know 't, — 
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Sirrah, if thou wouldr^t 'nob be a villaiu, hut do me 
' true eervice, — that is, what villainy eos'er I ' bid ihee 
do,— thou shouldet neither want my means for thy 
relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 
/**«. Well, my good lord ? 
Olo. 'Wilt thou aerve me* 
I'is. Sir, I will. 
Clo. Give me thy hand ; here 'a my purse. Hast any of thy 

late master's 'garments in thy possessiou 1 
Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same auit he wore 

when be took leave of my lady and mistress. 

Clo. Fetch ' that suit hither : let it be thy ' fli*st service ; go. 

/**'«. I shall, my lord. ik«i'- 

i'io. ' Meet thee at Milford-Haven ! Even there, thou villain, 

■ Posthumus, will I 'kill thee! She said that she held 

^^H the very " garment " of Posthumus in more respect than 

^^H 'my noble and natunil 'person. With ' that Huit upon 

^^^r my back, will I 'kill him, and in her eyes! He on the 

I ground, my speech of insultmeut ended on his dead 

body, to the Court I 'II ' knock her back, ' foot her home 

again! She hath despised me 'rejoicingly, and 'I IX 

be merry in my 'revenge. ik>ii- 

The Princess Imogen, having exchanged her dress for that of s 
boy, is soon exhausted by faligue and hunger; and she now, by 
chance, directs her steps to the Cave where her lost brothers are 
living as the sons of old Morgan. 
Imo. I see, a 'man's life is a tedious one : 

I have tired myself ; and, for two nights together. 
Have made the 'ground my bed : I should be 'sick, 
But that my resolution helps me. — Milford, 
When from the mouutain-top Pisanio showed thee, 
Thou wast within a 'ken,° O Jove I I think 
Foundations'' fly the 'wretched ; such, I mean, 
Where they should be 'relieved. But what cave is this T 
Here is a 'path to 't : 'T is some 'savage hold :" 
'T were best 'not call ; I 'dare not call ; yet famine. 
Era clean'' it o'erthrow nature, makes it 'valiant. — 
' Ho! Who 's here! No answer* then I '11 enter. 

I Best di'aw my sword ; and if mine enemy 

But 'fear the sword like me, he '11 scarcely 'look on 't 
Glrant 'such a foe, good heavens ! C"™'.."" 
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As the disguised Princess enters the Cave, Belarius and tbo two 
young men are returning from the chase. Belarius says : 
Bel. You, Polytlore, have pioveil 'best archer," and 
J Are 'master of the feast : Cailwal and I 

B^H Will play the 'cook aiid 'Bervant. Now, peace be here, 
^^^1 Poor house, that feeep'at thysell! — ['liV"!,!"'"] Stay: 
^^^^ come not in ! 

^^^B But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
^^B Here were a 'fairy ! . . . 
^^^k By Jupiter, an 'angel I or, if not, 
^^■^ An earthly 'piu-aeou !— Behold diviaenesB, 
I No elder than a boy I 

The surprised Imogen comes bom the Cave. 
I Imo. Oood masters, harm me not : 

^k* 'Before I entered here, I called ; and thought 

^HM To have 'begged, or 'bought. Good troth, 
^^^1 I have 'stol'u nought ; nor 'would not, though I had 
llf found 

r ' Gold strewed o' the floor. Here 'b money for my meat : 

r I would have left it on the board, so soon 

Ab I had made my meal ; and parted bo, 
I With prayers for the provider. 

Qui. Money, youth t 

Arts. All gold and silver rather turn to 'dirt I 
Ab 't is no 'better reckoned, but of those 
Who worship 'dirty gods. 
Imo. I see, you 're angry. 

Know, if you 'kill me for my fault, I should 
Have ' died had I 'not made it. 
Bel. Whither bound? 

Inin. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What 's your name ? 

Imo. . . . Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who 

Is bound for Italy : he embarked at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I 'm fall'n in this offence, 
Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth, 

I Think us no 'churls ; von shall have 'better cheer 

Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. — 
Boys, bid hi in welcome. 
6%d. Were you a 'woman, youth, 

I should woo hard, but be your 'groom. — In honesty, 
I 'bid for you, as I do 'buy. 

• O. K. voodmui. 
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Arv. 'I '11 make 't 'my comfort 

He is a, 'man : I 'li love him as mj 'brother ; 
And such a welcome as I 'd give to 'him 
After long absence, such is 'youra. — 'Most welcome 1 
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst 'friends. 

Imi>. 'Mongst ' fiiends ! 

Liairf..] If 'brothers I 'Would it had been so, that they 
' Had been my father's sous 1 

liel. Fair youth, come in ; 

Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supped, 
We '11 mannerly demand thee of thy story, — 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

6-ui. Pray, draw near. 

A ro. The night to the owl, and mom to the lark, ' less wel- 



Prince Clolen, relying c 

reached the forest, close tc 

round cautiously ; 

Clo. I am 'uear to the place where they should meet, if 
Pisanio have mapped it truly. How tit his " garments " 
serve me ! Posthumus, thy head, which 'uow is grow- 
ing upon thy 'shoulders, shall within this hour be 'oflF, 
thy mistress taken, thy " garments " cut to pieces be- 
fore thy face ; and, all this done, 'spurn her home to 
her father, — who may, haply, be a little 'angry for my 
so rough usages but my mother, having power of his 
testiness, shall turn all into lay 'commendations. My 
horse is tied up safe: Out, sword, and to a sore pur- 
pose ! Fortune, put them into my baud I This is the 
very 'description of their meetii3g-i>lace ; and the fellow 
dares not deceive 'me. [E>it. 



As Cloten is continuing hia search, Belarius, Guiderius, Arvira. 
gus, and the disguised Princess Imogen, enter from the Cave. 
^^' [im°.] Tou are not well : remain here in the Cave ; 

We 'il come to you 'after hunting. 
Aru. [i^] Brother, 'stay here : Are we 'not brothers t 
Imo. So man and man 'should be ; 

But clay and clay 'differ in dignity, — 

Whose dust is both 'alike. I am very 'sick. 
Out. [,^,.] Go 'you to hunting ; I '11 abide with 'him. 
liiio. So please you, leave me ; I am not 'very sick. 

Since I can 'reason of it : pray you, trust me here I 

Gods, whB.iti'e,W\.Vfinft 



^ 
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Our 'courtiers nay, all 'a savage 'but at court : 
Eipeiienee. O, thou dost 'disptove I'eport. . . , 
I am t^ick ntUl ; 'lieart-sick. — Fisiuiio, 
I '11 liuw taste of tliy drug. 
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back to the Cave, 


the Hunt 




urn, and, at the same time, Pr 


nee Cloten enters : 
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stand aside to watch him ; 





Olo. I cannot 'fiod those runagates : that villain 

Hath mocked rue.^I am faiut ! 
Bel. " Those runagates ? " 

Means he not 'us 1 Ah I I partly know him ; 't is 

Cloten, the son o' the Queen. I fear some ambush. 
Gui. He is but 'one. You and my brother, search 

What 'companies are neai- : Pray 'you, away ; 

Let me 'alone with him. PlliS"!^' 

Clo. Soft I "What are you 

That Sy me thus? some villain mountaineers T 

I hnve heard of such. — Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, and a villain ! Yield thee, thief ! 
Gui. To whom? to theeT What art thou ! Have not I 

An aim as 'big as thine? a'heart as big? 

Thy 'words, I gi-ant, are bigger ; for I wear not 

My dagger in my 'mouth. Say, 'what art thou T 

' Why should I yield to thee ? 
Clo. Thou villain base, know'st me not by my 'clothes 1 
Gui. No, nor thy 'taUor, rascal. 

Who is thy 'grandfather : 'he made those clothe?, 

Which, as it seems, make ' thee. 
Clo. Injurious thief, hear but my name, and tremble! 
Gui. 'What's thy name t 
Clo. Cloten, thou villain ! 
Gui. Cloten, thou 'double villain, 'be thy name, 

I 'cannot tremble at it : were 't Toad, or Adder, Spider, 

'T would move me sooner. 
"'". To thy 'further fear, 

"Nay, to thy mere 'coofuaiou, thou shaJt know 

E 'm son to the ' Queen ! 
I 'm sorry for 't ; not seeming so worthy as thy birth. 

Art not 'afeard ? 
i. Those that I 'reverence, 'those I fear — the 'wise: 

At 'fools I 'laugh ! — not fear them. 

Die the death 
B I have slain thee with my proper hand, 



A 



I 'U follow those that even now fled hence. 
And OD the gates of Lud's town* set your head:^. 
yield, rustic mountaineer I 
After a brief conflict, ihe sword of the hardy Guideriua prevails : 

Prince Cloten is slain, and his corpse falls a prey to the conqueror. 

Guiderius returns, meeting Belarius and Arviragus. 

(?MJ. This Cloten wiis a fool ; an 'empty purae, 
There was no money in 't. Not Herculea 
Could have knocked out his ' brains, for he had none. 

Jiel. What haat thou donel 

(Jui. Cut off one Cloten's head. 

Son to the Queen, after hie own report ; 

Who called me traitor, mountaineer; and swore, 

With his own single hand he 'd take us in. 

Displace our heads, where, (thank the gods!) they grow, 

And set them on Lud's town. 

Ilel. I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele'a sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gid. With his own aword, 

Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from him ; now let it to the aea. 
And tell the 'fishes, he 'a the Queeu'a son, Cloten: 
That 's aUI reck. :«-i'. 

Guiderius enters the cave, in which Ihe dis^ised Princess, 

tivercotne by the powerful narcotic, lies stupificd and molionleBS. — 

Belaiius says to Arviragus : 

/lei. I fear, 't will be revenged. 

'Would, Polydore, thou hadst 'not done 't, though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

. h-u. 'Would 'I had done 't 1 

I'lel. We '11 hunt no more to-day. nor seek for danger 
Where there 'a no 'profit, I prithee, to our rock: 
You and Fidele play the cooks ; I '11 atay 
Till hasty Polydore retui-n, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Guiderius re-enters : 

Gut. Where 'a my brotherT 

I have Bent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream, 
In embaaay to his mother : his body 's hostage 
For Hb return. [^''Rr:"';J;.':™* 
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Sel. My ingeniona mstrumeiit ! 

Hark, Poljdore. it sounds ; but what occasion 
Hath Cadwal 'now to give jt motion* Hark! 

Gui. What does he lueaD ? etnce death of my dear'st mother 
It did not speak btfore. All solemD things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matterT 
Triumphs for 'nothing, aod lamenting 'toys, 
la jollity for apes, and grief for boya. 

Arviragus re -enters bearing Imogen (as dead.) 

£el. Look, here he comea. 

And bnnga the dire occasion in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arv. Oh Cadwal ! Oh Cadwal ! The bird ia dead. 
That we luive made eo much on I 

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My 'brother wears thee not one half so well, 
As when thou grew'st 'thyself. 

Sel. Thou blessed thing ! 

Jove knows what 'man thou migbt'st have made ; but 

ahl 
Thou diedat, a most rare ' boy, of melancholy ! — 
How found you him T 

Arv. Stark,' as you see: 

Thus smiling, as some fly had 'tickled slumber; — 
Not as 'death's dart, but laughed at ; his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gfti. Why, he but 'sleeps 1 

If be be 'gone, he 11 make his 'grave a 'bed : 
With 'female fairies will bis tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come new. 

Arv. With fairest flowers. 

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, Fidele, 
I '11 Bweelen thy ead grave; Thou shalt not lack 
The flower that 's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azured hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, which, not to slander it, 
Out-sweetened not thy breath : the ruddock" would, 
"With charitable bill, bring thee all thia ; 
Yea, and fuired moss besides, — when flowers are none,— 
To winter-ground" thy corse. 

Gui. Pr'ythee, have done; and let us bury him 
By good Euriphile, our mother. 
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Arv. And let ub, Poljdore, 'sing him to the ground, 

As once our mother ; use ' like n ote, and words, — 

Save that Euriphile must be ' Fidele. 
Gui. I paunot 'eing : I 'II weep, and 'word it with thee ; 

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are false. 
Arv. We '11 'spenk it then. 

Belarius advances : 
Jld. 'Great griefs, I see, medicine the Mesa; for C3oteiL 

Is quite forgot. He was a ' Queen's son, boys ; 

And though you took his life, as being our 'foe, 

Yet bury him as a 'prince. 
Arv. If 'you '11 go fetch him, 

'We 11 say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin, f^,' 
Then, while old Morgan has gone to seek the headless trunlr of 
Cloten, the two brothers, in antiphonic verses, repeal Ihe Dirge for 
their dead mother— over the lifeless Fidele ; 

Fear no more the hent o' the sun, 
I Nor the furions winter's rages ; 

I Thou thy worldly tusk hast doue, 

L Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages : 

^^^ ' Golden* lads and girls 'sH munt, 

^^^^^ Ai chiniiiej-B weepers, eome to dust- 



Fear no more the frown o' the great ; 

Thon art past the tyrant's stroke : 
Oare no more to clothe and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, phjsie, innst 
All follow I this, and come to dust. 
Fear no more the light ning-fluah. 

Not the all-dreaded thunder-atone ; 
Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Thou bast finished joy and moan : 
All lovers young, 'hU lovers, must 
Consign'' to thee, and come to dust. 
No eioroiserc harm thee ! 
Mot do witchcraft charm thee I 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee 1 
Nothing ill come near thee I 
Quiet consnmmation'' have ; 
And renowned Ue thy grave I 

Re-enter Belarius with the body of Cloten. 

r obsequies. Come, lay him down. 
; but, 'bout midnight, more; 
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The herbs that have on them coKI dew o' the night, 
Are BtrewiDgR fitt'st for gi-aves. — Come on, away : 
The ground, that gave them first, has them again ; 
Their 'pleaHures here are past, ec is their 'pain, ['-'^'x?,''' 
The headless trunk of ClQten, and the senseless Imog^en, are thus 
laid together. The Princess slowly recovers tiom the effects of the 

imo. I*™"-*! Yea, sir, to Milford-Haven ; Which is the 

I thank you. — By yond' bueh T — Pray, how ' far thither T 

'Ods pittikins !' — can it be six miles 'yet 1 — 

I have gone all night. — tiow, I '11 lie down and sleep. 

Bat, soft! DO bedfellow.— O gods and goddesses 1 

A ' headless man ! — The garment of 'Posthdmus 1 

Pisanio ! all curses be darted on the ! Thou, 

Conspired with that irrepuloua" devil. Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord I— O ' PoHtburaus ! Alas ! 

This is 'Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : — Oh ! — my lord ! 

Abandoning herself to grief, slie falls in agony on the headless 
body.— as she supposed from the dress he wore.— of her husband ; 
till she is discovered by the Roman general Caius Lucius : for a 
Roman army had arrived to enforce the payment of a neglected 
tribute due by Britain, Lucius, surprised at this sudden view of 
'double death, addresses one of his Captains : 
£«c. Soft, ho I what trunk is here, 

Without Lis top! The 'ruin speaks, that sometime" 

It was a 'worthy building. —How 1 a Page !^ 

Or dead, or sleeping ! 
(7ap. He 's 'alive, my lord, 

inc. He 'II then 'instruct us of 'this body. — Young one. 

Inform us of thy fortunes : Who is this 

Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow? Who 'was he! 

And what art 'thou f 
Imo. I 'am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to ' be were better. This . . . was . . . my 
master, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain ! 
L'tn. Thy name? 
Fidfile. sir. 
Thou dost 'approve thyself the very s 

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy fpiith thy name. 
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Wilt take thy chance with 'nie 1 I will not say 
Thou shalt be ao well 'maatered j but, be sure, 
No less 'beloved. 

Jmo. I '11 foUow, sir. But first, an 't please the goda, 
I '11 bide my master fi'om the flies, as deep 
Aa these poor pickaxes' can dig : and when 
With wUd wood-leaves and weeds I 've strewed ] 

grave. 
And on it said a 'century of prayers, 
Sueh aa I can, — twice o'er, — I '11 weep, and aigh ; 
And, leaving so hia aervice, follow 'you, — 
So pleaKe you entertain me. 

ItiiC. I will, good youth. 

Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyea : 
Some 'falls are meana the happier to 'arise. i«>' 



Both lachimo and Posthumus have arrived in England with the 
Roman forces. Posthumus, hQwever, determineH not to fight 
against his country; therefore he quits the Roman camp, and, 
disguised as a peasant, follows the British forces. He is now be- 
fore us, holding in his hand the blood-stained handkerchief— the 
token of Imogen's death — which had been sent to him by Pisanio. 

Post. Tea, bloody cloth, I 'II keep thee ; for I wished 

Thou 'shouldst be coloured 'thus! You married onea, 

If each of you should take 'this eourae, how many 

Must murder wives much better than themselves, 

For wrying" but a 'little I — O Pisanio ! 

Every good servant does not 'all commands : 

No bond, but to do 'just ones. — Goda! if you 

Should have ta'en vengeance on 'my faults, I never 

Had lived to put-on" thia : so had you saved 

The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 

Me, wretch! more worth yourvengeance. But, alack. 

You snatch 'some hence for 'httle faulta; that 'a 'love. 

To have them fall no more I 

But 'Imogen is your 'own : do your bleaf wills. 

And make 'me bleat to 'obey ! — I am brought hither 

Among the Itahan gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady's kingdom : 't ia enough 

That, Britain, I have killed thy 'mistreaa. Peace ! 

I '11 give no wound to ' thee. Therefore, good Heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose : — I '11 disrobe me 

■her flnasirii. '■ koIur wrong, crriug, ' urge uo , \nBUs«*a. ' 0.'«.,'\k»«^. 
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Of these 'Italian weeds, and suit myself 

Ah does a 'Britou 'peasant : So I '11 die 

For thee, Imogeii ! even for whom my life 

Ib, every 'breath, a 'death! 

Goda I put the Btrength o' the ' Leonati in me ! — 

To whame the guise o' the world, I will 'begin 

The fashion — leas 'without and more 'within. iehi, 

A battle immediately ensues between the Romans and the 
Britons. Cymbeline is on the point of beinp slain, when he is 
rescued by his own sons, and thek reputed father, old Morgan^ 
aided by a poor but valiant Soldier, who is no other than Posthu- 
mus in his peasant's disguise. This loyal service performed, 
Posthumus resumes ihe garb of a iRoman soldier ; and, as such, is 
made prisoner— with Lucius, lachimo, and the Page Fidele. 

Cymbeline, in his tent, with his mountaineer preservers beside 
him, commands the Roman prisoners lo be brought into his 
presence. 

<Jym. Stand by my side, you whom the goda have made 
'Preaervera of my throne. Woe ia my heart. 
That the poor 'Soldier that ao rithly fought, — 
Whoue raga ahamed gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepped before targe of proof,'— cannot be found : 
'He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can 'mtie him so. — 'T is now the time 
To ask of whence you afe ? report it, 
Belarius replies : 
Bel. Sir, in Cambiia are we born, and gentlemen. 

'Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, — 
Unleaa I add, we are 'honest. 
Cym. Bow your kneee. 

Ariae, my ' Knights o' the battle : I create you 
' Companiona to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Cornelius, the King's Physician, and Ladies, enter. 
There 's 'business in these faces,— Why so 'aadly 
Gi-eet you our victory t von look lite ' Komiins, 
And not o' the Court of Britain. 
Cor. Had, great king ! 

To Bour your happiness, I must report 
The Queen is dead. 

, . . 'How ended she? 
Pith horror ! 'madly dying, like her life ; 
ffhieh, being cruel to the 'world, concluded 
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BMoat cruel to 'herself. 
First, she coufesaed she never loved you ; 
Your daughter, whom she bore in hand' to love, 
She 'had,'' but that her flight prevented it, 
Ta'en off by poison ; and so to work 
Her 'son into the adoption of the crown : 
But, failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shameless-desperate ; opened," in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatched were 'not effected : so. 
Despairing, died- 
Cyin. Mine 'eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine 'ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my 'heart. 
That thouglitherlike her 'seeming; yet, my daughter ! 
That it was 'folly in me ' thou may'st say. 
And 'prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 
The Roman prisoners — Caius Lucius the general, with lachitno 
and olhers— are now brought forward, guarded; Posthumus and 
Imogen the Page stand at some distance behind. 

Thou com'at not, Caius, now for 'tribute: 'that 
The Britons have 'razed out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kiusmen have made suit 
That 'their good souls may be appeased with slaughter 
Of 'you their captives,^ which ourself have 'granted : 
So, think of your estate.'' 

Luc. Consider, sir, the 'chance of 'war: the day 
"Was yours by 'accident : had it gone with us, 
'We should not, when the blood was cool, have threat- 
ened 
'Our prisoners with the sword. This one thing only 
I wUl entreat : my Page, a Briton bom. 
Let him he 'ransomed. 

Though be have served a. 'Roman ; save 'him, sir ; 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cytn. . . . 'I have surely 'seen him: 

His favour" is familiar to me. — Boy, 
Thou hast ' looked thyself into my gi'ace. 
And art mine own. — Ne'er ' thank thy master ; live ; 
And ask of Cymbelioe what boon thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty and thy state, I '11 'give it } 
Tea, though thou do demand a 'prisoner, 
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I The uobleat ta'en. . . . Kuow'st 'him thou look'at on? 

I speak ; 

I "Wilt have 'him liveT Is he thy 'kinT thy ' friend T 

Imo. He IK a Roman ; no more kiu to 'me. 

Than I to your highness ; who, being bom your vaaeal, 
. . . Am 'something' nearer. 
Cym. Wherefore ey'st him so ? 

Imo. I ^l tell you, sir, in 'private ; if you please 

To give me hearing. 
Cym. Ay, with nil my heart, 

And lend my best attention. Walk with me; speak 

Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart, while old Belarius turns 

to his young new-made Knights : 

£el. la not this the boy revived from death? 

Ara. One sand another 

Not more resembles: that sweet rosy lad. 
Who died, aud was Fidele. — What think 'you ! 

Gui. The same 'dead thing 'alive. 
After a brief communication, Cymbeline and Imogen advance. 

Cyn. Come, statid thou by our aide : 

Make thy demand 'aloud. — Siguier lauhimo, step forth ; 
Give answer to this boy, and do it ' freely, 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 

Of whom he had 'that 'ring. — ^How 'came it yours? 

laoh. I am glad to be 'constrained to utter that 
Which torments me to 'conceal. By 'villainy 
I got thia i-iug : 't was Leonatua' jewel^ — 
Whom thou didst banish, — a nobler sir ne'er lived 
I 'Twist sky and ground. That paragon, thy daughter, 

Por whom my heart drops blood, and my false spiritB 
'Quail' to remember, — Give me leave ; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter! — wbatofberl Strive, man, and speakl 

lach. . . . "Upon a tiuie, (unhappy was the clock 

That struck the houvl) it was in Eome, (accurs'd 

The mansion wherel) 't was at a feast (O, 'would 

Our viands had been poisoned, or at least ' 

Those which ' Iheaved to head !) the good Posthiimus — 

Cym. I stand on fire. Come to the 'matter i 

lack. All too soon I shall^ 

Tour daughter's 'chastity,— I wagered with him 

Pieces of gold, 'gainst this, — which then 'he wore j 
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TJpoD bis honoured fiDgei-,— to win this ring 
By ' her and 'my diehonour. He, true knight, 
Ko leaser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, 'stakea this ring ; 
And, to he brief, my practice so prevailed. 
That I returned with 'simulai'' proof enough, 
To make the noble Leonatus mad. 
By wounding his 'belief in her renown — 
"Whereupon, — methinks I see him now, — 
Posthumus rushes forward; 
JPost. Ay, so thou dost, 

Italian fiend ! — Ah me I most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer! thief! 'anything 
That 's due to all the villaina past — in being, — 
To come ! — O, give me coid, or knife, or poison, 
Some upright justicer!" Thon King, Bend out 
For torturers ingenious : it is 'I 
That all the abhorred things o' the earth 'amend. 
By being 'worse than they. I am Posthumua, 
That killed thy daughter: — villain-like, I 'lie; 
That caused a 'lesser villain than myself, 
A saciilegioua thief, to do 't ! — The temple 
Of Virtue was she ; yea, and she" herself ! . . . 
Spit, and throw stones ! cast mire upon me ! set 
The dogp o' the street to bay me I 'every villain 
Be called Posthumus Xieonatus; and 
Be villainy less than 't was ! O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen ! 
Imogen I Imogen I 

The agitated Imogen exclaims : 
Imo. Peace, my lord! Hear, hear mel 

I-'ost. Thou scornful PEige, away 1 There Ue thy part, 

At the cruel blow given by Poathumus, the ever faithful Pisanio 
lushes forward : 

1*18. O gentlemen, help 

Mine and 'your mistress ! — O, my Lord Posthumus! 

Tou ne'er killed Imogen till 'now. — Help, help ! — ■ 

Mine honoured lady ! 
Cym. . . . 'Does the world go round* 

Imo. . . . Why did you throwyour wedded lady 'from you? 
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Think that you are upon a 'rock ; and qow 

Throw me again '. ["''i'ilj''* 

Poet. Hang there like ' fruit, my sou], till the tree die. 

Cfmbeline advances; 

Cym. How now, my fleah, my child! . . . 

Wilt thou not speak to 'met 
Tmo. [Ki^iinj.] Tour bleastug, air. 

Uym. My tears, that fall, prove 'holy water on thee! 

Imogen, thy mother 'a dead. 0, she was naught I Her 
'son 

Is gone; we know not bow, nor where. 
Pisanio^plains: 
I'ia. My lord, 

Now fear ia 'from me, I 'II speak truth'. Iiord Cloten, 

Upon my lady's missing, came to me 

With his sword di'awn; foamed at the month, and 

If I discovered not which way she was gone. 

It was my 'instant death. By accident, 

I had a feigned letter of my maater'a 

Then in my pocket; which directed him 

To seek her on the mountains near to Uilfordj 

Where, in a frenzy,— in my master's garments, 

Which he enforced fi'om me. — away he posts, 

With unchaste purpose. 

Guiderius impatiently continues : 
Giii. Let 'me 'end the stoiy; 'I slew him there. 
Cym. Marry, the gods forfend!'' Deny 't ag;ainl 
Gid. I 've spoke it, — and I did it! 
Cym. He was a Prince — 

Gui. A most 'uncivil one. The wrongs he did would make 
me spurn the 'sea, 

If 'it could so roar to me. I cut off his head ; 

And am right glad he is not standing here 

To ' tell this tale of mine. 
Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou aj't condemned, and must 

Endure our law. Thou 'rt dead. — Bind the offender, 

And take him troxa our presence. 

The old Mountaineer advances : 
Bel. Stay. Sir Eing. 

This man is ' better than the man he slew, 
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[Ab well descended as ' thyself; and liath 
More of thee merited, than a 'band of Clotens 
Hiid ever scar for. — G-uarJs, let bia arma aloue ; 
They were not 'bom for 'bondage, 
Cym. Wliy, old Soldier, 

"Wilt thou 'undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By tasting of our 'wrath? 'How of desceut 
As good as 'we ? 
Bel. I am too blunt and saucy ; here 'a my knee. iKi..riii,(. 
These two yoiiDg gentlemen, thut uall me ' father, 
And ' think they are my sons, are 'none of mine : 
They ure the issue of 'yourself, my liege. 
So sure as you 'your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that 'Belnrius whom you sometime* banished. 
These gentle Pidnces, 
(For such and so they are,) these twenty years 
Have I trained up ; those arts they have, as I 
Could put into tbem. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
(Whom for the theft I wedded,) 'stole these children 
Upon my banishment. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons 'again; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet' st companions in the world. 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew I for they are 'worthy 
To inlay heaven with 'stars ! 
Cym. Blest may'' you be, 

That, after this strange starting 'from your orbs. 
You may reign ' in them 'now. — O, my Imogen ! 
Thou bast lost by thia a kingdom. 
I'lio. No, my lord ; 

I have got ' two 'worlds by 't. — My gentle brothers ! 
Have we thus met ? O, never say hereafter, 
But I am ' truest speaker : you cnJled me ' brother, 
When I was but your 'sister ; I, you ' brothers, — 
When ye° 'were so indeed I 
Gym. Let 's quit this gi'Ound, 

And smoke the Temple with our aacrifiees. 

The forlorn Soldier, that so nobly fought, 

'He would have well become thia place, and graced 

The tbankings of a king. 

Poathumua advances: 
rost. ' I am, sir. 

The soldier that did company these three. 
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Speak, lacliimo : I had you 'down, and might 
Have made ;ou 'finisli. 

laeh. [«u,Liini.} I am down 'again ; [Ki..>dim!. 

But now my heavy 'conscience einka my knee, 
As then your 'force did. 'Take that life, 'beseech you. 
Which I so often owe ; but your 'ling tii'st, — 
And here the 'bracelet, of the truest princeaa 
That ever swore her faith. 

/*f«t Kneel not to 'me : 

Tlie power that I have on yon, is to 'spare you j 
The malice towards you, to 'forgive you. Live, 
Aud deal with others 'better. 

Vyvi. 'Nobly doomed: 

Pardon 'a the word to 'all. Laud we the gods ; 
And let our crooked ftuokes climb lo their nostrils 
From our blessed altars. Never war" did cease. 
Ere bloody hEinds were washed, with such a 'peace. 





The tragedy of " Macbeth," if not the moat fascinating, is at least 
one oF the most popular productions of Shakespeare ; in writing; 
which he is not known to have followed any preceding dramatist. 
The work is entirely his own. The story is taken from Holin. 
shed's "Chronicles "(1577); but even the main incidents cannot be 
accepted as strictly historical. For, the circumstances attendant 
on the murder of King Duncan by Macbeth belong to another 
event, narrated in the same Chroniclea-the murder of King Duff 
by one Donwald and bis wile : while the real King Duncan (we 
otherwise read) was killed in battle; and the real Macbeth as- 
cended the throne of Scotland as the conqueror, not the mur- 
derer, of bis King. But the tragedy could have no additional 
power over our minds, were it in exact accordance with History; 
and it loses no power, if we regard it, altogether or in part, as a 
work of Imagination. 

A belief in Witchcraft was general in tbe days of Shakespeare. 
His contemporary King, James the First, wroie learnedly on the 
functions of the Powers of Darkness. It is said that, to gratify the 
King, Shakespeare chose this Scollisb story foe a drama— re- 
deemed the character of James's ancestor, the brutal Banquo, 
from historical infamy— and, to humour the prejudices of the Brit- 
ish ■■ Solomon," gave, in the Three Witches, a visible rcpresenta' 
tion of Satanic agency, 

A play on this subject was performed in the University of Ox- 
ford, before the King, on his royal visit there, in 1605; the first 
performance being in Latin to please the Kin^ ; and then in Eng- 
lish to the Queen and the young Prince, Of these compositions 
no portion is now known to exinl. But Shakespeare was a mem- 
ber of the company of the King's players that then visited Oxford, 
when a friendly letter, (now unfortunately lost,) was written to 
Shakespeare by the King,— In which year Macbeth, as we have it, 
was written, cannot now be ascertained, probably about 1G05; but 
its first ascertained presentation was in iGio; for, on April 20th 
of that year. Dr. Forman tells us in his Diary'"- preserved in the 
Ashmole Collection— that he saw it acted at the " Globe " Theatre, 
and he gives an outline of the plot, which be surely would not 
have done were it a mere revival, or reproduction, of an old play. 

The earliest printed copy is that in the folio collection of 1623— 
seven years after Shakespeare's death. 

Sir William D'Avenant's alteration, to which the Editor has 
made frequent reference, (and in which Locke's music was intro- 
duced.) was first performed in 1674. 
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The Dramatis Pcraonae here retained a 



DusoAH, King of Stotkind. 
MlLCOLM, ) ,,. ^ 

0OKALBlIN,j ■""•"""'■ 

MAOSBTa,\ Otntrahtof the King' t 
BiNQuo, i Arm//. 

MiODCTF, "1 

^^"'^ \ Koblemeno/Scotlajui. 
AnavB, J 

Fleasoe, .Son to Bangiio. 
BiwARD. BiiTlofNorthmnba-iand, 
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SErroN. an Of.£sr attending an 

Maebeth. 
A Soldier. 

LaDI MlOBBTH. 

Oentleirottian attending on L'ldi/ 

Maebeth. 
Heoate, and Three Witelies. 
Lardt, Offieem, Sotdiera, Mvrdir- 

as, awl Altendaitta. 
TTie 6/iiid of Banguo, and other 

App/iriiioni. 



On a sterile diemal plain — now popularly known as the M 
muir (or Shakespeare's) Heath— between Elgin and Nairn— i 
in the midst of a wild thunder -storm, Three Supernatural Beii 
—Witches, weird sisters, or, as Holinshed explains, "goddes 
of Destiny," Fate-tellera— like preludial chords in music strik 
the key-notes of a mysterious melody, thus open the iraged/: 

1 W. Wlien shall we three meet again, 

In thunder-lightning," or in rain? 

2 W. When the burley-burley'" 's 'done — 

When the battle 'a lost and won. 

3 W. Tliat will be ere tbe set of suu. 

1 W. Where the place? 

2 W- "Upon the heath. 

3 IF". There to meet with 

2W. Whom? 

3 W. Macbeth. 

1 W. I come, Qraymalldn." 

2 W. Paddock^ calls. 

3 W. itton ! 
AU. Fair is 'foul, and foul is 'fair : 

Hover through the fog and filthy air 






The Scene changes to the royal camp near Forres.' King Dun- 
can and his sons, the Princes Malcolm and Donalbain, are awaiting 
intelligence of a great halllc impending against the King of Norway, 
who had invaded Scotland. A wounded soldier is brought in ; the 
King asks— 
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I J>un. "What bloodymaii is that ? ' He can report, 
(Aa seemeth by his plight,) of the revolt 
The 'newest state. 

Malcolm replica : 

{ Mai. This is the Sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy Bohlier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity r — HaU, brave f liend I 
Say to the ' King the 'knowledge of the broU, 
As thou didst leave it. 

■ Gap. Doubtful long it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald, 
{Worthy to be a rebel,) from the Western Isles 
With kerns" and gallowglaases" is supplied ; 
But brave Macbeth — well he 'deserves that name — 
Disdaining Fortune, with his brandished steel 
Carved out his passage; till he 'faced the slave, 
And fixed his head upon our battlements. 

t Z>w™. O valiant cousin 1 worthy gentleman I 

1 Cap. Maik, King of Scotland, maik : 

Mo sooner Justice had, with Valour armed, 
Compelled these skipping kerns' to trust their 'heels, 
But the Norweyan lord, with 'new supplies, 
Began a 'fresh assault. 

[ Jhin. Dismayed not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

I Cap. Yea ; as sparrows, 'eagles j or the hare, the 'lion ! 
But I am faint ; my gashes cry for 'help. 
m. So well thy 'words become thee as thy 'wounds ; 
They smack of honour ' both. — Go, get him surgeons. 

[ The bleeding soldier is led off as the Thane of Ross hastily enters, 

[ Jioss. God save the King 1 

t Dun. Whence cam'st tbou, worthy Thane ?° 

I Jtose. Prom Fife,'' great King, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout" the sky, 
And 'fan our people cold, Norway' himself, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor," 'gan a dismal conflict ; 
Till that Bellona's" bridegroom,* lapped in proof, 
Confronted him with 'self- comparisons, — 
Point 'against point, rebellious arm 'gainst arm, 
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'Curbing hiu lavisL Bpint : and, to£onclude, 
The victory fell on 'us. 

Dun. Greut happiseBSI 

Rosa. Now Sweno, Norway's ting, craves compoBition 
Nor would we deigu him 'burial of Lis men, 
Till he disburKed, at SaiDt Colme's Incb," 
Ten tbousand dollaiK to our geneial use. 

Duii. No more tbat Tbiine of Cawdor aball deceive 

Our bosom interest : — Pronounce his 'present 'death. 
And with bis former title greet 'Macbeth. 

Rosa. I 'U 'see it done. 

Dun. What be bath 'lost, noble Macbeth bath 'won. lE.ium. 

Tbe victorious Generals, Macbeth and Banquo, aic now return- 
ing to meet the main body of the army encamped with the King 
near Forrea. As they march across the Heath, ihe Three Witches 
already awail Iheir approach. After pursuing devious ways of 
mischief, each hag has her own adventures to relate : 
1 Witch. Where bast ' thou been, eiater f 
a Witch. Killing swine. 
3 Witch. Sister, where thou? 

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had chestnuts in ber lap. 

And munched, and muucbed, and munched : — " Give 

'me," c|uothI; — 
"Aroint" tbee, 'Witcb ! " the saucy ronyon^ cries. — 
Her husband 's to Aleppo" gone, master o' tbe Tigtr;' 
But in a 'sieve I '11 thither saU, 
And like a rat without a tail ; — 
I '11 ao I I '11 do ! I 'U do ! 

2 Wittih. I "U give thee a wind. 
1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

1 Witch. I myself 'have all tbe other. 

>I will 'drain him dry as hay : 
Sleep shall neither niyht nor day 
Hang upon biH pentbouae lid ;* 
He shall live a man 'forbid." 
Weary seven-uighta,' nine times nine, 
Kbiill be dwindle, peak, and pine. 
Though bis bark cannot be 'lost, 
Tet it shall be ' tempest- tost. — 
Look what 'I have. 

• •ettteuient. urmigHl tnioe. * Bt. (Cdluubu'a Inch'), bu iBlud (now ciUed lasb- 
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2 and 3 W. Show me 1 Show 'me I 
1 W. Here I have a pilot's ' thumb, 

Wrecked, as 'homeward be did come. [."S. 

3W. A drum, a drum ! ' Macbeth doth come. 
All. The Weird" Sistera, hand in hand, 
Fosters of the sea and laud, 
Thus do go about, about: 
_ Thrice to ' thine, — and thrice to 'mine, — 
H And thrice 'again, — to make up " Nine ! '"■ 
* Peace ! — the charm 's wouud up. 

Macbeth and Banquo enter ; and, as if to show the sympathy of 
the mind of Macbeth with these three mysterious visitors, their 
recent closing words, " Fair is foul and foul iB fair," introduce bis 
own utterances, as he ominously says : 
Mac. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Banquo inquires of his fellow-general : 
Jian. How far is 't called to Forres i" — ' What are these. 
So withered, and so wild in their attire. 
That 'look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
H And yet are 'on 't ? Live you ? — or are you aught 
W That man 'may question 1 You seem to understand me, 
■ By each at once her choppy finger laying 

Upon her skinny lips : Tou 'should be 'women ; 
And yet your ' beards forbid me to iuterpret 
That you 'are so. 
Macb, Speak, if you 'can ! ' What are you ! 

1 W. All hail, Macbeth 1 bail to thee, Thane of Glamis I" 

2 W. All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, Thane of ' Cawdor !' 
A title new la Macbeth, {ind conveying an honour to which he is 

ignorant of any pretension. But the Third opens the vista of the 
rapt listener's inherent ambition ; 

3 W. AH biiit, Macbeth ! that shalt be ' King, hereafter ! 
Bun. Good sir, why do you stait? and seem to 'fear 

Things that do sound so 'fairt—I' the name of Truth, 

Are ye fantastical V or that indeed 

Which 'outwardly ye show? My noble partner 

You greet with 'present grace, and great 'prediction — 

Of noble 'having,' and of 'royal 'hope — 

That 'he seems rapt" withal : to 'me you speak not. 

If you 'can look into the 'seeds of time, 

And say which grain 'will grow and which will 'not, 
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^eak then to 'me,^who neitlier beg, nor fear, 
loui- favours, nor your bate. 
1 W. Hail 1 2 W. Hail ! 3 W. Hail ! 

1 W. Lesser than Macbeth, and 'greater. 

2 W. Not so happy, yet mucb 'happier. 

3 yy. Thou shalt 'get kings, though thou be none. 

So, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo ! Banquo, and Mac- 
beth, all hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers ! tell 'me more. 
By Sinel's' death, I 'know I am Thane of GlamiB ; 
But how of 'Cawdor^ the Thane of Cawdor 'liirea, 
A proapeious gentleman ; and to be 'King, 
Stands not within the prospect of ' belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You 'owe this strange intelligence T or why, 
Uijon this blasted heath, you stop our way 
With 'such prophetic greeting f Speak, I 'charge you, 

The 'earth hath bubbles, aa the water has. 

And these are of them 1 Whither are they vanished 1 

Macb. Into the 'air ; and what seemed 'corporal, melted 
Ah breath into the wind. — 'Would they had 'stayed ! 

Ban. ' Were such things here, as we do speak about 1 
Or have we eaten of the 'iu-eane root" 
That takes tlie reason prisoner * 

Much. Tour 'children shall be 'kings! 

Han. 'Tou shall be 'king. 

Mciib. And Thane of Cawdor too : went it not so 1 

Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. — -Who 'a here? 
The Thanes of Ross and Angus enter. 

Boss. The King bath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success ; and when he reads 
Thy 'personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
Hia 'wonders, and his 'praises, do contend — 
' Which should be thine, or hia. As thick as tale° 
Came post with post ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence, 
And poured them down before him. 

Atiff. We are sent 

To give thee, from our royal master, ' thanks. 

Jioas. And, for an earnest of a 'greater honour. 

He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of 'Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, most worthy Thane ! 

Macbflh 'a fhtHet. ' heiibniie, hemlock. = w. nirtcW; an they tonld be oonntod. 
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Mach. The Tbane of Cawdor 'lives 1 WLy do '3 ou dresa me 
In 'boirowed robee ? 

Ang. Who 'was the Thane, lives yet: 

But treasons, — capital, -confeased anij proved,— 
Have overthrown him. 
^ Ma:-b. . . . Glamis, 'and Thane of Cawdnr ! 

The greatest ia 'behind 1 — Thanks for yom- pains.- [„"[;;, 
Do you [lil'ij not hope your childi-en shall 'be kings, 
Wben those that gave the Thane of Cawdor to 'me, 
'Promised no less to 'them? 
<.n. That, trusted ' home,' 

Might yet 'eo kindle you unto the crown : 
But oftentimes,— to win us to our harm, — 
The Instruments of Darkness tell us 'truths; 
Win us with 'honest 'tHfles, to 'betray us 
In deepest consequence. — Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macbeth walks spaTt to continue hie meditation ; 

[ JUaeb. 'Twotruths are told,— 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the impeiial theme !- — -I thank you, gentlemen.— 
This 'sup era at oral soliciting'' 
Cannot be 'ill , . . cannot be 'good : — ^It 'ill, 
Why hath it given me 'earnest of success, 
'Commencing in a 'truth? I 'am Thane of Cawdor: 
If 'good, . . . why do I yield to that suggestion" 
Whose horiid 'image doth untix my hair, 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 
Against the use of nature'? 'Present 'fears 
Are less than 'hoixible 'imaginings. 
My 'thought, (whose murder yet is but 'fantastical,)* 
Shakes t>o my single state of man, that ' function" 
Is smothered in 'surmise,' — ^and nothing 'is, 
But what is 'not I 
Ban. Look how our partner's rapt. — 

Macb. If Chance will have me ' King, why. Chance may 
'crown me, 
'Without my stu'. — 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 

(Like our strange garments,) cleave not to their mould 
But with the aid of 'use. 
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Mach. 'Come wbat come ma^rl 

Time and the hour" run through tbe rougbeat day, 

H'lJi. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upou your leiwuid. 

Much. Give me your favour :'' my ilull brain was wrought' 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your paina 
Are 'registered, where, every day, I tuni 
The leaf to read them. Let us toward tbe King. — 
[n.nq^oj Think upon what hath chanced ; and, at moi-e 

time, 
(The interim having weighed it,)" let us speak 
Our 'free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Mach. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. tKi.uoi. 

The Scene returns to Fones. In the Castle we see King Duii' 
can, with his sons Malcolm and Donalbain, Lennox, and Attendants. 
Dim. Is execution 'done on Cawdor f Are not 

Those in commission yet 'returned ? 
Mai. They are not 'yet come hack. But I have spoke 
With one that 'saw him die : who did report, 
That vety frankly he 'confessed his treasons, 
Implored your highness' pardon, and set forth 
A deep repentance. Nothing ' in hie life 
Became him like the 'leaving it: he died 
As one that had been 'studied in his death, — 
To throw away the 'dearest thing he owed,' 
As 't were a careless 'ti'ifle. 
Ihtn. There 's 'no art 

To find the 'mind's construction' in the 'face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute 'trust. — 

Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Angus enter. 
O worthiest cousin ! 
The sin of my 'ingratitude, even 'now, 
Was heavy on me. Would thou hadst 'less deserved. 
That the proportion, both of thanks and payment. 
Might have been 'mine ; only I have left to say, 
' More is thy due than more than 'all can pay. 
Mach. Tbe service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays 'itself. Tour 'highness' part 

Is to 'receive our duties: and our duties 

Are to your throne and state, chi] d servants ; 

• ttme and oppanmtily- 'parfloti. ' 




Which do but what they should, by doing everything 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Dim. Welcome hither : 

I, have 'begun to plattt thee, and will labour 
To make thee 'full of growing. — Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less 'deserved, — nor must be 'known 
No less to have done so, — let me infold thee 
And hold thee to my heart. 

l}ai>. ' There if I 'grow, the harvest is your own. 

Dan. My plenteous 'joys, 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 

In drops of 'sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

And you whose places are the nearest, know. 

We will establish our estate upon 

Ouv eldest, 'Malcolm i whom we name hereafter 

The Prince of Cumberland :' which honour must 

Not, unaccompanied, invest 'him only, 

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 

On 'all de-jervers. — Hence to Inverness," 

And bind us ' further to you. 

Macb. The 'rest is ' labour, which is not used for 'you ; 
I '11 be 'myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my 'wife with your approach : 
So humbly take my leave. 

J)un. My worthy Cawdor ! [k-™;'^'"»». 

The King and Train withdraw. 

Much. The prince of Cumberland ! That is a step 
On which 'I must fall down, or else o'erleap — 
For in my way it lies. Stars! 'hide your fires 1 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The 'eye wink at the 'hand ! Yet let that 'be. 
Which the eye fears, when it is 'done, to see. — [B'lt 



Macbeth hastens to Inverness, to prepare Lady Macbeth for this 
unexpected visitor. She is introduced !□ ub while reading a let- 
ter from her husband, informing ber of the predictions of the Weird 
SiElers: 

Lady M. They met me in the day of success ; and J 
have learned, by the perfectest report' they hai-e more 
in them than 'mortal knowledge. When I burned in 
desire to question them, further, they made themselves 
'air — into which they vanished! Whiles I stood mpt 
in the wonder of it, came missive^ from the Kin ff. 
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w/uiall-haUed me " Tlume of'Cmodor y" by which, title, 

he/ore, thene Weird Slelera saluted me/ and referred 

me to the emniug 'on of time, jrith " flail, 'Jiing thut 

'ahalt he f This have' I thought good to delii-er 'thee, 

mi/ dearest portner of greatness ; that thin viightest 

iiot lose the dries of rejoicing, hy being ignorant of 

'what greatness is promised ' thee. Liiy it to thy heart, 

andfareirell. 

Glamia thou art, and 'Cawdor; and 'ehalt be 

"What thou art promised. Yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindneBB 

To catch the 'nearest way. Thou 'wouldst be 'great ; 

Art not without 'ambition ; but without 

The 'illueBsahouldatteudit: whatthouwouldst' highly. 

That wouldst thou 'holily ; wouldat not play 'false, 

And yet wouldat 'wrongly 'win : Thou 'det ' have, great 

Glamis, 
That which cries " Thus thou must 'do, if thou have 

it;" 
And that which rather thou dost ' fear to do, 
Thau wiBhest Bhould be 'un-dose. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour 'my spirits iu thine enr ; 
And chaatiBB, with the valour of my tongue, 
All that impedes thee from the 'golden round,' 
Which Fate and metaphysical" aid now seek" 
To ' have thee crowned withal. — [i,° mSUl'] What is your 
tidings T 

Att. The ' King comes here, ' to-night. 

Lady M. 'Thou 'rt 'mad to say it I — 

Is not thy master 'with him ? who, were 't so. 
Would have informed for 'preparation. 

Att. So please you, it is true : our Thane is 'coming ! 
One of my fellows had the 'speed of him ; 
Who, almost 'dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make-up his message. 

Lady M. Give him tending ; 

He brings 'great news. £",t'3 The raven himself 's not 

hoarse* 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under 'my battlements. Come, you Spirits 
That tend on mortal" thoughts, 'uusex me here. 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
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Of direst 'cruelty! make 'thick my blood 1 
Stop up the acceea and passage to 'remorse, — 
That no compunctious yisitiugB of nature 
'Shake my fell purpose, nor keep 'peace between 
The 'effect and hit! Come to my woman's breaste, 
And take my milk for 'gall, you murdering miniaters, 
Wherever, in your sightless substances, 
Tou wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night, 
And pall* thee in the dunnest smoke of 'hell I 
That my keen knife 'see not the wound it makes, 
Nor ' Heaven peep through the blanliness'' of the dark 
To cry, " Hold, hold ! " 

Macbeth enters. 

Great Glamia I worthy Cawdor ! 
' Greater than ' both, by the "All-hail " ' hereiiter ! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present ; and I feel e'en now 
The 'future, in the instant. 

Ma^. My dearest love, Duncan comes 'here, to-night. 

iKidy M. And when goes 'hence I 

Much. . . . To-morrow,— as he'purposee. 

Lady M. 0, never shall sun ' that moiTow see ! 
Tour face, my Thane, is as a 'book, where men 
May 'read strange matters. To 'beguile the time, 
Look 'like the time ; bear 'welcome in youi- eye, 
Tour hand, your tongue: 'look like the innocent 

' flower. 
But 'be the 'serpent under 't. He that 's coming 
Must be 'provided-for : and you shall put 
This night's great business into ' my dispatch ;" 
Which shall, to all our nights and days to 'come, 
Give solely 'sovereign sway and masterdom.— 

Much. We will speak further. 

Lady M. Only look up 'clear ; 

To 'alter favour^ ever is to ' feai- : — Leave all the rest 
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The royal party are now approaching M a cbeth's residence. The 
King addresses Banquo : 
Dun. This Castle hath a pleasant seat \ the air 

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 

Unto our gentle senses. But see. our honoured Host- 
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L^idy Macbeth enters. 

The love that greets' us sometime is our 'trouUe, 

WLich still we thauk, as ' love. 
La^y M. 'All our Bervic« 

In ever; point 'twice doue, and 'then done double. 

Were poor and 'single business, to contend 

Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith 

Tour majesty loads oui" House : for those of 'old. 

We rest your hermits.' 
thin. Where 's the Tliane of Cawdor ? 

We coursed bim at the heels; but he rides well; 
I And his great 'love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 

I To his home before us. Fair and noble Hostess, 

We are jour guest ' to-night. 
Lady M. Your servants 'ever 

Hfive theirs, themselves, and 'what is theirs, in 'compt,' — 

Still to return your 'own. 
Dun. Give me your hand ; 

Conduct me to mine Host : we love him highly. 

And shall 'continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, Hostess. iK«i.ur 

While the royal banquet is proceeding;, Macbeth is distractEilly 

pacing his chamber : 

Macb. If it weie 'done when 'it is done, 't were 'weUI — 
, It were done quickly, if the assassination' 

I Could trammel up' the 'consequence, and catoh, 

I With his surcease,' success ! tbat but this blow 

^^H Might be the l>e'all and the end-all 'here! 

^^^b 'But here — upon this bank and shoal^ of 'Time^ 
^^H We d jump the Life-to-Vome. But, in these caaes, 
^^H^ We still have judgement 'here; that we but 'teach 
^^^1 Bloody instructions; which, 'being taught, return, 
^^^H To plague the inventor. This even-handed Justice 
^^^B Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalice, 
^^H^ To our 'own lips. . . . He 's here in 'double trust : 
I First, as I am his 'Idusman, and his 'subject, — 

Strong both 'against the deed ; then, as his 'host, — 
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■ Wbo should against his murderer shut the door, 

■ Not bear the knife myself! Besides this, Duncan 
r Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead, like Angela, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep 'damnation of his taking-off! 
And Pity, — like a naked new-born babe, 
Striding the blast ; or heaven's Cherubim, borged 
Upon the sigbtleas couriers of the air, — 
Shall blow the horrid deed in 'eveiy eye, 
That tears shall 'drown the wind.— I have 'no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting 'ambition, — which o'erleaps its selle,' 
And falls on the other aide." — How now? what news? 
Lady Macbeth enters. 

Lady M. He has almost supped. 'Why have you left the 
chamber ? 

Much. Hath he 'asked for me ? 

Lady M. " Know you not, he has ? 

Macb. . . . We will proceed no further in this business : 
He hath honoured me, oi late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of 'people. 
Which should be 'worn now, in their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside eo soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk 

Wherein you dressed yourself I hath it 'alept ainoe t 
And wakes Jt now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time. 
Such I account thy 'love. Art thou 'afeard, 
To be the same in thine own act and valour, 
As thou art in 'desire ? Wouidst thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the 'ornament of life. 
And live a 'coward in thine own eateem T — 
Letting " I 'dare not," wait upon " I 'would," — 
Like the poor cat i' the adage V 

Much. Pr'ythee, peace I 

I dare do all that may become a 'man ; 
Who dares do more, ... is 'nouP. 

Lady M. What 'beast was 't then. 

That made you break this enterprise to 'me % 
When you 'durst do it, ' then you were a man ; 
And to be 'more than what you were, you would 
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^^^B Be 8o much 'more tlie man. Nor time, nor place, 
^^^1 Did 'then adliere,' and ;et 'you would 'make 'botli : 
^K They have made 'themselves ; and that, their fitness, 

now 

Does unmake 'you, 
Macb. If we should 'fail 1 

_. . Zatl!/ M. We fail 

^^^K- But screw your courage to the 'titicking-place, 
^^^B And we '11 not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
^^V (Whereto the rather shall his day's bard journey 
^^^ Soundly invite Lim,) hia two Chamberlaina 

r Will I with wine and waBsail'' ho convinoe," 

That memory, the wai'der^ of the brain, 
I Shall be a 'fume, and the receipt of reason 

I A 'limbeck* only: When, in 'swinish sleep, 

'Their drenched natures lie, as in a 'death. 

What cannot you and I perform upon 

The 'unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 

His spongy' 'ofBcers, — who shall bear the guilt 

Of 'our gi-eat quell t' 
Much. Bring forth 'men-children only -, 

NFor thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing ' but males 1 Will it not be received, — 
When we have marked with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers, — 
That 'they have done 't? 
Zady M. Who dai-es receive it 'other,— 

Aa we shall make 'our griefs and clamour 'roar 
Upon his death * 
Mach. I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal a^ent to this tenible feat. 
Away ! and moot the time with fairest 'show : 
False 'face must 'hide what the false 'heart doth know. 

The kind-hearled King is much pleased with his reception by the 
Thaneof Cawdor, and, wearied with his journey, retires early to rest. 

After the royal reslivities, Banquo and his son Fleance are, lighted 
by torches, passing through the Court-yard within the Castle. 

£iin. How goes the night, boy T 

Fie. The 'moon is down ; I have not heai'd the 'clock. 

lian. And she 'goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take 't, 't is 'later, sir. 



p 



373 



L 



Ban. Hold, take my sword. — There 's ' liusbaudiy" in heaven ; 
Their caudles" are all 'out. — 
A heavy aunimoua lies like 'lead upon me, 
kaA yet I would not sleep : ftferciful powers ! 
Bestrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way-to in repose ! — Give me my aword 1 Who 'a 
there 1 

Macbeth and Servant (with a torch] enter : 

Much. A friend. 

Bun. What, fiir ! not ' yet at rest T The ' King 'e a-bed : 
He Ittith been in unuBuat pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largeBS" to youi' 'QfEcera.* 
This diamond he greets your 'wife witha], 
J)y the name of " most land hostess ; " and shut-up" 
In 'measureless content. 

Mavh. Being unprepared, 

Our will became the servant to 'defect, 
Which, else, should 'free have wrought. 

Ban. All 'a well.— 

I di-eamt last night of the Three Weird Sisters : 
To 'yon, they have 'showed some truth. 

Mach, ... I think not of them. 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 
Would spend it in some 'words upon that business, — 
If you would gi-aut the time. 

Ban. At. your kind'st leisure. 

M(.icli. If you shall cleave to 'my consent,' when 't is. 
It shall make 'honour for you. 

Bax. So I 'lose none 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counselled. 

Miicb. Good repose, the whUe ! 

Ban. Thanks, sir : the like to 'you. [*'ii','id°Kir^c°° 

Macbeth is stealthily approaching the door of the King's chamber, 

forgetful of his Attendant — whom he hastily dismisses : 

Macb. Go, bid thy miatreaa, when my drink* is ready. 

She strike upon the bell. . . . Get thee to bed. — isi.^Jllu 

... Is this a 'dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me 'dutch 

thee: — 
1 ' have thee not, and yet I 'see thee still ! 

atty. wonoiny. '11 

retlrtii iQ blH clmnbig. 
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Alt tbou not, fatal vkion, sensible 

To 'feeling, iis to Kiglit? or art thou but 

A dagger of the 'iniod, — a fills e creation 

Pi'octtedine; from the heitt- oppresHed brain? . . . 

I Bee thee yet, iii fuim an palpable 

Ah this which now I di'aw. 

. . . Thou marBhall'st me the way that I was going ; 

And Buch au instrument I was to usel . . . 

Mine eyee are made the ' fools o' the other senses. 

Or else worth ail the rest : . . . I Bee thee 'still ; 

And, on thy blade and dudgeon,* gouts'' of 'blood, 

Which was not so before. . . , There 's 'no such thing ! 

It is the bloody 'business which infoi'ms 

Thus to mine eyes. — Now, o'er the one half-world," 

Nature seems dead, and wicked Dreams abuse 

The cui'tained sleeper :'' Now "Witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's* offerings ; and witLej ed Murder, — 

Alarumed by hi» sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl 's his watch, thus, with his stealthy pEioe, 

Moves Uke a ghost. — Thou sure' and firm set earth. 

Hear not my steps, which way" they walk, — for fear 

Thy very 'stones pi-ate of my whereabout ! 

And ' take Ihe present horror ' from the time. 

Which now suits 'with it !— Whiles I threat, he lives : 

Words, to the heat of 'deeds, too 'cold breath gives. — 

I go, and it is 'done 1 the bell inyites me. 

Hear it not, Dudchu ; for it is a knell 

That Buuimous 'thee — to heaven, or to belli reiu. 

A few words in the progress of the Scene reveal a slariling pic- 
ture. When all the inmates of th-e Castle are supposed to be asleep, 
then Lady Macbeth, alone, with a dagger, enters the King's chani' 
ber ; for she fears that her husband's resolution may fail. The .two 
grooms are intoxicated with the potent draught she has prepared ; 
the venerable King has sunk into gentle slumber — dreaming, per- 
chance, of that hospitality now armed against his life ; this fiendish 
woman approaches — her arm is raised to strike the sacrilegious 
blow, but is arrested by the resemblance of her victim lo her aged 
father : and filial affection robs her of power to injure aught that 
bore a father's image ; — she cannot proceed. 

Increased draughts of wine enable her lo return ; 
Lady M. That which hath made tbem 'drunk, hath made 
'me ' bold ; 

• h«niile. 'largBdnip" (goiittM), « oyer oiia iHtuiiBphero. iO.B."1<v7. 

wid Hecsle or PloMrpiuii tn hfll 11} K HcccuIb). 'O. B« 

>0. B. -wMch Uuy Ilia; widke. J^ 



r 



875 



What hath qaeuched 'them, hath giveu me 'fii'e. — 
Hark ! — Peace ! — 

It was the 'owl that shrieked — the fatal bellman. 

Which gives the 'atern'Bt good-night,- — He is about 
it ! . . . 

The doors are open ; and the surfeited groome 

Do mock their charge' with snores : I have ' drugged 
their poaaets,'' 

That Death and Nature do contend about them, 

Whether they live, or die. 
Macb. ["""".I Who 's there? — what, hoi 

Lady. . . . Alack I T am afraid they have 'awaked. 

And 't la not 'done : — the 'attempt, and not the 'deed, 

Confounda us. — Haik! — I laid 'their daggers ready; 

He could not misa them. Had he not resembled 

My 'father as he slept, 'I had done 't.^My husband ! 
Macbeth returns, smeared with blood ; 
Macb. I have 'done the deed. — Didst thou nothear a'noiae! 
Lady. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 

Did not you 'speak? 
Jfocft. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Macb. As I descended t 

Lady. Ay. 

Macb. Hai-kl Who lies i' the second chamber? 
Lady. Donalbain. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight ! [iu'hl^ 

Lady. A ' foolish thought, to aay a 'aony sight. 
Macb. There 's one did 'laugh in 'e sleep, and one cried, 
" Murder ! " 

That they did wake each other : I stood and heard them ; 

But they did say their 'prayera, and addressed them 

'Again to sleep. 

One cried, " God blesa us ! " and, "Amen," the other. 

As they had seen 'me, with these hangman's hands, 

Listening their fear. — I could not say *'Amen," 

When 'they did aay " God bless us." 
Lady. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But 'wherefore could not ' I pronounce "Amen " ? 

' I had moat need of blessing, . . . and "Amen " 

Stuck in my throat! 
Lady. These deeds must not be thought on 

After ' these ways : so, it will make ua 'mad. 

te Dghl oHiu«l«jt) thai c duty. idiiok8^tlkr.MiaJsii.-«\"S^tKBi*\. 



Marh. )I«tbought I beard a Voice ciy, " Sleep no more ! 
Macbeth doeu 'murder sleep,— the inuoct'iit sleep : 
Sleep, that knits up the rarelled sleave' of care ; 
Tfa^ death of each day's life : sore labour's bath ; 
Balm of hurt minds ; great Nature's 'aeeond course ; 
Cliief nourisber in life's feast ;" — 

T/idy M. "What do you mean? 

Mtu'-lt. Still it cried, " Sleep no more 1" to all the house : 
"Olamis hatb murdered sleep ; and therefore 'Cawdor 
SLall sleep no more — ' ilatljeth shall 'sle^'uo 'more !" 

Ltidy M. 'Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy 
Thane, 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So 'brain^sickly of things, . . . Qo, get some water. 
And 'wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring theae daggers 'from tlie place T 
They must lie ' there : go, carry them ; and . . . emear 
Tlie sleepy grooms with blood ! 

Maeh. I '11 go no more 1 

I am afraid to ' think what I have done ; 
'Look on 't agaiu I dare not ! 

Tiiidy M. Infirm of purpose 1 

Give 'me the daggers. The sleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as 'pictures ; 't is the eye of 'childhood 
That fears a 'painted devil. If he do bleed, 
'I '11 gild the faces of the 'grooms withal, — 
For it must seem 'their guilt. — 
As Lady Macbeth cnterg the chamber of the murdered King-, 

Home of the royal Atteodants are heard at the outer gate: 

Miieb. . . . 'Whence is that knocking 1 — 

How is 't with 'me, when every noise 'appals me ? 
What hands are here f Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes I 
Will all great Neptuue's 'ocean wash this blood 
' Clean from my hand T No, this my hand will rather 
Tlie multitudinous" seas ' incai-nadine," 
Making the green — one red.* 

Lady Macbeth retuniB : 

Ziady M. My 'bauds are of your colour: but I shame 

To wear a 'heait so white. [^^I^IIl] I hear a knock- 
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■ How 'easy ia it then ! — ^Tour oonstaucj 

■ Hath left you unattended. — [kumi-.j Hai-k ! 'moif linock- 
r iag. 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call iis, 

And 'show us to be watchera,— Be not lost 

80 poorly in yonr thoughts. 
Macb. To know my 'deed, 'fc were best not know 'myself. 

Wake 'Duncan with thy knocking !— Ay!° would thou 
'couldet ! [n.iinr. 

The gate- Porter admits two of the King's Officers, M^cduif and 
Leonox, who are immediately met by the wary Macbeth : 
Len. Good-morrow, noble sii'. 

Maeh. Good-morrow, both. 

Macd. Is the King stirring, worthy Thane? 
Much. .. . . Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call ' timely on him ; 

I have almost 'slipped the hour. 
Macb. 1 '11 bring you to him, 

Macd. I know this is a 'joyful trouble to you; 

But yet ' 't is one. 
Macb. The labour we delight-in physics pain. — 

, , . This ia the door. 
Macd. I '11 make so bold to cull, 

For 't is my limited" 'seryice. [wKanff. 

Lennox addresses Macbeth : 
I^n. Goes the King hence ' to-day ? 

Macb. . . . He does ; — he did 'appoint so, 

ie?i. The night has been unruly. Where we lay, 

Our cbimneys were blown down ; and, as they say, 

' Lamentings heard i' the air. — strange screams of 
death ! 

Some say, the 'earth was feverous, and did 'shake, 
Macb. ' 'T was a rough night. 
J^en. My young remembrance cannot parallel 

A ' fellow to it. 

Macduff is heard exclaiming, as be returns : 
Macd. O horror, hoiTor, horror ! Tongue, nor heart. 

Cannot 'conceive, nor 'name thee ! 

Confusion now hath made his 'masterpiece ! 

Most sacrilegious 'murder hath broke ope 

The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 

The 'life o' the building. 
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Jfocfi. "What is 't you saj ! the life 1 

Len. Mean you his 'majesty t 

Mac(L Approach the chamber, and destroy yonr sight 
With a 'new Gorgon." Do not bid 'me speak r 
'See, aud then-epeak 'yourselTes. [""Sirutf:"' 

Awake I Rin{; the ahvrum-bell. — Murder ! treason ! 
Banqiio ! aod Doualbain I Malcolm ! Awake 1 
Shake-off tliia downy sleep, death's counterfeit. 
And look on death 'itself ! Up, up, and Bee 
The Great Doom's" 'image! — Malcolm! Banquol 
Ah from your 'graves rise up, and walk hke 'sprites, 
To countenance this horror ! C^^ 

Banquo enters. 

Banquo, Bauquo, our royal master 's 'murdered! 
Macbeth returns with Lennox : 

Mach. Had I but died an hour 'before this chance, 

1 bad lived a 'blestiedtime; for, from 'this instant. 
There 's nothing sei'iouH in mortality ; 

All are but 'toys ; renown and grace are dead; 

The 'wine of life is drawn, and the mere 'lees 

Is left this vanlt to brag-of. 

Malcolm and Donalbain enter. 
Don. Wliat is amiss ? 
Macb, *Tou are, and do not know 't : 

The spring, the head, the ' fountain of your blood. 

Is 'stopped i the very 'source of it is stopped. 
Macd. Your royal father 'a 'murdered. 
Mai. O, by whom t 

X.eii. Those of his chamber, as it seemed, bad doue 't: 

Their bands aud faces were all 'badged with blood; 

So were their 'daggers, which, unwiped, we found 

Upon their i;>illowrt : they stared, aud were distracted I 

Ho man's life was to be trusted with them ! 
Macbeth interrupts : hoping, perhaps, to conceal one crime by 
confessing another; 
M'icb. O, yet 1 do repent me of my fury, 

That I did ' kill them. 
Macd. ' Wherefore did you so T 

Macb. . . . Who can be wise, amazed ; tempei-ate, aud furious ; 

Loyal, and neutral, in a 'moment t 'No man. 

The expedition of my violent ' Love 
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Outi'aQ the pauser 'Reason. — 'Here luy Duncan, 
His eilver skin laced witli bis p;oldeu blood ; 
And hit) ^aubed stabs looked like a 'breach in ntitui'e 
For ruin's wasteful entrance: 'there, the murderers. 
Steeped in the colours of their trade : their daggers 
Unmannerly breeched' with gore. Who could 'refrain, 
That had a 'heart to 'lovet and 'in that heart 
' Courage, to make his love ' known ? 
Ban. Foars and sciniples shake ua : 

In the great band of ' Ood I stand ; and, thence, 
Against the undivulged pretence" I 'fight, 
Of ' treEisonous 'malice. 
Macd. . . . And bo do 'I. 

All. So 'all 

Macd. Let 's briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i' the 'ball together. 
All. "Well contented ! 1%^:' 



When morning came, Macbeth and his wife hid their own guilt 
by implicating the blood-besmeared grooms. The flight of the 
King's sons, Malcolm and Donalbain, — who feared that the mur- 
derous shaft had not yel lighted, and that their Safest way was to 
avoid the aim — dispelled the fears of the regicide with regard to his 
succession. By the law of Scotland, at that lime, if the King died 
during the minority of his children, Ihe crown descended to the next 
in blood, if fitted to guide in peace and command in war. Macbeth 
stood in this relation to the throne, and hastened to Scone,' (Ihe 
time-honoured Ecene of Scottish coronations,) where he Was sol- 
emnly invested with the regal dignity. 

Banquo alone Suspects the means by which the royal scat has 
been attained : 

Ban. Thou bast it 'now ! ' King, ' Cawdor, Glamia ; — 'all, 
As the Weird Women 'yi'omiKed ; and I fear, 
Thou play'dst most ' foully for 't ; Yet it was said 
It should not stand in ' thy posterity ; 
But that 'myself should be the root and father 
Of 'many kings. If there come 'truth from them, 
(As upon ' thee, Macbeth, their speeches 'shine,) 
Why, by the verities on ' thee made good. 
May they not be 'my oracles as well. 
And set me up in hopet But, hush ; no more. 

• fonll; clothed, coTcied. i-lntentlon. 
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A sernet' is sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King ; Lady Macbeth, 
as Queen ; LeimoK. Rosa, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. The 
King addresses Banquo : 

Mach. Here 'b our 'chief gueet- 

Ladj/ M. If he Lad been 'forgotten. 

It had beep, as a 'gap in our great feast, 
And all-thinga" unbecoming. 

Maob. To-night we holcl a, solemn 'supper, sir, 
And I '11 request your presence. 

Bail. Let your bigbness 

'Command upon me ; to the whioli, my duties 
Ai'e, with indissoluble tie, for ever knit. 

Macb. . . . ' Ride you this afternoon t 

Jlaii. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have eUe desired your good advice 

In this day's Council ; but we '11 take 'to-morrow. . . . 
Is 't ' fai' you ride T 

Baa. Aa far, my lord, as will fill-up the time 

'Tvrixt this and supper. Go uot my horee the 'better, 
I must become a boi-rower of the 'night. 
For a 'dark hour, or 'twain." 

Macb. Fail not our feast. 

San. My lord, I will not. 

Macb. . . . We hear, our bloody cousins are bestowed 
In England, and in Ireland ; not 'confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange 'invention. But of that to-morrow; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of State 
Craving us 'jointly. 'Hie you to horse: adieu, 
Till you return at night. . . . Goes 'Fleance with youT 

Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us, 

Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot, 

And BO I do commend you to their backs. Farewell. — 
Let every man be master of his time 
Till 'seven, at night ; to make 'society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself, 
Till-aupper 'time, alone i while then, heaven be with 
you. 

All withdraw except Macbeth. 
... To be 'thus, is 'nothing ; 
But to be 'safely thus ! Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and, in his roydty of nature. 
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KeigQS that which 'would be feaved ; and miJer him 

My Geoiua is rebuied ;— as, it is said. 

Marc Antony's was by Csesar.' He 'chid the Sisters 

When first they put the name of King upon 'me, 

And bade them speak to 'him: then, prophet-like, 

They hailed 'him — father to a 'line of tings; 

Upon 'my head they placed a 'fruitless crown. 

And put a barren sceptre in my grip. 

Thence to be wrenched with an unlioeal hand, — 

No son of 'mine succeeding. If 't be bo. 

For Banquo's 'issue have I 'filed" my mind ; 

For ' them, the gi-acious Duncan have I murdered j 

Put rancoura in the veaael of my peace, 

Only for 'them ; and mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common enemy of man," 

To make 'them 'kings! The seed of 'Banquo kingst 

Rather than so, come, Fsite, into the list, 

And champion me to the outrancel^ 

Macbelh then hires Two Murderers to slay Banquo and Fleance 
on their way to the hanquet. The father is slain, but the son 
(Fleance) escapes ; and becomes the direct anceslor of that long 
line of unfortunate Kings, the Stuart family ; who, first governing 
Scotland, succeeded to the thrones of England and Ireland — the 
" two-fold balls and triple sceptres " of later history. 

While the blow is preparing which is to rid him of his rival, 
Macbeth is addressed by his remorseless Queen : 

Lady M. How now, my lord? Why do you keep 'alone? 
Of Boniest' fancies your companions making ; 
Using those thoughts, which should, indeed, have 'died 
With them they tbink-on I Things without 'remedy 
Should be without "regard: 'What 's done, 'is done. 

Macb. We have 'scotched' the snake, . . . not 'killed it; 
She '11 clone, and be herself ; whilst our poor malice 
'Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, ' both the worlds 

suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in 'fear ; and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible 'dreams 
That shake us nightly. Better be 'with the dead — 
Whom we, to gain our place,* have sent to "peace, — 
Than, on the torture of the mind, to he 
In restless ecstasy." 'Duncan is in his grave: 
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I Afterlife's fitful fever, 'he Bleeps well: 

I Treason has done his 'worst : nor steel, nor poison. 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, uotbiDg 
Can touch 'him further! 

Lady M. Come on ; Gentle my lord. 

Sleek-o'er your 'rugged looks ; be bright and jovial 
Among your 'guests to-nigbt. 

Macb. . . . O, full of 'scorpions is my mind, dear wife 1 
Thou know'st, that ^nquo, and bis Fleunce, 'live. 

Lady M. But in them nature's copy 's not 'eterne. 

Macb. ' There 's comfort yet ! they 'are assailable : 
Then be thon 'jocund. Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloistered flight; ere, to black Hecate's summons. 
The shard-borne' beetle, vrith his di'owsj bums. 
Hath rung eight's yawning peal, — 
There sh^l be done a deed of 'dreadful note I 

Lady M. ' What 's to be done T 

Macb. ... Be innocent of the 'knowledge, dearest chuck," 
Till thou applaud the 'deed.— Come, seeling 'night I 
Scarf-up the tender eye of pitiful 'day ; 
And with tby bloody and invisible hand 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale I — Ijight thickens ; and the crovr 
Makes wing to the rooky' wood ; 
Good tbipgs of 'day begin to droop and drowse, 
Whiles 'night's black agents to their prey do rouse. — 
Thou marveU'at at my words ; but . . . hold ' thee still ! 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill. [»-»-., 

At supper. Lady Macbeth-row Queen-on whom the weight of 
royalty aal with easy dignily, conversed with the utmost affability : 
and Macbeth had the art to hide hia treacherous new crimes with 
smiles. He thus addresses the assembled nobility of Scotland : 

Macb. Tou know your own degrees,*' — sit down : 

To° first and last, the hearty 'welcome. 
Tjords. 'Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society, 

And play the 'bumble host. 

Out houtesB 'keeps her state ;' but, in best time, 

We will require 'her welcome. 
Lady M. Pronounce it 'for me, sir, to all our friends ; 

For my 'heart speaks, they 'are welcome. 
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Macb. See, they encounter thee with ' their hearts' thaDkB.' — 
Both sidea are even : here I '11 sit, i' the 'midat. 
Be 'large in mirth ; anon, we '11 drink a nieaaui-e 
The table round. 
Here one of the Murderers comes to ihe door of the banquet- 
chamber , and, while Macbeth checka him. the Ghost of the mur- 
dered Banquo appears in the vacant chair which Macbeth intended 
for himself. 

. . , There 'a blood npon thy face ! 
Miir. 'T ia Banquo'a, then. 
Macb. 'T is better thee without, than him within. 

* Is he dinpatehed T 
Mur. My lord, his throat ia 'cut ; that 'I did for him. 
Macb. Thou art the'besto' the cut-throats; yet he 'a 'good, 
That did the like for 'Fleance : if thou didst 'it, 
Thou art the nonpareil 1' 
Mnr. Most royal sir, Fleance is 'scaped. 
Macb. , . Then comes my fit 'again ; I had else been 'per- 
fect ; 
Whole as the 'marble, founded aa the 'rock, 
Aa broad and general as the casing'' air ; 
But now, I am ciibiued, cribbed, cuufined, bound in 
To saucy doubta and fears. But 'Bauquo 'a safel 
Micr. Ay, my good lord ; safe in a 'ditch he bides, 
With 'twenty trenched ga-ahes on his head ; 
The 'least a death to nature. 
Macb. Thanks for that. 

There the 'grown serpent liew ; the 'woim" that 'a fled. 
Hath nature that in ' time will venom breed. 
No teeth for the 'present. ^ — Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We '11 hear — ourselves — agaiu.- — [iiu'jiljHr. 

The Queen advances, to recall Macbeth's attention to his i^ests : 
Lady M. My royal lord. 

You do not give the 'cheer. The feast is 'sold," 
That ia not often vouched, 'while 't ia a-making, 
'T is 'given with 'welcome: To 'feed, were best at 

'home; 
' From thence, tlie asuce to meat ia 'ceremony ; — 
Meeting were 'hare witho«t it. 
MoAib. Sweet remembrancer I — 

Now, good digeation wait on appetite, 
Aod health on both 1 
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Here had we now our country's honour 'roofed. 
Were the graced person of our 'Biinquo jjreyeut ; 
Whom may I rather challenge for 'unkiudnesa. 
Than pity for 'mischance 1 

Jioss. His absence, air. 

Lays blame upon his 'promise, Pleaae it your highness 
To grace 'ua with your royal company T 

Much. The table 's 'fulL 

Zen. 'Here is a place reserved, sir. 

Miicfi. Where t 

I,en. Heie, my good lord. — What ia 't that movea youi' 
highness * 

Macb. . . . Which of you haye done this? 

Thou canst not say, 'I did it: never shake thy gory 
locks at 'me. 

Ross. Gentlemen, riae ; his highness is not well. 

Ij(i€/y M. Sit, worthy friends. My lord ia 'often thus ; 
The fit is 'momentary. If 'much you note him. 
You shall offend him, and 'extend his passiiou ;" 
'Feed, and regard him not. [SS„,t°] Are you a 'man? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one ; that dare look on ' that 
Which might appal the 'Devil ! 

Zady M. O proper 'stuff I 

Tbia is the very painting of your 'fear: 
This ia the 'air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to 'Duncan. O, these flaws,'' and starts, 
Impostors true to fear,° would well become 
A 'woman's story, at a winter's fire. 
Authorized by her giandam. Shame itself! 
When all 's done, you look but on a 'stool. 

Jfttci., Pr'ythee, see there! behold! lookl lol How aay 
you!— 
Why, what care I ? If thou canst 'nod, 'apeak too. — 
If chai'n el-houses, and oui- e-raves, must aend 
Those that we bury, 'back, our monumenta 
Shall be the maws of 'kitea. [."ui.Si™ 

Lady M. What! quite unmanned in folly? 

Much. If I stand here, I 'saw him. 

Lady M. Tie, for ahame ! 

Macb. Blood bath been shed 'ere now, i' the 'olden time ; 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal ;* 
Ay, and 'since too, murders have been peiformed 
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!■ Too 'teiTible for the ear: The time 'has been, 
■ That, when the braina v/ei-e out, the man would 'die, 
, And there an 'end ; bat 'now, . . . they rise ayain. 
With ' twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our 'stools ! 

Trftrfi/ M. My iFortby lord, . . . your noble friends do lack 
you. 

Macb. ... I do forget.— 

Do not 'muse' at me, my most worthy friends ; 
I have ... a strange infirmity,— which is nothing 
To those that 'know me. Come, love and health to 

alii 
'Then I '11 sit down. Give me some wine : fiU 'full : 
I di-iuk to the general joy of the whole table. 
And to our dear friend Bauquo, . . . whom we miss ; 

At the mention of bis name the Ghost again rises. 
•Would be were here! To all, and him, we thirst, 
And all to all. . . . 

Avaunt! and quit my sight I Let the earth 'hide thee 1 
Thy bones are man'owless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast 'no speculation,* in those eyes 
Whidb thou dost glare with I 

lAtdif M. Think of this, good peers, 

But as a, thing of 'custom ; 't in no other ; 
Only it spoils the 'pleasure of the time. 

Mnch. What man dare, * I dare : 

Approach thou hke the rugged Russian bear. 
The armed rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan" tiger ; 
Take any shape but 'that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble; Or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword j 
If, trembling, I inhibit thee,'' protest me 
The 'baby of a 'girl ! Hence, horrible shadow 
Unreal ! mockery ! hence I [juip^r^nr.J — Wliji so ; being 

gone, 
I am a 'man again. — 'Pray you, sit still. 

liady M. You have displaced the mirth, broke the good 
meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 

Maoh. 'Can such things be. 

And overcome us, like a summer's cloud. 
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'Without our special wonder? ... Tou make me 
Btrange," 

Even to the 'diaposition that I owe,'' 

Wheu now I tliink 'you can behold such sights ; 

Atid keep tlie uatural ruby of 'your cheeks, 

Wheu mine are blanched with ' fear. 
Jioas. ' What sights, my lord T 

J>(rfy M. I pray you, speak not ; he gi-owB woi-ae and 

Question 'enrages him : At once, good night : — 
Stand not upon the 'order of your going, 
But go at 'once. — A kind good uight to all ! [rUmu' 

The King and Queen are alone. 
Much. It will have ' blood 1 They say, blood 'will have 

' Stones have been known to 'move,' and trees to 'apeak ; 
Augurs," and understood relations," have, 
(By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks.) brought ' forth 
'The secret'st man of blood. — What is the night? 

Xiady M. Almost at odds with 'morning, which ia which. 

Macb. How say'at thou, that Macduff 'denies his person 
At our great bidding t 

Lady M. Did you 'send to him, sir? 

Macb. I hear it by the 'way ; but I 'will send. — 
There 'a not a Thane' of them but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. — I will to-morrow. 
And 'betimes I will, to the Weird Sisters: 
'More shall they speak \ for now I am bent to know. 
By the 'worst means, the 'worst. For mine own good 
'All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stepped-in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
'Keturning were as tedious as go-'o'ei". 
Strange things I have in 'head that will to 'hand ; 
Which must be 'acted, ere they may be scanned.' 

Lady M. Tou lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macb. Come, we '11 to sleep ! ... My strange and solf- 
abuse 
Is the 'initiate'' fear, that wants hard use : 
We are yet but 'young, in 'deed!' tE.eyot 



Act t. Scene L] 

In accordance with this resolution to know the future of his 
destiny, Macbeth proceeds to the Pit of Acheron" — a deep cave, in 
the middle of which a cauldron is. boiline- Here the Witches who 
bad greeted him on the heath, are — directed by Hecate their queen 
— preparing new charms and incantations. 

1 Witch. 'Thrice the brmded'' Cat hath mewed. 

2 Witch. Thrice; and oucie the Hedge-pig whined. 

3 Witch. Harpier" cries : — 'T ia time, 't is time. 

1 Witch. Round about the cauldrou go ; 

In the poiBoned entrails throw. — 
Toad, that, under the cold etone, 
Days and nights, hast, fchii-ty-one 
Sweltered" venom, sleeping got, — 
Boil thou 'first i' the charmed pot! 
All. Double, double toil aud trouble ! 
Fire, burn j and, cauldron, bubble I 

2 Wilch. Fillet of a fenny snate, 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog. 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork," and blind-worm's' sting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing, — ■ 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a ' hell-brofch, boil and bubble ! 
All. Double, double toil and trouble ! 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble ! 

3 Witch. S.^ale of dragon, tooth of wolf: 

Witches' mummy ; maw,* and gulf," 

Of the ravening' salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock digged i' the dark ; 

Liver of blaHpheming Jew ; 

Grail of goat ; and eli| -a of yew 

Slivered in the moon's eclipse ; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartai-'s lips ;— 

Add thereto a tiger's chaudi-on,J 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble ! 

Fire, bum ; and, cauldron, bubble I 
2 Witch. ' Cool it with a baboon's blood : 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

... By the pricking of my thumbs, 

Something 'wicked this way comes : [KumHai. 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 



Macbeth MBMb befcre OcB : 
Maeh. How nor. joa secret. Mack, sod midBi^kkags I 

WL&t u 't joa do T 
AU. A de«d witboot k wne. 

Maeb. I ciSnjare vod, bv tb»t vliich 70a prafcaa, — 

(Howe'er 70a conte to 'kno-w il,) '■oswn' me: 

Tbotjgh «OD nntie the winds, uid let tbem figU 

Against the churches; thongh tbe ;<«stf wares 

Confound and swallow oavigaUon up; 

Though bUded com be lod^d, and trees Uon dawn ; 

Tfaongh castles topple on their warders' heads ; 

Tbon^ palaces aod pyramids do slope 

Their heads to their fouodatioDs ; thoogh the treamre 

Of Nature's germina* tumble all together. 

Even till DestnictioD sicken ; — 'answer toe 

To what I aak too. 
1 W. Speak. 2 W. Demand 3 TT. We 11 answer. 
1 W. Say, if tboa 'dst rather hear it from our mouths. 

Or from our 'masters' T 
Maeb. Call them : let me 'see them. 

1 W. Ponr in sow's blood, that hath 'eat«i 

Her 'niae farrow : ^ea.se that 's sweaten 

From the 'murderer's gibbet, throw into the flame. 
AU. Come, high or low ; 

Tbvself, and office, deftly show ! 
Thunder. An armed Head appears, and wams him : 
1 --4pp. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Maodnff; 

Beware the Thane of Fife. — Dismiss me. — ^Enoogii. 
M'lcb. Whate'er thou art. for thy good caution, thanks : 

Thoa hast harped' my fear aright. But one word 



1 W. He wUl not be 'commanded. Here 's another, 

More potent than the first 
Thuoder, The apparition of a bloody Child rises and cocouragcs 

2 App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbetli !— 
Mucb. Had I ' three ears, I 'd hear thee. 

2 App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute : langh to 'scorn 
Tbe power of 'man; for none, of 'woman bom, 
Shall barm Macbeth. [i>™w-fc. 

Macb. Then 'live, Macduff: "Wbat "need I fear of thee? 
3ut yet T '11 make assurance 'double sure. 



And take a ' bond of fate : —Thou Bbnlt not ' live ! 
Tliat I may tell pftle-hearted feat- it lieSj 
And sleep in spite of thunder. 
The apparition of a Child crowned, with a tree in his hand, em- 
boldens him. 

Wliat is this, 
That rises like the issue of a 'king ; 
And wears, npon his 'babj-brow, the round 
And top of sovereignty T 
3 App. Be lion-mettled, proud i and take no care 
Who cbafee, who frets, or where conspii'ers ai*e i 
Macbeth shall never vanquished be, — until 
Great Bimam' Wood to high Duusinane Hill" 
Shall come against him. it»w,j.. 

Much. That will 'never be ! 

Who can impress" the forest ? bid the tree 
UuSs his earth-bound root ? Sweet bodements I 

Tet my heart 

Throbs to know 'one thing : tell me— if your art 
Can tell so much — 'shall Banquo's issue ever 
Eeign in this kingdom ? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

Macb. I 'will be satisfied : 'deny me this. 

And an eternal 'curse fall on you ! Let me know I . . . 
Whysinkstbatcauldi-ou? and what noise is this ? [,„""Vta 

ITF. Show! 2 W. Show! 3 W. Show I 

1 W. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart; 
Gome like 'shadows, so depart. 
Here several Visions, lilte Kings, (the Ions' ''"" °^ t^^ House of 

Sluart ; the last carrying a reflecting minor, denoting the con- 
tinuance of their rule,) pass before Macbeth. 

Macb. Thou art too-like the Spu'it of Banquo : down I 
Thy crown does sear* mine eye-balls : — And thy hair, 
Thou 'other gold-bound brow, is like the first 1 — 
A thii-d is like the former I — Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this? — A fourth 1— Start, eyes! 
Wljat 1 will the line stretch-out to the crack of doom V 
Another yet t — A seventh? — I'll see no more: — 
And yet the 'eighth appears,— who bears a glass, 
Which shows me 'many more ; and some I see. 



That 'two-fold bolls and 'treble-sceptres' caiTy. 

Horrible siybt !— Now, do I see, 't is ' true ; 

For tlie blood-boltered'' Banquo ami lea upon me, 
^t And points at tliem for ' hia. — What I ia this ao ? 
^M . . . Where are they T G-one t — Let this pemiciouB 

Slauil aye accursed in the calendBx ! — 
Come in, without there ! iiemios! [^°m', 
Sttw you the weird sisters 1 

I,en. No, my lord. 

Much. Came they not ' by you ? 

Ijfii. No, indeed, my lord. 

Moicb. Infected be the air whereon they ride! — I heard 
The galloping of horse: Who was 't came by? 

Z«n. 'Tia two or three, my lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled— to Eugland. 

Macb. Time, thou 'anticipat'et my dread exploits : 
The flighty 'purpose never is o'ertook, 
UnleBS the 'deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firstlings of my 'heart shall bo 
The firstlings ot my 'hand. And even now, 
To 'crown my thoughts with 'acts, be it thought and. 

The 'castle ot Macduff I will 'surprise ; 

Seize upon 'Fife ;° give to the edge o' the eword 

His wife, his babes, and all uufortanate Bouls 

That trace him in his line. No boastiug like a ' fool ; 

This deed 1 11 'do, before this purpose cool. 

But no more 'sights !— Where ai^e these gentlemen T 

Come, 'briug me where they are. iKxeuut. 

Macbeth instantly issues orders for the ruthless butchery. The 
castle of Macduff is sacked — his wife and children are barbarously 
murdered.— Macduff himself had previously escaped to England — 
that he might rouse the young Prince Malcolm to deliver Scotland 
from its murderous tyrant. 



o England, and is thus the bea 
Tore his arrival, Prince Malcolm 

lacduff : 

Mai. Let us seek-out some 'desolate shade, and there 
'Weep our ead bosoms empty. 
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M<icd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal 'sword, and, like good men, 

' Bestride* our dowu-fall'ii birthdoms.'' Each new morn 

New 'widows howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 

Strike Heaven on the 'face, — that it resoundB 

As if it felt 'with Scotland, and jelled-oat 

"Like" syllable of dolour. 

Mai. This tyrant, (whose sole 'name blisters our tongues,) 
Was once thought 'honest; you 'have loved him well; 
He hath not touched 'you yet. 

Mai-d. I have 'lost my hopea. 

Mai. Perchance even there where I did find ray 'doubts.— 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child — 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of love — 
Without 'leave-taking? — Yet you may be Just, 
Whatever I shall 'think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 1 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 
For goodness 'dares not check thee ! Fare thee well : 
' I would not be the villain that thou think' st, 
For the whole apace that 's in the tyrant's grasp. 
And the rich East to boot-' 

Mai. Be not offended: 

I speak not as in absolute ' fear of you. 
'I think our country sinks beneath the yoke; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is 'added to her wounds: I think, withal. 
There would be hands uphf ted in 'my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I 'offer 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this, — 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, — yet my poor country 
Shall have 'more vices than it had before ; 
More 'suffer, and more sundry 'ways than ever, 
By him that shall 'succeed. 

Macd. What should 'he be! 

Mul. It is 'myself I mean ; in whom I know 
All the paiticulars of vice so grafted, 
That, when they shall be opened, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as 'snow ; and the poor State 
Esteem him as a 'lamb, being compared 
AVith 'my 'confineleas' harms. 

• oontroUu ft rider Ills horHl. ii blith-rlKbU (0. R onr dowufkU Itirthdoma), 

• alnillBr. ^ In addlttuu, baild^. • uulimLKd. 
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Macd. O Scotland! Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one be 'fit to govern, speak: 

I 'am, as I have upoken. 
Macd. Pit to 'govern T 

No, not to ' live. — O nation miseiable, 
When sbalt thou see thy 'wholesome days again, 
Since that the truest issue of tby throne 
By his 'own interdiction stands accara'd! Tb j rojaJ 

' father 
Was a most 'sainted King ; the ' Queen that bore thee, 
Oft'uer upon her ' knees than on her feet, 
Died every day she lived. But fare tbee well I 
These evils thou repeat'st upon ' thyself. 
Have banished 'me from Scotland— my breast, 
Tby hope 'ends here! 
Jilnl. Macduff, tbia noble passion, 

Cliild of integrity, hath from my soul 
'Wiped tbe black scruples, — reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good ' truth and ' honour. Even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
'Un-speak mine own detraction; here 'abjure 
1'he taints and blames I laid u])on myself, 
'For strangers to my nature. AVhat I 'am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to command. . . . 
Why are you silent ? 
Ma&l. Suoh 'welcome and 'un-welcome things at once, 
'T is hard to reconcile. 

The Thane of Ross approaches. 

See, who comes here? 
Mai. My countryman ; but yet I ' know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle cousin ! Welcome hither. 
Mai. I know him 'now. Good heaven, betimes remove 

The means that make us 'strangers T 
Jios8. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did 1 

Rosa. Alas, poor country I 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be called our 'mother, but our 'grave; where nothing, — 
But who 'knows nothing,' — is once seen to 'smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rend the air, 
Are 'made, not 'mai-ked ; where violent sorrow seems 
A modem ecstasy ;'' tbe dead man's knell 
Is there scarce asked, for 'whom ; and good men's lives 
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Expii'e before tbe 'flowers in their caps, — 

'Dying, or ere they 'sicken. 
Macd. O relation,' too nice, and yet too true 1 
Mai. What is the 'newest grief t 
Mms. That of an ' hour's age doth hiss the speaker ; 

Each 'minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does my wife 1 
Ross. . . . Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children? 

R088. . . . "Well, too. 

Macd. The tyraut has not battered at ' their peace ? 
Itoss. No ; they were 'well-at-peace, when I did leave them. 
Macd. Be not a 'niggard of your speech : ' How goes it t 
Ross. "When I came hither to transport tlie tidings. 

Which I have ' heavily borne, there ran a rumour 

Of many wortiiy fellows that were 'out I" 

'Now is the time of help ! '¥our eye iii Scotland 

Would 'create soldiers, — make our 'women liyht, 

To doff" their dire distreases ! 
Mai. Be 't their comfort 

We are 'coming thither. Gracious Eut;laiid hath 

Lent us good Biward, and ten thousand men ; 

An older and a better soldier, none 

That 'Chriteteudom givesHDut. 
Ross. 'Would I could 'answer 

This comfort with the 'like ! But 'I have words, 

That would be howled out in the desert au-, 

Where hearing should not latch" them. 
Macd. What concern they ? 

The 'general cause? or is it a 'feegrief,' 

Due to some 'single breast f 
R'iss. No mind that 's 'honest 

But in it shares 'some woe ; though the 'main port 

Pertains to 'you aloLe. 
Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me ; 'quickly let me have it ! 
R'iss. Let not your ears deapiae my tongue for ever, — 

Which shall posaess them with the heaviest sound 

That ever yet they heard. 
Macd. Ha ! I guess at it. 

Ross. Tour castle is 'sui-prised ;' your wife, and babes. 

Savagely 'slaughter'd : to lelate the 'manner, 
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Were, on the quftiTy' of these murdered deer, 
To add the death of 'you. 

Prince Malcolm exclaims : 

Mai. Meixiful Heavea ! — 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upOD your brow : 
Give sorrow 'woida! the grief, that does not 'speat, 
' Whispera the o'er-fi'aught heart, aud bids it ' break ! 

Macd. . . . My children too T 

Hoss. Wife, children, servants, all that could be found. 

Macd. And I must be ' from thence ! . , My 'wife killed too t 

Robs. I have said. • 

Mai. Be comforted : 

Let 'b make us medicines of our great 'revenge 
To 'cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. 'He has 'no children, — 'All my pretty ones? 
Did you say, all ?— O' hell-kite !"— All t 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell swoop? 

Mai. Dispute ii" like a 'man. 

Macd. I 'shall do so ; 

But I must also 'feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such things 'were. 
That were most precious to me. — Did Heaven look on, 
And would not take their partt . . . Sinful Maeduff ! 
They were all struck" for 'thee. Naught that I am, 
Not for their 'own demerits, but for 'miue, 
Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now I 

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let giief 
Convert to 'anger; blunt not the heai't, 'enrage it. 

Maud. O, I 'could play the 'woman with mine eyes. 

And braggart with my tongue l^But, gcutle heaven, 
Cut short ail intenuission." Front to frout 
Bring thou this 'fiend of ScotUmd aud myself j 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape, 
Then Heaven ' forgive him too 1 

Mai. 'This tune' goes 'manly. 

Come, go we to the King; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the Powers 'above 
Putin ' their instruments.' Receive what cheer yon 

may; 
The night Is long, that 'never finds the day. rBxnmL 
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The Scene returns lo Macbeth's castle at Dunsinane. The ex- 
citetnents of successful criniE, and the awful slaughter which 
her husband now remorselessly directs, have overthrown Lady Mac- 
beth's mind. In her sleep, the Doctor and a Gentlewoman in wait- 
ing overhear some startling disclosures ; The Doctor says : 
Doct. I have two nights watched with you, but can perceive 
BO ' truth in your report. When was it ahe ' last walked? 
G^nt. Since hia majpstj went into the field, I have seen her 
rise from her bed, thioir her nightgown upon her, un- 
lock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon it, 
read it, afterwards seal it, and 'return to bed ; yet all 
this while in a moat fast sleep. ... Lo you I here she 
comes. Observe her: stand close. 

Lady Macbeth enters with a taper. 
Doct. How 'came she by that hght? 

Gent. She has light by her 'continually ; 't is her command. 
Doct. You see, her eyes are open ! 
Qent. Ay, but their 'sense is shut. 
Doct. What is it she does 'now ? Look, bow she rubs her 

hands. 
Lady M. . . . Yet here 'b a spot. Out, damned spot ! out, 
I say I^One ; Two : Why, then 't is ' time to do 't. — " Hell 
is 'murky ? "—Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? 
What need we fear 'who knows it, when none can call 
our power to 'account t , , . Yet who would haye thought 
the old man to have had so much ' blood in him ? 
Doct. Do you mark that? 

Lady M. . . . The Thane of Pif e ' had a wife : where is she 

now? — What, will thcHO bandH ne'er be clean t — No 

more o' that, my lord, no more o' that: you mar all 

with this starting. 

Doct. Go to, go to I you have ' known what you should not. 

Gent. She has 'spoke what she should not, I am sure of 

that : 'Heaven knows wbat she has kuowu. 

Lady M. . . . Heie 's the 'smell of the blood still r all the 

perfumes of Ai'abia will not sweeten this little hand. 

Oh ! ... oh I ... oh I 

Doct. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged. 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in 'my bosom, for the 

dignity of the whole body. 
Lady M. Wash your hands ; put on your nightgownj look 
not so pale. — I tell yon yet again, Banquo's 'buried; 
he cannot come out of his grave. To bed, to bed: 
there 'b knocking at the gate. Oome, come^ oaoii^v. 
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come, give me your haiicl : — WTiat '« 'doue cannot 
'uu-doue :— To bed, to bed, to bed I [ 

Doet. 'Will she go now to bed? 
Gent. Directly. 

Doct. Foul wbiaperings are abroad. UnnaturH,! deeds 
Do breed DBnatural 'troubles: infected' minds 
To their deaf 'pillows will discharge Llieir secrets. 
_ More needs she the 'diviue thau the phjHician. — 
■ Remove from her the means of all aanojaiice, 
* And still keep eyea upon bcr : — so, good night : 
I 'think, but dare not 'speak. 
Gent. Good night, good doctor, nt-e- 



emet Scotland at the head of a la 
thousand English soldiers — to dethro 
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Much. Bring me no more reports :'' Let Thanes" fly 'all : 
Till Birnam-wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What 's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was 'he not "bom of Woman?" TheSpirits that know 
All mortal consequences, have pronounced me thus : — 
"Fear not, Macbeth; no man, that 's born of woman. 
Shall e'er have power on ' thee." — Then fly, false Thanes, 
And mingle with the English epicures ! 
The mind 'I sway by, and the heart I bear. 
Shall never sag* with doubt, nor shake with fear. 

A Soldier hurriedly enters. 
Thou cream-faced loon != where gott'at thou that 'goose- 
look t 

Serv. There are ten thousand — 

Macb. Geese, villain ? 

Sevv. 'Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. Go, paint thy face, and over-red thy fear. 
Thou lUy'-livered boy ! What soldiers, patch?* 
Death of thy soul! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are 'counsellors to fear. 'What soldiers, whey-face ? 
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iServ. The 'Engliah force, so please you. 
Macb. Take thy face heoce. [^aJiji.'t.l — Sejton ! — I am Hick 
at heart, 

When I behold— Seyton, I aay !— This push 

Will ehaii-' me ever, or disseat" ma dow. 

I have lived loug enougli ; my ' May" of life 

Ib fall'ii into the Here, the 'yellow leaf ; 

And that which 'should aceompauy old age,^- 

Aa honour, love, obedience, troops of fiieuda, — 

'I must not look to have ; but, in their slead, 

' Curses, — not loud, but deep ; 'mouth-honour, breath, 

Whieh the poor heart would faiu 'deny, — and dai-e not, — 

Seyton l—[^ 
Sey. What ia your gracious pleasure t 
Mad. What newa more t 

Sey. All is 'confirmed, my lord, which was reported. 
Macb. I '11 fight, till from my bones my flesh be 'Jiacked. 

Send out 'more horses, skirr* the country round ; 

' Hang those that ' talk of fear. — 

I7mi^1°'3 ' How does your patient, doctor ? 
Doet. Not HO 'nick, my lord, 

Aa she is troubled with thick coming 'fancies, 

That keep her from her rest. 
Macb. ' Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a 'mind diseased t 

Pluck from the memory a rooted 'sorrow? 

Kftze-out the written troubles of the 'brain? 

And, with some sweet obhvious antidote. 

Cleanse the foul' bosom of that peiilous stuff 

Which weighs upon the 'heartt 
Doct. Therein the patient must minister to 'himself. 
Macb. . . . Throw physic to the dogs, '1 11 none of it. — 

Doctor, the Thanes fly from me — . 

If thou couldnt, doctor, find my land's disease. 

And cleanse it to a sound and pristine 'health, 

I would applaud thee to the vei-y 'echo. 

That should applaud again — 

What rhubarb, senna,' or what purgative drug, 

Would scour these 'English hence? 'Hear'st thou of 
themi 
Doct. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 

' Maikes us hear something. 

Bring my armour on ! — 
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I will not be afraid of death nnd bane, 
'Till Bimam-forest come to Dunsinane. 



The English forces, under ihe command of Siward, Earl of North- 
umberland, have joined the Scottish troops, headed by Malcolm, 
near Birnam Wood — when Ihe Prince issues a strategic order : 
Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a 'bough. 

And bear t before him : thereby shall we 'shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in "report of us. 
Hiw. We learn no other, but the confideofc tyrant 
EeepB 'still in Dun&inane, and will endore 
Our setting-down before 't. The time approaches, 
That will, with due decision, make us know 
What we shall say we 'have, and what we 'owe.' 
Thoughts 'speculative their unsure ' hopes relate, 
But 'certain issue 'strokes most arbitrate :'' 
Towards which advance the war ! (k-uo.. 



Within Dunainane Castle, Macbeth is making preparations to 

resist the expected attack. 

Mach. Hang-out our banners I On the 'outward walls, 

The cry is still, " They come 1 " Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : there" let them He, 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up I 
Were they not ' forced" with those that 'should be 'ours. 
We might have met them, 'dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. {_ii^^ What is that 
noise T 

Sey. It is the cry of 'women, my good lord. i«>ii. 

Macb. I have almost 'forgot the taste of fears. 

The time 'has been, my senses would have cooled 
To hear a night-shriek; and my feli° of hair 
Would, at a dismal 'treatise, rouse, and stir 
As life were in 't I have supped ' full with horrors : 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 
Cannot ouce start me- [rfS^,] 'Wherefore was that cayl 

Sey. The Queen, my lord, is 'dead. 

Jilacb. . . . She 'should have died ' hereafter : 

There 'would have been a time for such a word.— 
To-moiTow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 



PTo the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our 'yesterdays Im^ve liglited fools 
The WH,y to dusty death. Out? out? . . . brief candle! 
Life 's but a walking 'shadow ; — a poor player. 
That Btruta and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then ... is heard no morel It ia a tale 
Told by an 'idiot,^ — full of sound and fury, 
' yiguif jing 'nothiag ! 

Now the equivocaliona of the Weitd Sisters first begin to startle 
the guilty King. A Sentinel, amazed at the sight of an apparent 
impossibility, hastily approacbes Macbeth : 

Thou oom'at to use thy tongue ; thy story — quickly ! 

3fess. Giacioua my lord, 

I should repoi't that which 1 say I 'saw, 
But know not 'how to do it. 

Maeh. Well, say, sir 1 

Mesa. As I did stand my watch upon the Mil, 

I looki'd toward Birniim ; and anon, methought, 
The wood began to 'move ! 

Maeh. Liar and slave ! 

Mtii Let me 'endure your wrath if 't be 'not so. 
Within this three mile may you 'see it coming ; 
I say, a moving 'grove. 

Macb. ... If thou speak'st' false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang, alive. 
Till famine chng" thee : if thy speech be 'sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for 'me as much. — 
I pair in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the 'equivocation of the fiend, 
That ' lies, hke ' tmth : " Fear not, ' till Bii-nam-wood 
Do come to Dimsiuane ;" — and now a wood 
'Comes toward Dunsinanel — Arm, aim, and out! 
If this, which he avouches, 'does appear. 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. — 
I 'gin to be aweary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o' the 'world were now undone. — 
Ring the alaittm-bell ! — Blow, wind ! come, wrack ! 
At least we '11 die with harness" on our back. lrx-uoi. 

The Scene is now on a Plain before the Castle. Enter, with 
drum and colours, Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their soldiers 
carrying boughs of trees. 
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M'll. Now, near enough; your leafy ficreens throw down, 
Aud show lite thowe you 'iire.^Tou, wortliy uncle, 
Lpftd our 'firHt battls : worthy MRectuff, and we, 
8I111II talte upon ns wlmt 'remains to do, 
According to our 'order. 

JSiw. Pai'e you well 

Do we but find the tyrant's power ' to-night, 
Let us be 'beaten, if we cannot fight, 

Macd. Make all our ' trumpets speak ; give them 'all breath, 

Those clamorous harbiugers of blood and death. n:«™i.c. 

Alarums continued. The confusion of the battle brin^ the 

leadeie before us in quick succession. Macbeth entetE : 

Macb. They have tied me to a 'stake ; I cannot 'fly. 

But, bear-like, I must 'fight the course. — What 's he 
That was 'not born of woman t 'Such a one 
Am I to fear, or 'none. [e.ii. 

In the midst of new alarums, Macduff wildly enters ; 

Mttcd. 'That way the noise is. — Tyrant, 'show thy face I 
If thon be'st shtin, aud with no stroke of 'mine. 
My wife's and children's ghosts will haunt mo still. 

bl cannot strike at wretched 'kenis," whose arms 
Are 'hired to bear their staves : either 'thon, Macbeth, 
Or else my swoid, with an 'unbattered edge, 
I sheaihe again undeeded. — Let me 'find him, fortune! 
And more I beg not. ikili. 

The Castle has surrendered. Macbeth returns: 
Much. Why should 'I play the 'Roman fool,'' and die 

On mine 'own swords Whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon 'them. 

Macduff rushes through the gateway. 
Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn I 

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided 'thee ; 

But get thee back ! My soul is too much charged 
With blood of ' thine already. 
Macd. I have no 'words ; 

My voice is in my 'sword ; Thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out I [Jgj;{. 

The first fury of MacdufTs attack is vain, and the confident 
tjrant reveals the secret of his siiength : 

Macb. Thou 'losest labour! 



SDcnBTlLl MACBETH. 401 

^A^ eaay maysb thou the intrenchant' 'air 
With tliy keen sword impress, as make 'me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on 'vuluerable crpHts : 
"I bear a 'charmt'-d lifp, — which must not yield 
To one of 'woman born. 

Macd. 'Despair thy charm ; 

And let the 'angel,'' whom thou still hast servpd. 
Tell thee,— Macduff waa from his mother's womb 
Untimely 'ripped. 

Macb. . . . Accui-sed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath 'cowed" my better pait of man I 
And be these juggling fiends no 'more believed, 
That palter 'with us in a 'double sense ; 
That keep the word of promise to our 'ear, 
And 'breaik it to our 'hope. — I 'II not fight with 'thee. 

JMacd. Then 'yield thee, 'coward I 

And live to be the show and gaze o' the time : 
"We 'II have thee, as our rarer 'monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole, and undei-writ, 
" Here may you see the Tyrant." 

Macb. ... 1 11 'not yield. 

To kies the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 
And to be biiited'' with the rabble's 'curse. 
Though Bu'uam wood ' be come to Dunsinane, 
And thou opposed, being of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the 'last : before my body 
I throw my warlike shield: lay-on, Macduff; 
And damned be he that lirat cries, " Hold, enough 1 " 
With these franlic words the combat is renewed ; and, after a. 

fierce conflict, Macbeth is Blain, Malcolm, Prince of Cumberland, 

the lineal heir, is then, amid the acclamations of the nobility and 

the soldiers, addressed by the conquering Macduff: 

Macd. Hail, King ! for so thou art. The time is ' free ! 
I see thee compassed ivith thy kingdom's pearl," 
"Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

All. King of Scotland, bail 1 irioutiiii. 

Mai. What 's 'more to do, by the blest grace of Grace 
We will perform in measure, time, and place. 
So thanks to all at once and to each one. 
Whom we invite to see ua crowned at Scone, [^e™,';!'; 

End of Macbeth. 



TIIMON O-p ATFEENS. 



The Story of " Timon of Aiher 
LucUn's "Dialogues "- in Plula 

and in Paynler'a " Palace of Pleasure." There is also a manuscript 
play (lately printed) which had been performed before !6oo; hav- 
ing, however, a partial resemblance to the later work of the Strat- 
ford dramatiBt. 

It is generally conceded that this drama was constructively 
founded on an older play;" and that the poetic embelliabinents 



tsofth< 
to ShakeHpearel His Timon is 
ordinary cynic, angry with all me 
Timon of Paynter— a heast only, 
life;" hut rather like the Tim 
Shakespi 



isanthrope, belong 
the Timon of Plutarch-an 
id trusting none ; nor like the 
living 3 beastly and churlish 
of Lucian (whose account 
heard, but he could not have rvai/—fot 
translation,) — a man of truth, probity, hu- 



nity, charity, and benevolent liberality; changed, by the 
gratitude of those whom he had befriended, to become a bitter 

The dual representation of misanthropy is wonderful— in the 
contrasted " similarities" of Timon and Apemanlus; the latter, a 
vile, ever -grow ling- cynic, deformed in body and debased in mind ; 
while Timon, even in his greatest calamities, retains, with his 
deep disgust for society, the unyielding dignity of a noble soul. 



The Characters retained i 
Timon, a noble Al/ieiiian. 
LiioitJS, ) J. 

SBKPEDNrus,) '^'■era<i; I.mo7t. 
VEHTiDrDs, oii£ of TioiorCt fal»e 

Friendi. 
Apemantcb, a churlish PMloto- 

phsr. 
Alcisiides, an Athenian Gen- 



\ this Condensatioo are: 
Flayicb, Ste^card to Timon. 
I'oet, fainter. Jeweler, and Mir- 

chaitt. 
Flaminioh,! 

LucitiDH, ■- Semanti to Timtn. 
tiEBvii,niB, } 
Cupid and Amtaons to the 

Maique. 
Lordf, Benatorg, TTiienea, AttenrJ- 



Scene.— Athenf 



.nd the WToods i 



Aotl, Scent i! TIMON OP ATHESH. 

now only ambitious of benefiting hia friends with 

tious liberality; so that there are few, even of thi 

the city, who have not been largely indebted lo his bounty. The 

Artist, anxious for a purchaser, took to the wealthy nobleman bis 

speaking canvas, 

■'Which tutors nature : artificial strife 
Lives in his touches livelier than life." 

The needy Poet, sighing for a patron and a dedication fee, was 
sure of success; the Jeweler, who had a valuable diamond of the 
purest water— or the Merchant, desirous to dispose of his most 
costly wares,- sought out the wealthy Timon; nor were there 
wanting fawning poetasters, daubing painters, lying tradesmen, 
needy lords, ai:d impecunious ladies, to solicit bis aid. 

The Scene discloses a Hall in Lord Timon's house, with many 
sycophantic applicants in waiting. The Poet Says to his time- 

Poet. Tou see how 'all coiiditious, how all minds — 
Aa well of glib and slippery natures," as 
Of gfave ftud 'auateie quality— tender- down 
Their services to Lord Timon: his large 'fortune, 
(Upon hia good and gracious 'nature hanging,) 
Subdues and properties, to his love and tendance, 
'All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-faced 'flatterer," 
To Apemantus— that few things loves better 
Thaji to abhor 'himself; — even 'he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace^ 
Most rich in Timon'a 'noi3.° 
This Apemantus is one of those old Grecian cynics and anarlers, 
who believe in the pessimistic doctrine, that guilt, and not good- 
ness, is the governing principle of mankind ; and who therefore 
visit society either to decry it or to- curse it. Could the noble Tiraon 
have any sympathy with this snarling abortion ? 

Surely, no : Timon is at ' heart one of Nature's 'noblemen — always 
ostentatious, but ever benevolent ; and many debts, contracted by 
spendthrift prodigals, were fully and freely paid by the large- 
hearted, open-handed Timon. 

As Lord Timon enters his haU (in conversation with a Messenger 
from the needy Ventidius), he is met by the crowd of sycophants and 
self-interested solicitors, 

Tim. ' Imprisoned ia he, aay you ? 

Ven. Sero. Ay, my good lord : five talents' is hia debt. 

7'im. Noble Ventidius I— WeU ; 'I am not of 'that feather 
To shake 'off my friend when he most needs me." 
Commend me to him j I will 'send his ransomj 
And, being enfranchised, bid him 'come to me. 
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^4 

^^^H T is not enough to 'help tlie feeble 'up, 
^^^P But to 'support liim 'after.— Fare you well. lE^t- 

B An old Athenian approaches : 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, Lear me Bpeok. 

Tim. ' Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant named Lucilius 1 
Tim. I have so : what of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, 'call the man before thee. 
Tim. Attends he here, or no T — LuciHua 1 
Xmc. [r2'r«'f.l Here, at your lordship's service. 
Old Ath. TUia fellow here, Lord Timon, — this thy 
creature," — 

By 'night frequents my house. I am a man 

That, from my 'first, have been iucjiued to thrift; 

And ruy estate 'deserves aik heir, more raised 

Than one which holds a ' trencher. 
Tim. Well ; what further ! 

Old Ath. One only 'daughter have 1, no km else. 

On whom I may 'confer what I have got : ■ 

The maid is fair, (o' the youngest for a bride,) 

And I have bred her at my dearest cost 

In qualities of the best. This man" of thine 
' Attempts her love : I ])r'ythee, noble lord, 

Join with me to 'forbid hiin her resort ; 

Myself have spoke in vain. 
Tim. The man is honest. 

Old Ath. Therefore will well be with him," Timon : 

His honesty rewards liim in 'itself; 

It must not bear my 'daughter. 
Tim. Does 'she love 'him t 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt : 

Our 'own precedent passions do instruct ub 

"What levity 's in 'youth. 
Tim. [il",3 ' Love you the maid ? 

Xwc. Ay, my good lord; and she 'accepts of it. 
Old Ath,. If, ill her mai-riage, 'my consent be missing, 

I call the gods to witness, I will choose 

Mine heir from forth the 'beggai's of the world, 

And 'dis-possess her 'all. 
7'im. How shall she be endowed 

If she be mated with an 'equal husband ? 
Old A th. ' Three talents on the present ; in future, 'all. 
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Tiui. Tliis 'gentleman of mine hath seiTetl me long : 

To build hia fortune, I will 'strain a little. 

For 't is a 'bond in men. 'Give bim thy daughter: 

What 'you bestow, in 'him 1 '11 'counterpoise, 

And make him weigh with 'her. 
Old Ath. Most noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your 'honour, she is 'his! 
7'iiu. My ' hand to tbee ; mine honour on my promise. 

The happy lover expiesses bis gratitude ■ 
Tjiic. Humbly I thank your lordship. Never may 

That state, or fortune, fall into my keeping. 

Which is not owed to 'you I [.u"""iIi'a'u. 

The Poet approaches 'vAVa his latest rhjTncs ; 
I'oet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your lordship ! 
Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 

Go not away. — ^What have 'you there, my friend ? 
The Artist replies : 
Pain. A piece of painting, — which I do beseech 

Your lordship to 'accept. 
Tim. Painting iH 'welcome. 

The 'painting is almost the 'natural man ; 

For since dishonour traffics with man's 'nature, 

He 's but 'outside ; these "penciled figures are 

Even such as they give-out.' ... I 'lite your work ; 

And you shall ' find I like it ; wait attendance 

Till you hear further from me. 
Pain. The gods preserve you ! 

7'im. Well fare 'you, gentleman : give me your hand ; 

We must needs 'dine together.— [j„';'ii!r.] S'l") jour jewel 

Hath 'suffered under praise. 
JeiB. What, my lord! 'dis-praise? 

Tim. A mere 'satiety of commendations : 

If I should pay you for 't as 't is 'extolled, 

It would undo^ me quite. 
Jew. Ton 'mend the jewel by the 'wearing it. 
Titn. Well mocked. 

The Merchant smilingly intemtpts : 
Mer. Ko, my good lord ; he speaks the 'common tongue, — 

Which 'all men speak 'with bim. 
While he thus is surrounded by Fawning parasites and dattenng 
swindlers, even misanthropic Apemanlus is kindly addressed : 
Tim. Good-morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus. 
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Apen'. Till I ' be gentle, stay for ' thy good morrow — 

When tliou art Timon's 'Jog, and these kuavee honeBt." 
Tim. 'Why dost thou call them ' Images ? thou 'know'at 

them not, 
Aperti. Ave they not 'Athenians ? Then I repent not. 
7'iiii. . . . Thou art 'proad, Apemantus. 

Apein. Of nothing so much, as that I am 'not like 'Timon. 
7'im. Whither art going ! 

Apem. To knock out an 'honeet Athenian's braina. 
7'i»j. That 'a a deed thou 'It 'die for. 
Apem. Bight ! — if doing 'nothing be death by the law. 

The Painter advances : 
7¥m. How likest ' thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Wrought he not 'well that painted it? 
Apem. 'He wrought better that made the 'painter; audyet 

he 's but a ' filthy piece of work. 

The indignant Painter exclainiB : 
J*ain. Tou are a 'dog I 
Apem. Thy mother 'a of my 'generation : what 's 'she, if I 

be a dog T 

Timon kindly interposes : 
7V»j. Wilt 'dine with me, Apemantuel 
Apem. No; I eat not 'lords. 
2'iTii, An thou shouldst, thou 'dst fuiger 'ladies 

The Jeweller jauntingly approaches : 
7'im. How dost thou like this 'jewel, Apeiuantus'? 
Apem. Not so well as plain dealing, — which will not cost 

a man a doit." 
Tim. What dost thou think 't is "worth ? 
Apem. 'Not worth my'thiukiug. Hownow,poet? 

The smirking Poet comes forward: 
I'oet. How now, philosopher 1 
Apem. Thou liest 1 
i'oet. Art not one ? 
Apem. Yea. 
Poet. Then I lie 'not. 
Apem. Art not a poet 1 
Poet. Yes. 
Apem. Then thou 'liest : look in thy 'last work, where thou 

hast feigned Tiraou a 'worthy fellow. 
PoeL That 's 'not feigned; he 'is so. 
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Apem. Yea I he is worthy of ' thee, . . . and to 'pay thee for 
thy labour : he that 'loves to be 'flattered, in woithj o' 
the flatterer. O, that I were a 'lord ! 

Tim. What wouldst do 'then, Apemantus T 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now — ' hate a lord with my 
heart I 

Tim. "What, thyaeU? Wherefore? 

Apem. That I had so wronged my wit" to 'be a lord.- — 
He turns to another hanger-on : 
Art not ' thou a 'merchiint ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Ti'fdfic conf ouod thee, if the 'gods will not 1 

Mer. If ' traffic do it, the 'gods do it. 

Apem. Traffic's 'thy god; — and thy 'god confound thee i 
This ill-oatured conversation is interrupted by music without, 

and a Servant enters. 

2'im. What trumpet 'b that? 

Serv. 'T is Alcibiades, and some twenty horse, 
All of companionship,'' 

2'im. Pj'ay, 'entertain them ; give them 'guide to us. — fjUJlV 
You must needs 'dine with me. — Go not 'you hence 
Till I have 'thanked you ; — and, when duauer 'e done, 
Show me this piece. — I am joyful of your sights. — 

AlcibiadeG, with his Officers, enters. 
Most welcome, sir ! [.^'L 

Apemantus contemptuously snarls at the new arrivals : 

Apem. So, so ; there ! — 

May aches contract" and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there should be small 'love 'mongst these sweet 

knaves, 
And all this 'courtesy ! The strain'' of 'man 's bred-out" 
Into baboon and monkey ! 

Alcibiades courteously addresses Lord Timon : 

Aicib. Sir, you have saved my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight. 

Tiiii. Right 'welcome, sir : 

Ere you depart, we '11 share a ' bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you let us in. [""^l^'^'/u';'" 
As Timon and his new parasites withdraw, Two Lords — also in- 
vited guests— enter and address the Cynic : 

1 Iiord. What time o' 'day is 't, Apemantus ? 
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Apem. Time to be 'honest. 

1 Lord. 'That time serves still. 

Apem. The most accursed thou, that still 'omltt'et it, 

2 Loj-d. 'Thou art going to Lord Timou'n feast 1 
Apem. Ay, to see meat till 'knaves, and wine heat 'fools. 
2 Lord. . . . Fare thee well, fare thee well ! 

Apem. 'Thou art n fool to bid me farewell 'twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apeiuantus! 

Apem. Shouldst Lave kept one to 'thyself, — for I mean to 
'give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself ! 

Apem. No :— I will do nothing- at ' thy bidding ; make thy 
requests to thy ' friend. 

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceabte dog, or I '11 'spurn thee hence! 
Apem.. I will fly, 'like a dog, the heels o' the 'ass. rbtuBt. 



The Scene opens on the Banquet-chamber, resonant with music, 
brilliant in decorations, and crowded with ita attendance. The 
chief guest is Alcibiades, the great AthEnian general, and sue- 
cesBor to Ixird Timon in Ihal high ofHce. The cynical Apemantus 
seats himself, discontentedly, apart from the others. After the 
music has ceased. Ventidius, who had been ransomed From well- 
deserved imprisonment for debt, rises : 
Veil. Most honoured Timon, 

It hath pleased the gods to remember 
My father's age, and call him to long peace. 
He is gone 'happy, and has left me Tich ; 
Then, — as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To 'your free heart, — I do "return those talents, 
('Doubled with thanks and service,) from whose help 
I derived liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means. 

Honest Ventidius : you 'mistake my love : 
I gave it ' freely, 'ever ; and there 's none 
Can truly say he 'gives, if he 'receives : 
If our 'betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To 'imitate them : 'Faults that are 'rich, are 'fair. 
Veil. A 'noble spirit! 

The fawning guests, who were most of them indebted to the 
generosity of their host, all stand up and bow ceremoniously : 
Tim. Nay, my lords, 

'Ceremony was but devised, at first. 
To set a gloss on ' faint deeds, ' hollow welcomes : 
But where there is ' true friendship, thereneeds 'none.- 
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Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my 'fortunes, 
Than my fortunes are to 'me. f^.u.' 

1 TA>rd. My lord, we always have 'confeaseiS it. 
Apemantus, vexed, perhaps, that no notice has been taken of 

him, audibly chuckles ; 

Apem,. Ho, ho! confessed it? 'hanged it, have you not? 
Tim. . . . O, Apemantus ! — you are . . . welcome. 
Apetn. No, you shall not make 'me welcome : 

I come to have thee thrust me out-of-doors. 
7hii. Fie, thou 'rt a churl I you 've got a humour" there 

Does not become a 'man, — 't is much to blame, — 

They say, my lords, that Ira furor 'brevis est/^ 

But yond' man, he is 'ever angry. . . . 

Go, let him have a table by 'himself; 

For he does neither 'affect company. 

Nor is he 'fit for it, indeed, 
Apeiic. Let me stay at thine own peiil,'' Timon : 

I come to 'observe ; — I give thee 'warning on 't. 
Tim. I take no 'heed of tliee. Thou 'rt an 'Athenian ; 

therefore, 'welcome. I myself would have 'no power ; 

pr'ythee, let my 'meat make thee silent. 
Apern, I 'acorn thy meat; 't would 'choke me, for I should 

ne'er 'flatter thee. — you gode! what a number 

Of men eat 'Timon, and he sees 'em not ! 

I wonder, men dare 'trust themselves with 'men ; 

Methinks, they should invite them 'without knives j^ 

Good for their 'meat, and safer for their 'lives. 

There 's much 'raample for 't ; the fellow, that 

Sits next hJTn now — parts bread with him. 

And pledges the breath of him in a 'divided draught, — 

Is the readiest man to ' kill hioi : it has been 'proved. 

If I were a 'huge man, I should feai- to 'drink at meals ; 

Lest they should spy my wind-pipe's 'dangerous notes : 

' Qreat men should drink with ' harness' on their throats, 
7'im. [Jri'i.';'^i,"m°] My lord, in 'heart ;' and let the health go 

2 r^rd. Let it flow 'this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow 'this way I A brave fellow! — he keeps his 
tides well. 'Those healths will make 'thee, and thy 
'state, look 'ill, Timon. C^^i"' 

' Here 's ' that, which is too weak to be a sinner, — 
Honest 'water ! which ne'er left man i' the mire : 

•tftiiiic-r ''i.e, that KiigptlsBshort niailDesa. 'O. R. Rt thine appi'riU 

'lu thoao dlLfS«ach gneet broiii-ht hip own knife. fajij kind of protoiUau. 
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TbiB, and 'luy food, are equals i tbere "s no odds : 

'Peasts are too 'proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Then Apemantus says bis own quaint ^ace : 

Immortal gods, 'I crave no 'pelf; 

I pray for no man but 'myHeU. 

Grant I may never prove so fond" 

To ' trust man, on his oath or bond ; 

Or a 'woman, for her weeping; 

Or a 'dog, that eeems a-sleeping; 

Or a 'keeper, with my freedom; 

Or my 'friends, if I should need 'em. 

Amen. So fall to't: 

'Eith men ain, and "I . . . eat root. Ri''u^ 



Me replie. 

IXm. 0, no doubt, my good friends ; but the gods them- 
selves have provided that I 'ehall have much help from 
you: how had you been my friends 'else? Why have 
you that charitable title from thouaauds. did you not 
chiefly Ijelong to my 'heart f you (jods, think I, what 
need we have 'any friends, if we should never have 'need 
of them? They would most resemble sweet insti'u- 
menta hung-up in 'cases, that keep their sounds to 
' themselves. Why, I have often wished myself 'poorer, 
that I might come 'nearer to you. We are 'born to do 
benefits ; and what better, or properer, can we call our 
own, than the riches of our 'friends? O, what a pre- 
cious comfort 't iH, to have eo many, like brothers, com- 
manding one another's fortunes I O joy, e'en made 
away'' ere 't can be ' bora ! Mine eyes cannot hold-out 
water," methinks : — To forget ' their faults, I drink to 
you.^[*^;;"j^"''] What means that trump? — How 
nowT 

A Servant enters. 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain ' ladies moat de- 
sirous of admittance. 

T-'ni. Ladies 1 What are their wills t 

•Sura. Tbfire comes with them a ' forerunner, my lord, wlio 
bears that office to 'signify their pleasures. 

7'im. 1 pray, let them be admitted. 
•looUab. * bdDg ct 
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To tbe pleasures of wine, aie now to be added the charms of 
beauty. A masque is to be presented — explained by the roguish 
boy, little Cupid, the god of love ; 
Vnp. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; and to all 

That of his Lountiea taste! — The five beet senaee 
Acknowledge thee their patron, and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteouB bosom. The ear,° 
Taate, touch, smell, 'all pleased from thy table rise ; 
'They 'only 'now come but to feast thine 'eyes. 
Tim. They 're welcome, all ; let them have kind admittance : 
Music, make 'known their welcome I" [cCvl^ 

Cupid returns, followed by a number of Ladies dis^ised as Am- 
azons, with lutes in their hands, dancing and playing, ApemantUB 
has now fresh fuel for his cynicism. 

A-petn. Hey-diiy 1 what a sweep of 'vanity comes this way I 

They dance 1 they are 'mad women. 

Like 'madneaa is the 'glory of tb's life, 

Aa 'this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 

We make ourselves 'foola to disport ourselvee. 

Who lives, that 's not 'depraved, or 'depraves 1 

Who dies, that bears not 'one spurn to their graves 

Of tlieir friends' gift ? 

I should fear, those that 'dance before me now 

Would one day 'stamp upon me: It 'has been done; 

Men shut their doors against a 'setting sun. 
The guests rise from table, with much adoring of Timon ; and, to 
show their loves, each singles out an Amazon, and all dance, men 
and women, a lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and cease. The 
delighted Host feels the fiill force of this flattering " surprise " : 

Tim. Tou have done our pleasures much grace, fair ladies ; 
Set a fair 'fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not 'half so beautiful and kind ; 
YoQ 've added 'worth unto 't, and lively lustre; 
lamto'tbankyoufor't. Ladjes, there is anidle'banquet 
Attends you. Please you dispose yourselves. 
All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. [■^^dl'^K'" 

The gratified Timon now scatters his wealth among his visitors. 
One man alone (except Apemantus) is displeased. This is my 
lord's honest steward, Flavius, who, on many occasions, has en- 
deavoured to check his master's lavish prodigality. 

Flav. (A-IJ..1 What will this 't 

Ls to provide, and give great gifts,— 
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And all out of an 'empty coffer ; 

Nor will he ' know bis pui'se ; or yield me this,— 

To 'show him what a hegsar his heart is. 

Being of no power to make hia wishes 'good. 

His 'prcimiseB fly Bo beyond his 'state, 

That what he speaks is all in 'debt, — he owea 

For every Vord ! "Well, 'would I were 'gently 

Put-out of office, before I were ' forced-out ! 

Happier is he that has no 'friend to feed, 

Than such as do even 'enemies exceed. . . , 

I bleed ' inwardly for my lord. 



Timon has been continuing his lavish gifts : 

Tim. I take your 'all and 'several' -visitatioiiB 
So kind to heart, 't ia not 'enough to give; 
Methiijka, I could deal 'kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary. — Alclbiades, 
Thoa art a soldier, therefore seldom 'rich : 
"Wealth comes in 'charity to ' thee ; for all ' thy living 
Is 'mougst the 'dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a tented" field. All good wishes to you ! — 
Lights, lights 1 more lights I 

1 JLord. lie 'best of happiness. 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with 'you. Lord Timon ! 

Tim. Eeady for liis ' friends. ["fJlri,,*!j^' 

As the Guests depart, Apemantus says : 

Apem. What a coil 's here I 

Serving of becka," and jutting out of hands 1 
I doubt whether their legs be 'worth the sums 
That are given for 'em. Friendship 's full of 'dregs: 
Methinks, false 'hearts should never have sound 'legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on 'courtesies 1 
Timon turns to the cynic : 

Tim. "Soy/, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, I would be 
good to 'thee. 

Apetn. No, I '11 'nothing; for if 'I should be bribed too, 
there would be none left to 'rail upon thee ; and then 
thou wouldst sin the faster. Thou giv'st so long, 
Timon, I fear me, thou wilt give away 'thyself, in 
paper,'' shortly: what need these feasts, pomps, and 
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Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on 'society once, I am sworn 
'not to give regard to you. Farewell ; and come with 
'better mueic. [kiIu 

Apetii. 80, so ! thou wilt not ' hear me 'now, — 

Thou 'ahalt not 'then,^'I 'U lock thy heaven" 'from 

thee. 
O, that men's ears should be 
To 'counsel deaf, but not to 'flattei^l i^^t- 



The monetary difficulties of Lord Timon soon become generally 
known ; and bis creditors do not hesitate to dun his Steward, and to 
make their demands on himself— even when he is in company with 
his most distinguished friend Alcibiades. He has at last an ex- 
planation with his faithful Steward : 

Tim. Tou make me 'njarvel ! Wherefore, 'ere this time. 
Have you nob 'fully laid my state before mo, — 
That 1 might so have rated my 'expense, 
As I had leave of 'means f 

J^v. O my good lord 1 

At 'many times I brought-in my accounts. 
Laid them before you : you would throw them off, 
And say you found in them'' mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Hetum so much," I have shook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, 'prayed you 
To hold your hand more close ; I did endure 
Not 'seldom nor no 'slight checks; when I have 
Prompted you, in the 'ebb of your 'estate. 
And your great 'flow of 'debts. My dear-loved lord, 
Though you hear 'now, (too late !) yet now 's a time 
The 'greatest of your having" lacks a 'half. 
To pay your 'present debts. 

TVm. Let all my 'land be sold. 

/•'lav. 'T is all engaged! some, forfeited and gone; 
And what 'remains, will hardly stop this 'mouth 
Of present dues. The 'futiue comes apace t 
What shall defend the 'interim? and, at length,* 
How goes our I'eckouing ? 

7'im. To Lacedfemon 'did my land extend. 

Plav. O my good lord, the world is but a 'word : 
Were it Wl yours, to give it in a ' breath, 
How 'quickly were it gone 1 
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Thn. . , , Tou tell me true. 

J-^lav. If yoa suspect my huabaiidiy, or falsehood. 
Call me before the exactsBt auditors," 
And Bet me on the 'proof. 80 the gods bless me, 
"When all our 'oCBces'' have been oppressed 
With riotous feeders ; when our 'vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth" of wine ; when every 'room 
Hath blazed with lights, and brayed with minstrelsy, 
' I have retired me from a wasteful tap,* 
And set mine 'eyes at flow. 
'?Vm, Pr'ythee, no more 1 

Flav. " Heavens," have I said ; " the ' bounty of this lord 1 
How many prodigal bits'' have slaves and peasants 
This night englutted I Who is 'not Lord Timon's ? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but ie Iiord 

Timon's » 
' Great Timon ! noble, worthy, 'royal Timon I " , . . 
Ah! when the 'means are gone that 'buy this praise. 
The 'breath is gone whereof this praise is made, 
Feast-'won, fast- lost! One cloud of 'winter -showers. 
These flies are couched. 
Tim. Come, sermon me no further 

No 'villainous bounty yet hath paasod my heart 
'UnwiKely, not 'ignobly, have I given. . . , 
Why dost thou 'weep? Cajist thou the 'conscienra 
lack, "^ 

To think I shall lack ' friends ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach' the vessels of my love. 
And try the argument' of hearts by 'borrowing, 
Men and men's fortunes could I frankly 'use, 
As I can bid thee 'speak. 
J^av. 'Assurance bless your ' thoughts I 

2'im. And, in some sort, these 'wants of mine are crowned,'' 
That I account them ' blessings ; for by these 
Shall I 'try friends. You sh^ 'perceive how you 
Mistake my fortunes. I am wealthy in my 'friends. ^ — ■ 
fc Within there, ho! I^iuninius! ServiliusI 
^K Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servanta enter : 

P I will despatch you 'severally. — 'Ton [sBrJniu,] to Lord 
' Lucius.— [Fi,2°,ia..] To Lord Lucullus 'you ; I hunted 
with his honour to-day.- — [.uJntr,] You, to yempronius. 
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Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say, that 
my occasions have found time to 'uae them, toward a 
supply of money: let the request be 'fifty talents, 
[^ilhiir.] Go 'you, air, to the SenatorB,— 
(Of whom, even to the State's best health, I have 
Deserved this hearing,) — bid them send, o' the instant, 
A ' thousand talents to me. 

Flaviua intcTpoBCS : 

Wlav. ' 'I have been bold, 

(For that I knew it the most 'general way,) 
To them to uwe your 'signet and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and 'T am here 
Wo richer in return. 

Tim. ... Is 't true ? can 't be ? 

J^lav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice, 

That now 'they are at fall — want treasure— cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry! — You are 'honoura- 
ble— 
But yet they could have wished — tbey know not — but — 
Something halh been amiss— a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — 'would all were well — 't is pity ! — 
And so (pretending" other serious matters, 
After distasteful looks, and these bard fractions," 
With certain 'half-caps" and 'cold iiioying nods,) 
They ' froze me into 'silence. 

Tim, You gods, reward them 1- 

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly. 'These old fellows 
Have their 'ingratitude in them 'hereditary: 
Their blood is caked, 't is cold, it seldom flows : 
'T is lack of kindly warmth 'they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows 'again toward earth, 
Is fashioned for the journey — dull and heavy, 
LTos.rT.i Go to Ventidius. — it"Fi-^i 'Pr'ythee, be not sad , 
Thou art true and honest : ingenuously'' I apeak ; 
"No blame belongs to thee. — iTas>^rv,i Tentidius lately 
Buried his father ; by whose death he 's stepped 
Into a 'great estate : when he was poor. 
Imprisoned, and in scarcity of friends, 
I cleared bim, with five talents : ' Greet hi m from me ; 
Bid him Buppose some 'good" necessity 
Touches his friend, wliich craves to be remembered 
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'Withtbosefivetalents. [^".] iTorifci That had," give 't 

these fellows 
To whom 't is instant" due. Ne'er speak, or think 
That Timon's fortunes 'mong hia 'frienda can 'sink. 
J?2au. I would, I could 'not think it: 'That thought 'b 

bounty's foe ; 
Being free" itself, it thinks all 'others so. iKinuit. 



3 Lard Lucullus, whom he finds " 



^^RXucu/. ['■u°.i One of Lord ' Timon'a men T a gift, I warrant. 

^^B Why, this bits right; I dreamt of a silver basin and 

^^P ewer to-night. — -Maminiust honest Plaminius ! you are 

^^ very respectfully" welcome, sir. Aud how does that 

honourable, complete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, 

thy very bountiful good lord and master? 

Flam. His 'health is well, sir. 

JCucul. I am right 'glad that bis health is well, sir. — And 

what hast thou thereunder thy cloak, pretty FlarainiusT 
Flam. 'Faith, nothing but an 'empty box, sir ; which, in 
my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to 
'supply ; who, having great and instant occasion to use 
fifty talents, hath sent to your 'lordship to furnish him; 
nothing 'doubting your present assistance therein. 
Lucid. La, ia, la, la I — " Nothing doubting," says he ? Alas, 
good lord I A 'noble gentleman 'tis, — if he would not 
keep so good a house. Many a time and often I have 
dined with him, and told him on 't ; and come again to 
'supper to him, of purpose to have him spend less : and 
yet he would embrace 'no counsel, take no 'warning by 
my coming. Every man has bis fault, and 'liberality" 
is his : I have ' told him on 't, but I could ne'er get him 
'from 't.— Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord 'a 
a 'bountiful gentleman; but thou art 'wise; and thou 
knowest well enough, although thou comest to 'mp, 

*that this ia no time to 'lend money, — especially upon 
bare 'friendship, without 'security. Here ia three soli- 
dares' for thee : good boy I 'wink at me, and say thou 
saw'st me 'not. Fare thee well. 
Plain. Is 't possible the world should so much differ ? 
Fly, sordid baseness, to him I hat worships thee I 

^^^ 'O. K ImniBly. ' Bmhll ideo 
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Ziiicul. Ha! now I see 'thou, art a fool — and fit for thy 
master. rE-it. 

Flam. May these 'add to the number that may Boald thee I 
Let 'molten coin be thy damnation, 
Thou 'disease of a friend, and not 'himself ! 
Has friendship such a faint and 'railky heait, 
It turns' in less than two nights ? O you gods, 
I feel my 'master's passion I This slave 
Unto hia honour h,is my lord's 'meat in him : 
Why should it thrive, and turn to 'niitrimtut, 
When 'he is turned to 'poison ? 
O, may diseases only work on 't I and when 
He 's sick to death, let not that part of nature 
Which my 'lord paid for, be of any power 
To 'expel his sickness, but 'prolong his hour !'' li;>il 



Lord Lucius thus welcomes Lord Timon's Messengfer : 

IiUG. Servihus I you are kindly met, sir. Commend me to 
thy honourable -virtuous lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath sent — 

Luc. Ha! 'what has he sent I I am 60 much endeared to 
that lord I he 'a 'ever sending : How shall I thank him, 
thinkest thou T And 'what has he sent 'now t 

Ser. He has only sent his present 'occasion, now, my lord ; 
requesting your lordship to supply his instant use 
with so many talents. ['''"i^","' 

Luc. ... I know, his lordship is hut 'merry with me : 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents !° 

Ser. But in the meantime he wants 'less, my lord. If his 
occasion were not 'vu'tuoua,'' 'I should not 'urge it half 
BO fervently." 

Luc. Dost thou speak 'seriously, Serviliua ? 

Ser. Upon my 'soul, 't is 'true, sir. 

l,uo. . . . What a wicked 'beast was I, to disfurnlsh myself 
against such a good time, when I might have shown 
myself 'honourable ! How unluckily it happened that 
I should purchase, the day before, for a little part, 
and undo a 'great deal of honour ! — Servilius, now, 
before the gods, I am not 'able to do it ; the more 
' beast, I say 1 — I 'was sending to use Lord Timon my- 
self ; but I would not, for the wealth'of Athens, I had 
done it 'now. Commend me bountifully to his good 
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»loi-dahip ; and I hope, liia honour will coiiceiye the 
fairest of me, because I have no 'power to be kind: — 
And tell him this from me, — I count it one of my 
greatest 'afflictions, eay, that 1 "cannot plensure euch 
an honourable gentleman. Good Serviliua, will you 
befriend me ao far, as to use mine 'own words to faun t 
&r. Tea, sir, I shall. 
I,>w-. I "11 look 'you out a 'good turn, Seryilius. [k>mbl 
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Sempronius proves even a. more ungrateful sycophant. 
Sem. Must he needs trouble 'me in 't t Humph ! 'bove all 
others 1 
He 'might have tried Lord Lucius,- — or Lucullus ;- 
L And 'now ' Ventidius is wealthy, too, 
I Whom he redeemed froto prison : all these three 
P- ■ Owe their eatates to 'hiua. 
' Serv. My lord, they 

Have all been touched," and found 'base metal; I 
They 're 'all denied him . 
Sem. How ! have ' they denied him ? 

Have Ventidius and Lucullua both 'denied him? 
And does he send to 'me t Three ? hum 1 — 
It shows but little love or judgement in him : 
Must 'I be his 'last refuge! His friends, like physi- 

Thrice'' give him over : must ' I take the cure upon me ? 

He has much 'disgraced me in 't : I 'm 'angry at him — 

He raight have known 'my place. I see no 'sense for 't, 

But hia occasions might have woo'd 'me ' first ; 

For, in my conscience. ' I was the first man 

That e'er received a gift from him : 

And does he think so backwardly of me now, 

That I'll requite it 'last? Nor soitmayprove 

An argument of laugbter to the rest. 

And I, amongst the lords, be thought a fooL 

tl 'd rather than the worth of ' thrice the Bum, 
He had sent to 'me first, but for my mind's sake 
I'd such a courage" to do him good. But nowretura. 
And, with ' their faint reply, ' this answer join : — 
Who 'bates mine 'honour,6hallnot know my 'coin, [iiruou 
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The insolvency of Lord Timon having now spread Ihrou^'hout 
Athens, his house is so beset with clamorous creditors, that with 
difficulty he forces his way through the eager crowd ; 
Tim. WLut ! are my 'doors opposed against n ^ 

Have I been ever 'freef and must my houee 

Be my retentive 'enemy, my 'gaol? 

The place which I have feasted, does it now, 

Like all mankind, show me an 'iron heart? 
The Creditors rush around him, severally exclaiming — • 
(Jred. My lord, hfre is my bill. — Here 'b mine. — And mine, 

my lord. — And ours, my lord. — 'All om* bills I' 
Tim. Knock me down with 'em I cleave me to the girdle ! 

Cut my ' heart in sums I Tell out my ' blood 1 
Cred. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 
Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. — What yours ? — and 

Tear me, take me ; and the gods fall upon you ! 
As Timon drives the harpies away, Flavius enters : 

They have e'on put my 'breath from me, the slaves I 

Creditors? — devils I — I '11 have it so.— My steward I 
Flav. Here, my lord. 
Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 

Lucius, Lucullus, and Sentpronius ; 'all: 

I '11 once more 'feast the rascals I 
Mav. my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted sotil: 

There is not so much left, to fundsh out 

A 'moderate table. 
Tim. Be 't not in ' thy care : go, 

I charge thee ; invite them 'all : let-in the tide 

Of knaves once more I My cook and I '11 provide. [Eiami. 



In the meantime, difficulties have arisen within the Athenian 
Senate. Alcibiades Is pleading before the Senators in defence of a 
friend who had incurred their displeasure lo such a degree that his 
life is in danger ; Alcibiadea appeals for him the more earnestly, and 
at last BO angers ihem by his persevering intercession that he is 
himself sentenced to banishment. The undaunted General angrily 
ejaculates: 

Alcib. Now the gods keep you old l"" that you may live 
Only in ' bone, — that none may look on you 1 
I 'm 'worse than mad; I have kept back their foes, 
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"While 'they have told* their 'money, and let out 1 
Their coin upon lai'ge interest ; I myself, 
Bieh only in large ' hurts : — all those, for thia ? 
la this the balsam, that the usuring Senate 
Pours into captains' wounds ! Ha ! bnoiahmei 
It comes not ill ; I 'hate not to be banished : 
It is a eauae worthy my 'spleen and 'fury. 
That I may 'strike at Athens. I '11 cheer op 
My discontented troops, and lay for 'hearts.'* 
'T is honour, with most lords' to be at 'odds ; 
' Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as 'gods. 



The invitalions to Lord Timon's new banquet are joyously re- 
ceived : all men of note in Athens are now aaaembled tn his festive 
hall. Lord Lucullus comes — Lord Lucius comes — Venlidtus, Sem- 
proQiua. and the rest. Who more sorry now than they? for they 
conclude that this honourable lord's late poverty was but pretence, 
and that the other day he did but try them. When Loid Timon 
enters the reception -chamber, they crowd around to welcome his 
returned prosperity. 

Tlt?i. With all my heart, gentlemen both ; — And how fiire 

1 Lord. Ever at the 'best, hearing well of your 'lordship. 

2 Lord. The 'swallow follows not summer more willing, 

than we your lordsbip. 
Tim,. [AiiJe.i Nor more willingly leaves 'winter ; 'such snmmer- 
birds are 'men. — Q„T;;,,1 Gentlemen, our dinner will not 
recompense this long stay : feast your 'ears with the 
music awhile, if they will fai'e so harshly. On the 
trumpet's* sound, we shall to 't presently. 

1 Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly with yotu* lordship, 

that I returned you an 'empty messenger? 
Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, 'lam e'en sick of 'shame, 

that, when your lordship this other day sent to me, I 

was so 'unfortunate a beggar. 
Tim. • Think not on 't, sir. 

2. Lord. If you had sent but two hours ' before, — 
Tim. Let it not cumber yom- better remembrance. 

Loud and merry music rouses the assembly r The doors are 
thrown open, and a most magnificent banquet is displayed. One 
of the aldermen (as it were) of the aristocracy, smacks his lips as 
be joyously looks around: 
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2 Tjord. All 'covered dialiea 1 

1 Lord. 'Bojal olieer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the Beanou, can 

yield it. 
1 Lord. How do you ? What 's the news T 
3 Lord. AlcibiadeB is 'banished: Hear you of it? 

1 Lord. Alcibiadea ' baaiahod ! I pray you, upon what ! 

3 Lord. 1 11 tell you more anon. . . . Here 's a 'noble feast 
toward ! 

2 Lord. Ah ! This ia the 'old man still. 

3 Lord. Uh I "Will 't ' hold « will 't hold ? 

2 I^ord. It does ; hut ' time will — and so . . . 

3 Lord. ... I do conceive. 

Lord Timon addresses his astonished guests : 
7V'm. Each man to his stool, with that epur as he would to 
the lip of ilia miatress : — your diet builU be in 'ail places 
alike. Make not a 'city-feast of it, to let the meat cool 
ere WG can agrt-e upon the 'first place : Sit, ait. . , , The 
gods require our thanks : — 

Tou great Benefactors I sprinkle our society with 
than kfulu ess. Por your own 'gifts, make yourselves 
'praised : but reserve 'atQl to give, lest your deitiea be 
'deapised. 'Leud to each man enough, — that one need 
not leud to another : for, were your godheads to ' boi*- 
row of men, men would 'forsake the gods. Make the 
'meat be beloved, more than the man that 'gives it. Let 
no assembly of ' twenty be without a 'score of 'villains : 
if there sit twelve 'women at the table, let a 'dozen of 

them be asthey'ai'e. — The rest of your foea,'0 goda, 

— the 'Senators of Athena, together with the common 
lag" of 'people, — what ia 'amiss in them, you goda, make 
suitable for destruction 1 For these my present friends, 
— as they are to me 'nothing, — so 'in nothing bless 
them! and 'to nothing are they welcome! — Uncover, 
doya, and lap I 
The dishes are uncovered, and seen to be full of warm water. 
May you a 'better feast never behold, 
Tou knot of 'mouth-frienda ! amoke, and luke-warm 

water, 
la your pei-fection. This is Timon'a 'lust. 
Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries," 
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Washes it ofi; and Bpi-inkles in your faces IT^S?* 

Your reeking villainy ! Live loathed, and long. 
Most Biuiling, smooth, detected 'parasites 1 
Courteous 'defttroyers, affable 'wolves, meet ' bears 1 
You 'fools of fortune! 'trencber-frieudul time's 'flies!' 
Cap-and-kuee 'slavtB ! vapours aiid minute-' jacks !'' 
Of nun aud beast the 'infinite malndy° 
Crust you quite oVr! — What, dost thou got 
Soft, take thy 'physic first ! — thou too l^and tbou I— 
Stay, I will 'lend thee money, 'borrow none. — 
What I 'all in motiout Henceforth be iio feast. 
Whereat a villain 'b not a 'welcome guest. 
Bum, house! siuk, Athens! henceforth hated be, 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity 1 [eii<- 

The guests are all in amazement and confdsion. 

8 Ziord. Psha ! . . . did you see my cap ? 

4 J.orfl. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lot'd. He gave me a jewel the other day, and now he has 

beut it out of my hat;— Lord Timon 's mad! 
2 1,1'rd. I feel 't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. 'One day he gives us 'diamonds, 'nest day 'stones. 



Ingratitude, "the maible -hearted fiend," has so exasperated the 
noble, hospitable Timon that he turns from his once-loved Athens 
and its deceitful lorda, with loathing and disgust. We now hear 
him wildly apostrophizing the scene of his past splendour and bis 
present misery : 

Tim. Let me look back upon thee ! — thou wall. 
That girdlest-in those 'wolves ! live in the 'eai'th. 
And fence" not Athens ! 

Obedience fail in children ! Slaves, and fools, 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate 'from the bench. 
And miuister in their steads I Bankrupts, hold fast ; 
Bather than render-back, out with your 'knives. 
And cut your trustei's' throats ! Bound servants, eteall 
Large-handed robbers your gi-ave 'masters are, 
And pillage by the 'law 1° Son of sixteen. 
Pluck the lined crutch from thy old limping srire— 
With it, beat-out his brains ! Piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries,' and trades, 

' Inierta ot the nemoo. ''ineetiMilciJ ficvic™ O" & clw^ ° iiuuULiiberMi HaaiaaK. 
" mption ot nairtetVwii. 
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Degreee, obserrauceB, customs, and laws. 

Decline to your confoundinfj 'contraiies. 

And yet," 'confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On 'Athena, ripe for sti'olte! Thou cold sciatica, 

'Cripple our Senators, that their 'limbs may halt 

As lamely aa theii' 'manners! Itches, blains,'' 

Sow 'all the Athenian bosoms, and their crop 

Be general 'leprosy! Breath 'infect breath, 

That their 'society, as their 'fiiendsMp, may 

Be merely ' poison 1 . . . Nothing 'I '11 bear from thee 

But 'nakedness, thou detestable town ! 

Take 'thou that too, with 'multiplying bans!" — 

Timon will to the 'woods; where he shall find 

The unkindest 'beast far'' kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound (hear me, you good gods 'all,) 

The Athenians both 'within and 'out that wall I 

And grant, as 'Timon grows, his 'hate may grow 

To the whole race of 'mankind, high and low! 

But Lord Timon, though "fallen! fallen I fallen! from hi b high 

" Deserted in his utmost need 
By those his former bounty fed " — 
has 'one faithful adherent— the good Steward Flavius, who thus ao- 

JFlav. O, the fiprce" wretchedness that 'glory brings nsl 
'Who would not wish to be from wealth 'exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt? 
Who 'd be so 'mocked with gloiy ? or so live 
But in a 'dream of friendship ? 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own beart. 
Undone by goodness! Strange, unusual blood,' 
Wiien man's 'worst sin is — he does too much good I 
Who then dares to be 'half so kind 'again? 
For bounty, that makes 'gods, does still 'mar 'men. 
My dearest lord,^ — -bless'd, to be moat 'accurs'd, 
Bich, only to be 'wretched, — tliy great 'fortunes 
Are made thy chief 'afflictions I Alas, kind lord ! 
I '11 follow, and inquire him out : 
I '11 'ever serve his mind -with my best 'will ; 
Whilst I have gold, I '11 be his 'steward still. i»i>- 
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Ve also follow Timon~to a Cave in the woods, wbere be maat 
on wild roots to support his embittered life ; 

'II, O lilf sHftd breediog Bun, di'aw fi'om the earth 
'Biitten humidit.v 1 Below thy Bisters' orb 
Infect the ail! Touoli° men" with 'several" fortunes! 
Tlie 'greater acora the 'lesser I Not kind nature, 
(To whom all soiea lay siege,) can bear great fortuns, 
But by 'contempt of nature. 

'Boise me this beg(;^r, and degrade' that 'lord, — . 
The 'senator shall bear 'contempt hereditary, 
The ' beggar native 'honour. 
It ia the 'pasture' lards the brother's pides. 
The 'want that makes him 'lean. Who dares, who 

dares, 
In purity of manhood stand upright, 
And say " This man 's a flatterer " ! If 'one be. 
So are they 'all ; for evecy grise" of fortune 
Is smoothed by that below : the ' learned pate 
Ducks to the 'golden fool. All is oblique i' 
There 's nothing level in our cursed natures, 
But direct 'villainy. Therefore, be abhoiTed 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men I 
His semblable — yea, himself — Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang' mankind ! — Earth, yield 'me roots ! 
'Wlio seeks for 'better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant' poison ! — 

s for hia " swine's " portion, his spade strike; 
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What is here ! 
Gold ? yellow, ghtteriog, precious gold f No, gode, 
'I am no idle 'votarist.' 'Hoots, you clear heavens I — 
Thus much of ' this, will make black, white ; foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right; base, noble j old, youngs oowai'd, val- 

Ha, you gods! 'why this? — 'what this, you godsT — 

Why, this 
Will lug" your priests and servants from your sidei 
Pluck stout" men's pillows from below their heads' 
This yellow slave 
Will 'knit and 'break religions; bless the accurs'd;' 
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Make the hoar leproey" adored ; place 'thieves, — 
And give them title, knee, and approbation 
"With ' Senators on the bench : Tbis, this is it, 
That makes the wappened" widow wed 'again 1 
Her, whom the 'epital"- house and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge" at, this embalms and spieea 
To the April-daj' again I [* ''1;'l«:3'.' 

Ha! a drum t — Thou 'rt quick,' 
But yet I '11 buiy the© : ' tbou 'It go, strong thief, 
When gouty ' keepers of thee caunot stand : — 
Nay, stay ' thou out for eaj'ueat. ['^"rac"|o' 



Timon prudently retains a few pieces of gold. At this 
the banished genera) Alcibiades is proceeding, with a large body 
of soldiers, to make war on Athens. Seeing before him an uncouth- 
looking savage, he calls : 

Alcih. What art thou there T Speak. 

Tim. A ' beast — as ' thou art. — The canker gnaw thy heart 

For showing me 'again the eyes of man ! 
Akib. What is thy name? Is man so hateful to thee. 

That art ' thyself a man ? 
Tim. I am Misantkropus, and 'hate mankind. 

For 'thy pai-t, I do wish thou wert a 'dog, — 

Tbat I might love thee 'something. 
Alcib. ... I know thee well. 

But in thy 'fortunes am un-leam'd and strange. 
Tim. I know 'thee too ; and 'more than that I know thee, 

I not 'desire to know. Follow thy drum : 

With 'man's 'blood paint the ground, gules,' gules : 

'Religious canons, 'civil laws, are cruel; 

Then what should 'war be 1 
Alcib. . . . How came the noble 'Timon to this change? 
2'im. As the "moon does, by wanting light to 'give : 

But then, renew ' I could not, like the moon ; 

There were no 'suns to borrow of- 
Alcib. 'Noble Timon! What friendship may I do theeT 
Titn. None,™ but to 'maintain my opinion. 
Alcib. What is it, Timon? 
2'itn, 'Promise me friendship, but 'perform none: if thon 

wilt 'not promise, the goda plague thee,^ — for thou art 

a man! If thou 'dost perform, 'confound thee, — for 

thou art a man I 
Alcib. I 've heard, in some sort, of thy miseries. 
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Tim. Tbou 'eaw'ttt them, when I had prosperity. 

A M('. I see them 'uow : ' then was a ' blessed time.- — 
' I have but ' little gold of late, brave Timou ; 
The want whereof doth d«ilj make revolt 
In my penurious band. I have heard, and gi-ieved, 
How cursi^d Athens, mindleas of thy worth, 
Forgettinp thy great deeds, — when neighbour States, 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, aud get thee gone ! 

Alcift. I am thy friend, and 'pity thee, dear Timon. 

Tnn. 'How dost thou pity him whom thou doat ' trouble T 
I had rather be 'alone. 

Aleib. Why, fai-e thee well : Here ia 'some gold for thee. 

Tim. Keep it I I cannot 'eat it, 

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a heap, — 

7'ini.. . . . Warr'st thou 'gainst 'Athens t 

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have 'cause! 

Titn. The gods confound them all, in tliy 'conquest ; aud 
' thpe aftei*, 'when thou hast conquered ! 

Alcib. Why 'me, Timon T 

Tim. That, by killing of villainB, tbou wast 'bom to con- 
quer my country. " 
Put-up ' thy gold : Go on, — 'here 's gold, — go on 1 
Be as a planetary plague, — when Jove 
Will, o'er some high-viced city, hang his poison 
In the sick 'air. Let not thy sword skip one : 
'Pity not honoured 'age for hia white beard ; 
He is a usurer. Strike' me the 'counterfeit matron ; 
It ia her ' habit" only that is honest 
Let not the 'virgin's cheek 

Make 'soft thy trenchant sword. Spare not the 'babe 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools estort" their mercy : 
But 'mince it sana remorse. Swear 'gainst 'all objects :'' 
Put 'armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whose proof nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall piei'ce a jot. 'There 'a gold to pay thy soldiers ; 
Make large confusion; and, thy fuiy spent, 
Confounded be 'thyself 1 Speak not, —be gone! 

Aleib. Hast thou gold 'yet 1 I '11 take the 'gold thou giv'at 

Not all thy 'counsel. 

*km w wtlb lightnlDB. ''dma 'O. B- eihanM 'nysis thlni; (b&t qui Ik 
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Tim. 'Dost thou, or dost thou 'not, heaven's 'curse upon 
thee! n'.'Z^lS." 

Consumptions sow 

In hollow bones of man ! strike their shai'p shins, 
And mar men's spurring ! Craek the lawyer's voice, 
That he may never more ' false title plead, 
Nor sound his quillets' sLrilly I hoar" the 3ameD,° 
That scolds against the quality of flesh, 
And not believes, ' himself ! Make curled-pate ruffians 

bald; 
Plague all I Ay.^Tbere 's 'more gold : 
Do you kill 'others, and let this kill 'you, 
And ditches grave'' you 'all ! 
Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens! Farewell, 
Timon : _m 

If I thrive well, I '11 visit thee again. ^H 

Tim. If I 'hope well, I '11 never see thee mors. ^H 

Alcib. I never did thee harmT ^H 

Tim. Tee, thou spok'et 'well of me. 

Alcib. Call'st thou 'that harm? 

THm. Men daily find it such. Get thee away, and take 

Thy beagles with thee. 
Aldh. We but offend him.— Stiike ! ['"°""™'.M''S^t'°™'^ 
Timon is alone ; and, feeling more and more Cunished, agioln 
begins to dig for food. 

7?»i. That Nature, being 'sick of man's unkindness, 
Should yet be 'hungry! — Common mother, thou, 
Yield 'him — who all thy human sons doth hate,° — 
Prom forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor 'root 1 
Let it no more bring out ingratef ul 'man ! 
O, a root ? —dear thanks l — 

Dry up thy marrows,' vines, and plough-torn leas j 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts 
And morsels unctuous, so greases his pui-e mind, 
That from it all consideration' slips ! 
Bui who now approaches ? It is the cynic Apemantus. We have 
thus an opportunity of contrasting that double portraiture of mental 
passion in which Shakespeare delighted to indulge ; but, beyond 
their hatred of mankind, these rivai snarlers have nothing in com- 
mon. Timon growls out : 

'More man? Plague I plague! 
Apei'i. ... I was 'directed hither : — Men repoi-t. 

Thou dost afi'ect 'my manners, and dost use them. 
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Tim. 'T ia, then, because thou dost not keep a dog, 
"Whom I 'would imitnte. Consumption catch thee 1 

Apem. This is in ' thee a nature but 'affected ;" 
A poor 'unmanly melancholy, Bprung 
From change of fortune." Why this spade 1 this 

place? 
TluB slave-like habit T and these looka of care f 
Thy 'flatterers yet wear silt, drink wine, lie soft. 
Hug their diseased perfnmes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods 
By putting-on the cunning of a "cai'per;" 
Be ' thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has 'undone thee : 'hinge thy knee, 
And let his very 'breath whom thou 'It observe. 
Blow-off thy cap ; praise his moat 'vicious sti-ain. 
And call it escellent. "Thou wast told thus ; 
Thou gav'st thine ears, — like tapsters that bid welcome 
To Imavea, and 'all approachers: 'T is most just 
That 'thou turn rascal: hadst thou wealth 'again, 
Bnscals should have 't. Do 'not assume 'my likeness. 

Tim. . , . 'Were I like 'thee, I 'd throw away myself. 

ApRm. Thou ' baet cast away thyself, ' being like thyself ; 
A 'miiLlman so long, now a ' fool. What I think'st 
That the bleak aii', thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put 'thy shirt on 'warm*! Will these mossed" 

trees. 
That have outlived the eagle, page' thy heels, 
And skip where thou point'st outt Will the cold 

brook 
Candied with ice, caudle' thy 'morning-taste, 
To cure thy o'er-night'a 'surfeit ? Call the creatures, — 
Whose 'naked natures live in 'all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven, — whose bitre unhoused trunks. 
To the conflicting elements exposed, 
Answer mere 'natui*e, — bid ' them flatter thee j 
O, thou shalt find — 

Tim. A fool, of 'thee 1 Depart! 

Apetn. I love thee better 'now than 'e'er I did. 

?Vm. I 'hate 'thee 'worse. Thou flatter'st 'misery. 

Apem. I flatter 'not ; but say, thou art a 'oaitiflT! 

U%m, , . . Why dost thou seek 'me out ? 

Apem. To vei thee. 
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7'ini. Always a 'villain's ofUce, or a 'fool's: 
Dost 'please tliyeelf in 't ? 

Apent. Ay. 

'J 'III. What! a 'knave too? 

Apeiii. If thou didst put this sour-culd habit on 
To castigate thy pride, 't were well ; Imt thou 
Doab it 'euforcedly : thou 'dst 'coiu'tier be agaiiij 
Wert thou not 'beggar. 
Thou shouldst desire to 'die, being misei'able. 

I'im. Not by 'his breath' that is 'more miserable. 
'Thou art a 'slave, whom Fortune's tender ai'm 
With favour never clasped, bat bred a 'dog." 
Hadst thou, like us, from our Hist Bwatli," proceeded, 
By those 'degrees^ that this brief world affords, 
(To such as may the passive drudges of it 
Preely command,)' thou wouldst have plunged thyaelf 
In geoeval 'riot; and have never learned 
The icy pi'ecepts of 'respect, but followed 
The sugared game before thee. But myaelfj — 
Who had the world as my confectionary ;' 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and 'hearts of mea 
At duty, more than I could frame employment j 
(That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak,) all* with one winter's bruBh,* 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ;— 'I, to bear this, 
That never knew but ' better, is some ' burden 1 
'Thy nature did 'commence in sufferance,- — time 
Halii made thee 'hai'd in 't. Why shouldst ' thou hate 
men? " 

They never flattered ' thee : what hast thou 'given t 
'Poor rogue hereditary ! Hence ! be gone ! — 
If thou hadst not been 'born the worst of men. 
Thou hadst been still a knave and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud 'yet t 

I'im. Ay, that I am not 'thee. 

Apem. 'I, that I was no 'prodigal. — 

Tim. ' I, that I 'am one Inow i 

Were all the wealth I have, shut up in ' thee, 
I 'd give thee leave to 'hang it ! . . . Get thee gone.— 
That the whole life of "Athens were in 'this ! 
Thus would I 'eat it, \^"^^f. 
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Apetn. Here ; I "ll 'mend thy feast. [".^ 

Tint. First mend my' company — take away tliyself ! 

Apem. Ho I sbaU mend mine 'own — by the lack of thine. 

3\m. T ia not 'well nipnded bo, it is but 'botched; 
If not, I would it "were. 

Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. 'Thee thither, in a whirlwind ! If thou wilt, 

TeU them there, I have 'gold ;— look, so I 'have. C""^ 

Apem. ' Here is no 'use for gold. 

Tim. The best and truest ; 

For here it 'sleeps, and does no 'hired harm. 

Apem. Where liest o' nights, Timon T 

Tim. Under that 'a above me. — 

Where feed'st 'thou o' 'days, ApemaotUHT 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather, where I 
'eat it. 

7Vm. 'Would 'poison were obedient, and knew 'my mind I 

Apem. Where wouldst thou send itT 

Tim. To 'sauce thy dishps. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou nearest com- 
pare to thy 'flatterers t 

Tim.. 'Women 'nearest; but 'men.^men are the things 
'themselves ! What wouldst thou do with the "world, 
Apemantua, if it lay in thy power 1 

Apem. Give it the 'beasts, to be rid of the 'men. 

Tim. Wouldst thou have thy'self fall in the confusion of 
men, and remain a beast 'wit^ the beasts t 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

2im. A ' beastly ambition — which the gods grant thee to 
'attain to I If tliou wert the ' lion, the fox would 'beguile 
thee : if thou wei't the ' lamb, the fox would 'eat thee ; 
if thou wert the ' fox, the lion would suspect thee, 
when, peradventure, thou wei-t accused by the ass : it 
thou wert the 'ass, thy dulneas would torment thee; 
and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the 'wolf ; 
if thou wert the 'wolf, thy 'gi-eediness would afflict 
thee, and oft thou ehouldst baz:trd thy life for thy 
dinner: wert thou the 'unicorn, piide and wi-atb would 
'confound thee, and make tbiue own 'seK the conquest 
of thy fury: wert thou a 'bear, thou wouldst be killed 
by the 'horse: wert thou a 'horse, thou wouldst be 
seized by the 'leopard: wert thou a 'leopard, thou 
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wert geiTDaiie' to the lioa, and tlie spots of thy Jrindred 
were iuiora on thy life ; all thy safety were 'remotioii,'' 
aud thy defence, abaeuce. "What beast 'couldat thou 
be, that were not 'subject to a beast t and what a beast 
ai-t thou 'ah'eady, that seest not thy 'lose in transforma- 

Apem. If thou 'couldat please me with speaking to me, thou 
'mightat have hit upon it 'here ; — "The Commouwealth 
of Athens is become a 'forest of beasts. 

Tim. . . . How has the ass 'broke the wall, that 'thou art 
out of the city? 

Apevi. ... Sonder come a Poet and a Painter. The plague 
of 'company hght upon thee 1 When I know not what 
'else to do, I 'fl see thee aj^ain. 

Titii. When there is nothing living but 'thee, thou shalt 
be welcome. I had rather be a beggai''s 'dog than 
ApemantuB. 

Apeiii. Thou art the 'cap° of aSV the foole alive ! h 

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to 'spit upon I J 

1 11 'beat thee — but I should infect my hands. H 

Apevi. I would my tongue could 'rot them off! ^B 

2'im. Away! Choler does kill me that thou art 'alive; 
I swoon to 'see thee. Away, thou tedious rogue I 

Apern. Beast! toad! 

SHm. Slave I Bogue, rogue, rogue ! ^^"^"['s".!^ 

I am 'aick of this false world ; and will love naught 
But even the mere 'necessities upon it. 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy 'grave: 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph, 
That Death, in me, at others' hves may laugh. — 

He aErain looks at the treasure he has found. 
O gold ! sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
'Twixt natural son aud sire I thou vahant Mars I 
Thou ever youug, fi'esh, loved, and dehcate 'wooer, 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian's'' lap ! thou visible god, 
That Bolder'st cloae" impoaBibilities, 
And mak'st them kiaa ! tbat apeak'st with every tongue, 
To evei-y 'purpose ! O thou touch' of hearts ! 
Think, thy slave, man, rebels ; and, by thy virtue, 

•■kin (hiTlne tb« umn (!?rm^ 'Tumoral tn ■dlxtann'. •'QT>n<d-\«^.t^aai^ _ 
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Set them into 'confounding odds — that 'beasta 

May liave the world iu empire! — Thy 'back, I pr'ythee 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. 'Long live fio, and HO die !^ — 'lam quit. — [^^; 

'More thiuga like men?— Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 
Some Thieves, heating of TimoD's concealed wealth, now accost 

1 fhUf. 'Where should he have this gold? It is Bome 
fragment, some aleoder ort' of bis remainder. The 
mere 'want of goUl, and the falling-from of his friends, 
'drove him into thia melancholy,— Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves? 

All. 'Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. 'Both too; and women's eons. 

1 Thief. "We are 'not thieves, but men that much do want. 

TVni. Tour gi'eatest want is, you want much of 'meat.'' 

' Why should you want ? Behold, the eai-th hath 'roots ; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred 'springs ; 
The oaks bear "mast," the briers scarlet hips ;* 
The bounteous housewbife, Nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mesa before you. Want ! 'why want T 

1 Thief. ' Wb cannot live on grasa, on berries, water, — 
Aa beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts 'themselves, the birds, and fishes t 
'You must eat 'men. Tet thanks I must you con ;" 
That you are thieves 'professed, — that you work not 
In ' holier shape ; for there is boundless theft 
In 'limited' professions. Rascal thieves, 
Here 'a gold! Go, suck the subtle blood o' the 'grape. 
Till the high fever seethe' your blood to froth. 
And so 'scape hanging. Trust not the 'physician; 
Hia 'antidotes are poison, and he 'slaya 
More than 'you 'I'ob. Take wealth and lives ' together ; 
Do villainy, do, (since you profess" to do 't,) 
tike 'workmen. I '11 'example you with thievery: — 
The 'Sun 's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Bobs the vast Sea ; the ' Moon 's an 'arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she anatciiea from the Sun ; 
The 'Sea 's a thief, whose hquid surge resolves 
The Moon into salt tears ; 'each thing 's a thief ; 
The ' laws, (your curb aud whip,) in their rough power 
Have 'unchecked theft. Love not 'yourselves ; away I 
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Rob one 'another. There 's 'more gold : cut throats ; 
'All thiit you mett are thieves ! To Athens, go : 
Break-opeu shopa ; nothing can yon 'steal, but 'thievea 
Do lofie it. Steal not 'less* for this I gi^e you ;" 
Aud gold confound you howsoe'erl Amen. ["^rol,"" 
Timcin goes into hia Cave, and the Thieves " steal themHelves 
away." Then Flavius, the Steward, who had been for some time 
watching from a distance, approaches, as Timon returns : 

Tim. Away! . . . "What art tbou? 

J^'av. Have you forgot 'me, sir? 

Tim. Why dost ask that ■? 1 have forgot 'aU met. ; 

Then, i£ thou gi-ant'st thou art a man, I 'have forgot 
thee. 
Flav. An honest poor servant of yours — 
7'im. Then I know thee 'not : 

I ne'er had 'honest men about me; — ay, all 

I kept were 'knaves, to aerve-jn^ meat to 'villains. 
J'^uv. The gods are witness, 

Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 

Por his undone lord, thau 'mine eyes for 'yon. 
Tim. "What! dost tbou weep^ — Come nearer: then I loye 
thee, 

Because tbou art a 'woman, and disclaim'st 

Flinty mankind, — whose tyes do never flow," 

Except through'love and ' kughte]-. Pity 's 'sleeping : — 

Strange times, that weep with 'laughing, — 'not with 
weeping 1 
Flav. I beg of you to 'know me, good my lord ; 

To 'accept my grief ; and, whilst this poor wealth lastB, 

To entertain me as your Steward stilL 
Thn. . ..'Had I a Steward 

So true, BO jnat, and now so comfortable? 

It abnost turns my 'dangerous nature 'mild.' 

Let me behold thy face. . . . 

Forgive my general and 'exceptless rasbncBS, 

Perpetual- sober gods ! 1 do proclaim 

'One honest man, — mistake me not,— 'but one! 

How fain would I have hated all 'mankind : 

But 'all, save thee, I fell" wilh 'curaea 1 

Thou 'singly honest man, 

Here, take : — [','^'"] the gods, out of 'my misery. 

Have sent thee 'treasure. Go, live rich, and happy ( 
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But thus conditioned : — Thou slialt build 'from* men ; 

Hate 'all, 'curse all : bIiow charity to 'uoue ; 

But let the famimhed Aenh elide from the bone, 

Ere thou 'relieve the beggar : give to 'dogs 

What thou deny'st to 'men ; let prifions swallow them, 

Debts wither them to nothing: Be men like 'blasted 

woods! 
And may 'diseases lick-up their false bloods I 
And ao, farewell, and thrive. 

Flav. 0, let me stay, and 'comfort you, my master. 

2'i»i. If thoTj hafc'st 

Curses, stay 'not ) fly, whilst thou art blest and free : 
Ne'er see thou man — and let me ne'er see ' thee t [,^™°iV. 



The report of Timon's wealth is soon spread, and many parasites 
hasten to fawn and feed on him. The Poet and the Painter quickly 
repair to his cave, where the misanthrope overhears their selfish 
conversation. The Painter says : 

Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be ' far where 
he abides. 

Poet. This breaking of hia has heen but a try for his friends T 

Pain. Nothing else ; you shall see him a 'palm in Athens 
again, and flourish with the highest. 

Poet, What have you 'now to preaent unto him T 

Pain. Nothing, at this time, but my 'visitation ; only I wiU 
'promise him an escelleut piece. 

Poet. 'I must serve him so too; tell him of an 'intent 
that 's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good, as the beat ! ' Pfomising is the very 'air o' the 
time ; it opens the eyes of expectation : 'performauce 
is ever the duller for his act ; atid, but in the plainer 
and simpler kind of people, the 'deed of saying'' is quite 
out of use. To 'promise is most courtly and fashion- 
able : 'performance is a kind of will, or testament, — 
which argues a great sickness in 'his judgement that 
makes it. [mi%. 

As they retire, Timon advances from his Cave : 

Tim. [*iW".i Excellent workman! Thou canstnotpaintaman 

So bad as is thyself O, Gold 1 Gold ! Gold I 

What a 'god is gold, that he is worshipped 
In a baser temple than where 'swine feed I 



t 



Acts. BcpiiPl.] TIMOS OF ATHEKa 435 

'T ia thou that I'igg'at the liark and plough'st the foam ; 

Settlest admired reverence in a shive : 

To thee be worship ! and thj saints for aye 

Be crowned with plagues, that thee 'alone obey ! 

. . . 'Fit I 'meet them. [,'::,;,?., 

J'oet. Hail, worthy Timon ! our late noble master ! 

Tim. Have I once lived to see ' two honest men ? 

J'oet. Sir, having often of your bounty tasted ; 

Hearing you were retired, your friends fallen off. 
Whose thankless natures — abhon-ed spirits 1 
Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What ! to 'you, whose star-like nobleness gave influence 
To their whole being ! 1 am rapt,* and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size" of 'words. 

Tim. Let it go 'naked, — men may see 't the better : 
You, that are honest, by being what you are, 
Make 'them best seen and known. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service. 

Tim. 'Most honest men! Why, how shall I 'requite yout 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water I no ? 

Both. TSTiat we 'can do, we '11 do to do you service. 

Tim. Tou 'are honest men. You have heard that I have 
goldT 
I am 'sure you have ; speak truth ; you are 'honest men. 

Pain. So it is 'said, my noble lord ; but ' therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. 'Good honest men!- — ^[^1^1.] 'Thoudraw'st r coun- 
terfeit," 
Best in all Athena : thou art, 'indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively.'' — [^ruLj."] And, for ' thy 

'fiction, 
Why, thy verse swells with 'stuff so fine and smooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine 'art. — 
But, for all this, my hones t-uatured friends, 
I must needs say, you have a little ' fault. 

Both. Beseech your honour to make it known to us. 

Tim. You 'U take it 'ill? 

Both. Most ' thankfully, my lord. 

IHm. There 'a ne'er a one of you but 'trusts a knave, 
That mightily 'deceives you. 
Ay, and you hear him 'cog,* 'see him dissemble, 
Know his gross 'patchery, love him, feed him. 
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Keep ID your bosom : yet remain assured. 

That be 'a a 'roade-np* villaio I 
J^ain. We ' know none such, my lord. 
7'im. Look you, I love you well ; I '11 'give you 'gold : 

'Rid me these villaios from your companies ; 

' Hang them, or 'stab them, 'drown them in a draught ;* 

'Confound them by 'some coarse, — and come to 'ine ; 

I '11 give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, my lord ; let 's know them. 
l\tn. Tou ' that way. and you ' this ; not'' two in company — 

Each man 'apart, all single and alone. 

Yet an 'arch-villain keeps him company. 

[/ijof,'.] li- where 'thou ai-t, 'two villains shall not be, 

Come not near 'him. — [p°^?;] If 'thou would' at not 
reside 

But where 'one villain is, then 'iiim abandon. — 

Hence I pack ! there 'a gold. Ye 'came for gold, ye 
slave B : 

You 'Ijave done work' for me, theip 'a payment: Hence! 

You are an alchymist, — make gold of 'that. [""i."]!,?'" 

Out, rascal-dogs ! [JnA',?SSiS 

It will be remembered that Alcibiadeshad, in consequence of the 
ingratitude and injustice of the people oF Athens, taken up arms 
against them. In their dire distress, the Citizens now think of 
entreating the aid of Tiroon— ^who had, in earUer life, been their 
General, equally distinguished for bravery and patriolism. They 
now send a deputation of the most powerful Senators to crave his 
assistance, and to wait on him in his rude dwelling-place, — to which 
they are conducted by the faithful Flavius : 

Flav. Here is his Cave.— 

Peace and content be here ! — [cuungi Lord Timon I 
Timon 1 
I Look out. and speak to ' friends. The Athenians, 

H ■ By two of their moat reverend Senate, greet thee; 
H Upeak to them, noble Timon. 

Timon enters : 
Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, buru ! — Speak, and be 
hanged : 
For each 'true word, a blister I and each 'false 
a cauterizing" to the root o' the tongue, 
Consuming it '"" '■'ueaking! 

A. = O. R. you liBVB work. 

tOB (O. TV CI 
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2 Sen. The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 

Tim. I Ihank them; and would send them back . . - the 

Could I but 'catch it for them. 
1 Sen. 0, forget 

"What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The Senators, with one consent of love, 
'Entreat thee back to Athens ; bo to repel 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild; 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace, and shakes his threat 'ning Bword 
Against the walls of Athens. Therefore, Timon,— 

Tim Well,Rir,I'wm;— 'therefore I will, sir;— 'TJius:— 

If Alcibiades 'kill my countrymen. 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, — 

That Timon cai'es not I But, if he 'sack fair Athens, 

And take our goodly age'd men by the beards ; 

Giving our holy vii'gius to the stain 

Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brained 'war ; 

' Then let hitn know, — and tell him, Timon speaks it, — 

In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot 'choose but tell him, — that I care not ! 

And 'let him take 't at 'worst; for their 'knives care 

not, 
"While yon have ' throata to answer : For 'myself. 
There 's not a whittle" iu the unruly camp, 
I But I do prize it at my love, before 

I The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of propitious'' 'gods, — 
As ' thieves to ' keepers ! 

Flavius sonowfiilly turns to the Senators ; 
^ao. Stay not: all 's in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my 'epitaph; 
I It wiU be 'seen 'to-morrow. My long sickness, 

I Of health and living, now begins to 'mend. 

And 'nothing brings me 'all things ! Go ; ' live still : 
Be Alcibiades your 'plague, — you 'his, — 
And l^t so, long enough 1 
1 Sen. "We speak in vain. 

Tim. . . . But yet I 'love my country, and am not 
One that 'rejoices in the common wrack. 
' Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 
And tell them, that,— to ease them of their griefs, 
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Their fears of lioatilo Btiokes, their aobes, theii- Iosbsb, 
Their pangs of love, with other iucidenl, thi-oes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth auBtiiin 
In life's uucertaiii voyage, — I will 'some kindness do 

them : 
1 '11 teach them to "prevent wild. Aloibiades' wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well ; be 'will retiii'n again. 

7'im. ... I have a tree which grows so neai- my cave," 
That mine own use 'invites me to cut down, 
And shortly 'must I fell it : Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens, — in the sequence of degree,'' 
From high to low throughout, — ^that whoao please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haete, — 
Come hither, 'ere my tree hath 'felt the ase, . . . 
And 'hang himself ! — I pray you, do my greeting. — 
Come not to me ajritin ; but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his 'everlasting luuision 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Whom, once a day, with hie emliossed' froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover: thither come. 
And let my 'grave-stone be your 'oracle. — 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is amias, plague and infection mend ! 
'Graves 'only be men's v^orks, and 'death their 'gain ! 
Sun, 'hide thy beams ! Timon hath 'done his reign. 



AlcibiadcB is enabled, by a compramiai 
conqueror; and then, as a magiatrale, to ci 
with the olive-wreaths of peace.— A few days later, a strange tomb 
IB found on the wild sea-beach. Whether Timon had sho.tened his 
own life, or sunk: slowly under the self-imposed load of misan* 
thropic misery, we know not. The rude inscription on the stone 
is this : 

" Here lies a Vfretched corse, of wretched soul bereft : 
Seek not my 'name: — a plague consume you wicked 

caitiffs left ! 
Here lie I, Timon ; who, (dive, all living men did hate ; 
Pass by, and curse thy 'fill ; but pass, — and stay not 
here thy gait." 

End of Timoh of Athens. 





THE TEMIPBST. 



The play of the Tempest is considered to be the most original ot 
alt Shakespeare's works ; the plot and the characters are of his own 
imagining, (He may, indeed, — or must — have read Jourdan's 
" Discovery of the Barmudas.the Isle of Divels," (iGio,) or an earlier 
play, now lost, but known to us through its German version, as 
" The Fair Sidea.") There is no reliable record of its first perform- 
ance until 1613, but it was not printed til] in the folio of t&23. In 
that work, it is the first in order, but it is believed to be the last ol 
Shakespeare's compositions. 

Several annotators have ■' cudgelled their brains " concerning the 
locality of the Play. Some would place it in the Bermuda" islands, 
on account of the statement that the wrecked ship was hidden in a 
nook of " the still vexed Bermoothes : " overlooking the contem- 
porary fact that the rest of the fle-t were, at the same lime, afloat 
on the Mediterranean, " bound sadly home for Naples " (see p. 446.) 
To avoid this difficulty, the small island of Lampedusa, between 
Malta and the coast of Africa, has been, with even more inconsist- 
ency, named. But, without attempting to decide this learned con- 
troversy, it may be suggested that there is not only a Physical but 
a Poetical Geography — including the vast undiscovered country 
of " No Man's Land," (bounded on the north by No-where, and on 
the east by Every-where,) to which our untravelled poet has fre- 
quently resorted, 

— " giving to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name." 

Out author has embodied the principal superstitions of his age 
in several dramas : Fairies are represented in " A Midsummer 
Night's Dream "—ghostly visitants in ■■ Hamlet "—witches and 
night-hags in '■ Macbeth " — aerial spirits and necromancers in 
■■TheTempesl." 

From this play we learn — the mutability of regal sway, the blessed - 

oesB of forgiveness, and the happiness of that man who can say — 

" My mind to me a Kingdom is." 
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The Characters retained 
Aloszo, King of Naples. 
Rebabtiah, M» Brother. 
Pbobpkbo, tM rightful Duke of 

Antonio, hi* Brother, tJte wnirp- 

ing Duke of iiUan. 
FEBMNiND, Son to the King of 

NapUt. 
GuNZALo, an ho7ie»t old Couniet- 



lor. 
Gaxjbah, 

Hiave. 
The Seer 



a aatxige and deformed 



c of the Play is on an 
some critics, in the Mediterranean 
central Atlantic group not far from 
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in this Condensation are : 
Tbisodlo, a JeiUr. 
Stephano, a drunken Butler. 
Miranda, Daughter to Pro»pm 
AuiKt., an lary Spirit. 

□ebeb, 

' SpirUe. 
N//aipha, 1 
Jteapem, J 
Other Spirits attending on Pro*- 

i enchanted island ; localized, by 
; by others in the Bermudas — a 
America. 
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Though Piospero, Duke of Milan, cannot be charged with either 
sloth or vice, yet he had neglected the duties of government that 
he might indulge in study— especially of the Occult Sciences. To 
gain time for his knowledge of the aicana of Nature, he delegated 
the ducal authority to his brother Antonio. This brother soon 
expels the studious anchorite from Milan, and usurps and retains 
the dukedom. The deposed Prospero and bis daughter Miranda, 
are, by the minions of the usurping brother, reported to be dead; 
but, almost miraculously preserved, they are cast on an uninhabited 
island, at Some distance from his usurped territory. 

One of the persons charged with this expulsion — the good old 
lord Gonzaio.^being friendly to his late kind sovereign, took care 
to furnish him with many of his favourite volumes. From these, 
the banished Prospero acquires such further knowledge of Nature 
as enables him to render even the elements subservient to his will. 

Antonio the usurper— with Alonzo King of Naples, bis son 
Prince Ferdinand, his brother Sebastian, and many Courtiers, had 
put to sea for the purpose of visiting in Tunis, — a city of Northern 
Africa,— a daughter of the King of Naples, Prospero, by his art, 
and by the instrumentality of certain Spirits of the Island,— the 
chief agent among these immaterial existences being a little tricksy 
spirit called Ariel,— raises a Tempest ; by the violence of which 
the royal voyagers are thrown upon this lonely island ; its only 
human inhabitants being Prospero and his daughter Miranda. The 
vessel is stranded — the death-shrieks of the passengers and crew 
are heard — all appears to be lost — and " a thousand furlongs of sea 
would be gladly exchanged for an acre of barren ground." 



i 



Mlro. If, bj your art, ray dearest father, 'you have 
Fai the wild waters iu tliua roai;, aii.a'j tUenj. 
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BomoU.l TUB TEMi-EST. Ail 

■ The Bky, ib seeme, would pour dowu btinkiog pitch, 
I But that the sea, mouuting to thd welkiii'B cheek, 
f Danhes the fire out. Oh ! I have suffered 

With those that I 'saw suffer : — a brave veasel, 
That had, no doubt, some noble ci-eatures in her. 
Dashed all to pieces! O, the cry did knock 
Aj^sinst my very 'heart! Poor soula, they perished! 
Had 'I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea 'within the earth, — or ere' 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The fraughting" souls within her ! 
J'ros. Be collected : 

No more amazement. Tell your piteous heart, 
There 'u no 'harm done. 
Mira. O, woe the day I 

Proa. ' No harm : 

I have done nothing but in care of ' thee, 
(Oi tbee, my dear one ; thee, my daughter,) who 
Art ignorant of what ' thou ai't, nought knowing 
Of whence 'I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, — master of a full"-poor cell, 
And thy no 'gi-eater father. 
Mira. ' More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 
Proa. 'T ia time 

I should inform tbee ' further. — ^Ijend thy himd, 
And pluck my 'magic garment from me. — So t [t^',^'" 
Lie theie, my art, — Wipe thou thine eyes ; have com- 
fort. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touched 
The very vu'tue of compassion in thee, 
I have, with such prevision^ in mine art, 
So safely ordered, that there is no 'losa'^ 
No, not BO much perdition as a 'hair. 
Betid' to any creature, in the vessel, 
Which thou beard'st 'cry, which thou saw'st sink. 

Sit down ; 
For tbou must 'now know further. 
Mira. You have often 

' Begun to tell me what I am ; but 'stopped. 
And left me to a 'bootless' inquisition, 
Concluding, " Stay : 'not yet." 
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Pros. The hour 'e 'now come : 

The very 'mmnte bids thee ope thine ear : 
Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time 'before we came unto this cell? 
I do not 'think thou cunet; for then thou wast nut 
Out' three years old. 

Mirn. Certainly, air, I can. 

Pros. By what T By any other house ? or person ? 
Of 'anything the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. "I is far off; 

And rather hke a 'dream, than an aBntm'ance 
That my remembrimce warrants : Had I not 
Four or five women once, that tended me 1 

Pros. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda: But how is it 
That 'this lives in thy mind? What seest thou 'else, 
In the dark backward and abysm" of time? 
If Ibou remember'nt aught 'ere thou cam'at here, 
' How thou cam'st here thou may'st. 

Mira. But that I do not. 

Proa. . , . Twelve years eince, Mu'anda, — twelve years 

I Thy father was the Duke of Milao, 

And a Piince of power. 
Mira. 0, the heavens ! 

What ' foul play had we, that we 'cazne from thence ? 

Or ' blessed was 't, we did "i 
Pros. Both, both, my girl : 

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heaved 'thence — 

But blessedly holp° hither ! 
1 Mira. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen'' that I have tui-ned you to, — 
' "Which is ' from my remembrance. Please you, farther? 

I Pros. My brother and thy uncle, called Antonio, — 

' I pray thee, mark me, — -that a ' brother should 

Be so perfidious ! — he whom, next thyself, 

tOf all the world I loved, and to him put 
The manage' of my state ; — as, at that time. 
Through ^1 the Signiories it was the first. 
And Prospero the ^rime duke; being so reputed 
In 'dignity; and, for the liberal arts. 
Without a parallel ; those being all my study, — 
Tie 'government I cast upon ray brother, 



And to my state grew 'strangev, being traueported 
And rapt in 'aecret studies. Thy false uncle- 
Dost thou attend me? — having both tlie key* 
Of officer and office, set all beaita i' the state 
To what tune pleased 'bis ear ; tbnt now be wa 
Tbe 'ivy which bad bid my pi-incely trunk. 
And sucked my verdure out on 't. — Tbou attend'st not' 

Mira. O, good air, I do I 

I'roa. I, tbus neglecting worldly ends, in nay false brothe: 
Awaked an evil nature : hence his ambition 'growing. 
He needs will be 

'Absolute' Milan. Me," poor man ! my 'library 
Was dukedom large enough : of 'temporal royalties 
He thinks me 'now incapable ; confederates 
(So dry'' he was for sway) with the King of Naples — 
To give bim annual 'tribute, do him 'homage. 
Subject hia 'coronet to 'hia 'crown, and. bend 
The dukedom, yet unbowed, (alaa, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. the heavens I 

I'ros. This King of Naples, being an enemy 

To 'me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit ; 
"Which wa^, that he, in lieu o' tbe premises," — 
Of homage; and I know not how much tribute, — 
Should presently' extirpat-e me and mine 
'Out of the dukedom; and confer fair Milan, 
With all tbe honours, on my 'brother ; Whereon, — 
A treacherous army levied, — one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Autouio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, i' tbe dead of darkness, 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
'Me, and thy crying 'self. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not that hour 'destroy us ? 

i'roa. Dear, they 'durst not ; but 

With colours 'fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few,' they hurried us aboaid a bark. 
Bore us some leagues to s«a ; where they prepared 
A rotten carcass of a boat,''^ — not rigged, 
Nor tackle, saU, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : — there they hoist us, 
To cry to the sea, — that 'roared to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, — whose pity, sighing back agaiii, 
Did ua but 'loving wrong. 
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I JUira. Alack, what ti'ouble ■was I then to you 1 
" oa. O, a 'cherubim" 

Tliou wast, that didst pi^eserve me. Thou didst 'amile, 
(lufused" with a fortitude from heavtu,) 
Wheu I have decked" the sea with drops full salt, 
Under my burden groaned ; which raised in me 
An undergoing atomacb," to beai'-up 
Against what should 'ensue. 
ra. How came we 'ashore T 

vs. By Providence divine! — 
Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 
Out of his charity did give us ; with 
Bich garments, linens, stuffu, and ueceasaries. 
Which since have steaded much : so, of hie gentleness, 
Knowing' I loved my books, he furnished me. 
From mine own hbrary, with 'volumes that 
I prize 'above my dukedom. 

Mira. 'Would I might but evei- 'see that maul 

Ji'roa. Now I arise. [miei^'Ji.'Siw* 

Sit still, and hear the 'last of our sea sorrow. 
Here in this island we aiTived ; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princess' can, — ^tbat have more time 
For 'vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

J/iVa. Heavens thank you for 't! And now I pray you, air, — 
For still 't is beating in my 'mind, your reason 
For raising this sesrstorm? 

J'roa. . . , Know thus far forth : — 

By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune 
(Now my dear lady,)' hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore ; and by my prescience, 
I find my zenith' doth depend upon 
A most anspicious star; whose iufluei 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after 'droop. . . . Here 'cease more questions. 
Thou art inclined to sleep ; 't is a 'good dulness. 
And give it way :— I know thou canst not choose,— 

Come away, servant, come ! I am ready 'now ; 
Approach, my ArieL Come 1 

■one of tba hlghfet ordur ol aplrlta, a cl 
■■ atabboru lietcrmlufltion. ' priiicisi 
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And, like a ball of fire, Atiel, the genlle and familiar Spirit, wheels 

down — to give an account of the Tempest, and of his circumspective 

care for the royal passengers and the crew. 

Ari. All hail, great master! grave sir, hail! I come 
To 'anawer thy best pleasure j be 't to fly, 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curled clouds : — to thy stroug bidding, task 
Ariel, and all his quality.' 

Proa. Hast tbou. Spirit, 

Performed to 'point" the Tempest that X bade theel 

Ari. To every article. 

1 boarded the 'King's ship : now on the beak,° 

Now in the waist,' the decl, in every cabin, 

I 'flamed amazement: sometime I 'd divide, 

And burn in 'many places ; on the topmast. 

The yards," and bowsprit/ would I flame distinctly, 

Then meet and join. 'Jove's lightnings, — the precur- 

O' the dreadful thunder-claps, — more momentaij 
And sigbt-outninnjng were not : the fire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune' 
Seem to ' besiege, and make his bold waves tremble, — 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

I'ros. My brave Spirit !^ 

, Who was so firm, so constant, that this coir 

Would not infect Lis 'reason? 

Ari. Not a soul 

But 'felt a fever of the mad, and played 
Some 'tricks of desperation. All (but mariners) 
Plunged in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel, — 
Tben 'all a fire with 'me: tlie King's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair), 
Was the ' first man that leaped ; cried, " ' Hell is 'empty. 
And 'all the devils are 'here.'' 

I'ros. Why, that 'h my Spirit ! 

But ai'e they, Aiiel, 'safe? 

Ari. Not a 'hair perished; 

On their sustaining' 'garments not a 'blemish. 
But ' fresher than before ; and, as thou badd'st me, 
In troops I 'have dispersed them 'bout the isle. 
The King's 'son have I landed by 'himself;^ 



»■ (0. 11. bore-Bpritt), 
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Whom I left, cooling of the air witli sighs. 

In tin odii angle" of the iale; and sittiug, 

His ai'uis in mis ead kaot." 
Pros. Of the King's 'ship. 

The 'iDftriners, Bay how thou hast disposed, 

And all the rest o' the fleet? 

Safely in ' harbour 

Ib the King's 'ship; in the deep nook, where once 

Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 

Prom the still-vest Eermoothes,' there she 'a 'hid ; 

The 'mariners, all under hatcheB" stowed, — 

Whom, with a charm joined to their suffeied labour, 

I have left asleep: And for the 'rest o' the fleet 

(Which I dispersed,) they all have met ^aiu. 

And are upon the Mediterranean flote° 

Bound sadly home for Naples, — 

Supposing that they saw the King's ship 'wrecked,' 

And his great person 'perish ! 
Proa. ArieJ, thy charge 

Exactly is performed : The time 'twixt six and now 

Must by us both be spent most preciously. 
Ari. ... 'Is there 'more toilt Since thou doet give me 
'paius, 

Let me remember thee what thou haet 'promised, — 

Which is not 'yet performed me. 
Pros. How now ? moody t What ia 't thou canst demand ? 
Ari. My 'liberty. 

Pros. Before the time be out T No more ! 
Ari. Remember, I have done thee 'worthy service ; 

Told thee no bes ; made no mistakinga ; served 

Without or grudge, or grumblings. Thou didst 
promise 

To 'bate' me a full year. 
Pros. Dost thou forget 

From what a torment I did ' free thee ? 

Thou dost ; aud think'st it much to tread the ooze'' 

Of the salt deep ; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 

To do me business in the veins o' the eai-th, 

When it is baked with frost — 
Ari. I do 'not, sir. 

Pros. Thou liest, malignant thing I Hast thou forgot 

The foul witch Sycorax,' — who, with age and envy, 
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Was grown ioto a hoop? Last thou forgot 'her? 

Thou, my slave. 

As thou reporb'st thyself, waat then 'her Bervant : 

Aud, for thou wast a Spirit too dehcate 

To act her earthy* and abhorred commanda, 

'Befuaing her grand 'heats," Bhe did confine thee 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 

Imprisoned, thou didat painfully remain 

A dozen years: within which space she died, 

And 'left thee there, — where thou didst vent thy ffroans 

As faat as mill-wheels strike. 'Tlien was this island 

(Save for the 'son which she did litter here, 

A freckled whelp, hag-born) not honoured with 

A 'human shape. 

Art. Yes; Caliban," her son. 

J'ros. Dull thing, I 'say so ; he, that Caliban, 

Whom now ' I keep in aeivice. Thou best know'st 
What torment I did find thee in : thy gj-oana 
Did make 'wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
m Of ever angry ' bears. It was 'mine art, 
B (When I arrived and heard thee,) that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

jiri. I thank thee, master I 

J'ros. If thou 'more murmui-'st, I will leud an 'oak, 
Aud peg tliee in 'his knotty entrailn, till 
Thou haat howled away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, maater 1 

I 'will be correspondent'' to command, 
And do my spu'iting' gently. 

J'ros. Do so ; and, after two days, I 'will discharge thee 

Ari. That 's my noble master ! 

What shall I do * say what ? what shall 1 do ? 

J'ros. Go, make thyself like a Nvmph o' the Sea : 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Hence witb diHgence I [J^'^ 
Awake, dear heart ! thou hast slept well ; awake 1 [hiiwh. 

Mira. . . . The strangeness of your story put 



fros. Shake it off. Come on ; 

We '11 visit Caliban my slave, who never 
Yields us 'kind answer. —What ho! Slave! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou 1 speak 1 
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Cai. [c.^3 There's wood 'enough within. 
J'rog. Come forth, I say ! there 'a 'other busineBB for thee : 
Come, thou tortoise I when! Thou poisonous slave 
oome forth 1 

Calibati enters : 
Cal. ... Ah wicked dew as e'er toj mother brushed, 
With raven's feather, from unwholesome fen, 
Drop on you 'both 1 [p™,] A south-west blow on 'you, 
And bUster you all o'erl 
I'ros. For this, be sure, to-iiight thou ehalt have cramps, 
r Si deuti tehee that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins" 

■ Shall, for that vast" of uight that they may work, 

I 'All exercise on 'thee I thou shalt be pinched 

I As thick as honey-combs,— each pinch more stinging 

Tlian bees that made them. 
Cai. ... I must eat my dinner. — 

This island 'a 'mine, by Syeorax my mother. 
Which thou tak'at from me. When thou earnest 'first. 
Thou Btrok'dst me, and made'sfc much of me ; woaldst 

give me 
Water with bemes° in 't ; and teach me how 
To name the bigger light,* and how the leas,' 
That bum by day and night : And then I ' loved thee, 
And showed thee all the quahties o' the iele,^ 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, bai'i'en place, and fertile : 
Curs'd be I that I did bo ! — All the charms 
Of Sj'coras, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 
For 'I am all the subjects that you have, 
Which first was mine 'own king ; and here you sty' me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest o' the island. 
Pron.^ Abhorred slave. 

Which any' print of '"oodnesa wilt not take, 

Being capable of all ill ! — I pitied thee, 

Took 'pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 

One thing or other. When thou didst not, savage. 

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst 'gabble like 

A thing most brutish, I endowed thy pm-pOHes 

With 'words that made them known ; but thy vile race, 

(Though thou didst learn,) had that in 't which 'good 

natures 
Could not abide to be with : therefore wast thou 



'Deservedly confined into this rock, 

Who badat deHerved 'more than a prison. 
Cid. Yiju tttitgbt me language : and my profit on 't 

Ih, I know how to 'curse ! The red plague" rid" you 

For 'learning me yonr language ! 
Pros. Hag-seed, hence ! 

Fetch U3 in fnel \ and be quick, thou wert best. 

To answer 'other businees. Shrugg'et thou, malice? 

If thou neglect'st, or dost 'unwillingly 

AVbat I command, I '11 'rack thee with 'old cramps ; 

Fill 'all tbj bones with aches f yea, make thee 'roar, 

That 'beasts shall tremble at thy din. 
Cul. No, 'pray thee ! — ^no !— 

HiMM I 'must obey: his art is of such power, 

It would control ray dam's god, Setebos,'' 

And make a vassal of ' him. 
Pros. So, slave ; hence 1 Ss^'^ 



Now, Ariel, as a Sca-nymph, is about to perform Prospero's com- 
mission, and to compel Ibe aitention of the rescued Ferdinarid. In' 
visibly, Ariel hovers around the Prince, and sings etratige intelli- 
gence of his drowned father. 

A.¥i. LwoEi,] Come unto these yellow sands, 
And then take liauils : 
■ Oourtsied when yon have, and kissed, 

^H (The wild waves whist,)'— 

^B Font it featly' here and there ; 

^^ And, awfiet Sprites, the burden' bear. 

Hatk I h-urk 1 
The watch-dogs bark : 
Hark, hark 1 1 hear 
The strains of strutting chanticleer. 

Fer. ' "Where should thismusicbe* i'theair? ortheearthT — 
It Bounds no more; — and, sure, it waits upon 
Some 'god o' the island. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping 'again the King my father's wreck, 
This ran sic crept by me upon the 'waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion. 
"With its sweet air ; thence I have followed it, . . . 
Or it hath 'drawn me rather. But 't is gone.— 
Ko, it begins again ! 
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Fill! fatliom* five thy father lies . 

Of his bones are 'corals ma^e ; 
TiiOFw ore 'pearls th at were hia 'eyes : 

Nothiug of him thnt doth fade, 
But doth Buffer a 'Heii-nhiinge 

Into Homi?thiiig rich and atianee. 
Sea.nymphs hourly ring his kuell ; 
Hark I now I heur Uieiu, — rtiug-dong, belL 



J^ei: The ditty does remember" my dfowned father. — 
Tbis in no 'mortal busineBS, nor no eoiind 
That the 'earth owes.'' — I hear it now 'above me ! — 

The ench anted r 

Ariel conducts him 

now standing : 

I'roa. The fringed cuitains of thine eye advance, 
Atiil say, what thou eeest youd'. 

Mira. What is 't t a Spirit ! I might call him 
A thing 'divine I for nothing 'natural 
I ever Baw 80 'noble 1 

Ferdinand stands rapt in equal admiration: 

J^er. Moat sure, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend : — vouchsafe, O wonder, — 

Mira. No wonder, Bii- ; and certainly no goddess. 

Fer. My language ? Heavena I — 

I am the 'best of them that speak this speech, 
Were I but where 't is spoken. 

rroa. How t the best ? 

What wert thou, if the ' King of Naples heard thee T 

Fer. A single^ thing, as I am now ; that wonders 

To hear thee 'speak of Naples. He 'does hear me. 
And that he does, I weep: 'myself am Naples ; 
Who, ivith mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld 
The King, my father, wrecked : the Duke of Milan, 
And hia brave son, being twain. 

I'roa. The Duke of Milan, 

And hia much braver 'daughter could confute" thee, 
If now 't were 'fit to do 't. — lAiaci At the fii'st sight 
They have changed eyes : — deUeate Ai'iel, 
I 'U set thee free for this 1^ — But this swift busineBfi 
I must 'uneasy make, lest too hght 'winning 
Make the 'prize light. — [fS,] ^^^e word more : I charge 
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That thou attend me : thou dost here 'usurp 
The name thou ow'et not ; auil bant put thyself 
Upon this ifiiand as a 'spy, to win it 
From 'me, the lord on 't. 

FtT. No, as I am a man ! 

Miro. There 'a notbing 'ill can dwell in 'such a temple: 
If the ' 111 Spirit have so fair a house, 
' Good thiugs will strive to dwell with 't. 

I^ros. Speak not you for him j be 's a 'traitor I — Come. 
I '11 manacle thy neck and feet together ; 
' Sea- water shalt thou diink ; thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook mussels, 'withered roots, and 'husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow ! 

Fer. No ; I will resist 'such entertainment, 

Till mine enemy baa more power. C^onifZ.^i'm.ntuJLik." 

Mira. O, dear father, make not too 'rash a trial of him. 
For he 's 'gentle, and not feai-ful." 

-Pros. What! my'footmytutor? — Putthyswordup, traitor; 
Whomak'st a'show,butdar'stnot strike; thy conscience 
Is so possessed with giiilt : Come from thy ward," 
For I can here disarm thee with this 'stick, 
And 'make thy weapen di-op. 

Mira. 'Beseech you, father 1 

J'ros. Silence ! . . . One word more 

SbaU make me 'chide thee, if not 'hate thee. What! 

An advocate for an 'impostor ? hush ! 

Thou think'st there are no more such shapes as he, 

Having seen but bim and Caliban : foolish wench 1 

To the 'most of men 'this is a CaLban, 

And they to him are 'angels ! 

Mira. ' My affections are then most 'bumble : 
I have no ambition to see a 'goodlier man. 

Froa. [fT?.] Come on ; obey ! . . . 

Thy nerves ai-e in their 'infancy again, 
And have no vigour in them, 

Fer. ... So they are ! 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound-up. — 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all my friends, nor this man's threats 
To whom I am subdued, are but 'light to me, 
Might I but, through my prison, once a day 
Behold this maid I all comers 'else o' the earth 
Let 'liberty make u,=ie of ; space enough 



452 THE READEb's BnASESFEAttO. [Acll 

Have 'I, in 'such a prison 1 
Pro%. i*.iac,j It works. — [p^^r ] Co*«e on. — 

Thou bast done well, fine Ariel ! Thou ahalt be as free 

As mountain winds; but then exactly do 

'All points of my command. 
AH. To tlie 'Hyllable, — 

I'ros. [|7°,]Con>e, follow.— [iiT;i.]Speaknot for him. — Follow! 

The Bpell-bound Prince obeya : willing to endure the imprison- 
ment which is thus inaugurated by Love. Bui the aim of Prospeto 
almoBt justifies the temporary wrong. It is by the marriage of 
Miranda and Ferdinand that he is not only to ensure his own res- 
toration to the dukedom, but to recover far his daughter her lost 
honours, and to rescue his native land from disgraceful vassalage 
to a foreign power. 

While Prince Ferdinand is thus imprisoned in Prospero's cell, 
the faithful Ariel is working on the minds of the ship-wrecked pas- 
sengers and crew. Their hope is that the young Prince has es- 
caped, hut the heart- stricken father. King Alonzo, cannot be thus 
consoled ; he feels assured that his son is lost. Lord Gonzalo 
Bays: 
Qon. Sir, he 'may 'live. 

I saw liim beat the surges tinder him, 
And ride upon their backs: he 'trod tlie water, 
1 Whose enmity he flung aside, and ' breasted 

The surge most swoln that met him : bis bold head 
' 'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oared 

Himself, with bis good arms, in lusty stroke 
I To the shore; — that o'er bis wave- worn basis 'bowed. 

As stooping to relieve him. 'I not doubt 
He came 'alive to land. 
' AXon. No, no ; he 's gone. 

Pr'yfchee, no more : tbou dost talk nothing to me. 
By some mysterious influence, the listeners fall down; 

N. . . What, all SO soon asleep ? I wish 'mine eyes 
Would, with themselves, shut up my ' tbougbta : I find, 
Tbey are 'inchned to do bo. 
The wily Sebastian treacherously advises : 
Seh. Please you, sir, do not omit the heavy 'offer: 
Sleep seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth. 
It is a 'comfoi'ter. 
It is Ariel's music which has lulled the shipwrecked men ttatlB. 
Antonio, the usurping Duke, now enters into a conspiracy with 
Sebastian to murder his sleeping brother. King Alonzo : but he is 
^^ saved by Xhe intervention of Ariel ; who is especially anxious, by 
^ Prosptro'a command, to protect ttie Vvic ot o\i Gowralo. The in- 
I »iaible Ariel approaches the Bleeping l-oiito ^■.ve.V.Ttv-wartnti^,,. 
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[ri. My mabtev, througli bis wt, foi'eseeB the danger 
That 'you, bis friend, are iii ; find sends me fovtli 
(For elue his project dies) to 'keep them ' living." ['"sSi'.l",.!^"'" 
Wliile yon here do Bnoring lie, 
Open-ejed CoiiBpiracy 

His time dolli take. 
If of life you keep » oHre, 
giiake off slumber, and beware ; 
Awske ! Awnke ! 
The King and bis Courtiers are thus suddenly aroused, and the 
conspiracy is thereby defeated. Alonzo in smazeniieiit bbIib ; 

Aloji. "Why, hoiv now ? Awake f Why are you drawn ? 

Wherefore this ghastly looking t 

The baffled Sebastian tells his story : 
Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose, 

Even now, we heard a hollow buret of bellowing. 

O, 't was a din to fright a 'monster's ear, — 

To make an 'earthquake ! Sure, it was the roar 

Of a whole 'herd of lions. 
^loH. Heard 'you this, Gonzalo? 

G(/ii. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a 'hummiug. 

And that a strauye one too. There 'was a noise, 

That 's verity : 't is best we atuiid upon our guard. 
Aloti. Lead off this ground, and let 's make further seai'ch 

For my poor sou. 
&on. Heavens keep him from these beastSj 

For he is, sure, i' the island. 
Alnn,. Lead away. \i-^^^<.\. 

Ari. Prospero my lord shall know what I have done : 
. So, King, go safely on to seek thy son. ik<.ii. 



The hatred of Caliban is greatly increased by hia threatened 
punishment. In the midst of a thunderstorm, he is dragging along 
a heivy burden of wood, and groaning out his spile and revenge : 
Cui. 'All the infection^i that the sun socks up 

From bogs, fens, Hats, on 'Prosper fall, and make him 

By inch-meal a 'disease ! His Spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs 'must curse. But ' they '11 nor pinch. 

Fright me with urchiu-sLows, pitch me i' the mire, 

Nor lead me, like a fii-ebrand in the diirk, 

Out of my way, unless ' he bid them ; but 

For evei-y ' ti'iile are they set upon me ; 
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■ Sometime, like 'apes, —that moe* aod chatter at me, 
I And after, bite me ; then like 'hedge-Logs, — which 
r Lie tumbling in my barefoot way, aud mount 
Their quills at my foot-fall : sometime am I 
All wound' with adders — which, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into 'mildness. . . . Lo, now, lo 1 
Here comes a Spirit of bis, and to torment me 
For biingiug wood iu slowly : I "II full flat ; 
'Perchauce he will not mind me. 

Caliban lies down, and carefully covers himsclfwith his skin 
cloak. Trinculo, the Jeatcr of tlie King of Naples, enters, looking 
foT shelter: 

2Viii. Here 's neither bush nor shrub to bear-off any 
weather at all, and 'another btorm brewing ; 1 hear it 
'sing i' the wiud; youd Bume blai-k cloud, yond huge 
one, looks like a foid bombard° that would 'shed his 
liquor. If it ulioiild thuutler as it did before, I know 
not where to ' liiile my head ; yond same cloud cannot 
choose but full by 'paih'uls.— What have we here? a 
man, or a fish! Dead, or alive f Afish: he 'smells 
like a fish ; a very ancient and fish-like smell ; a kind 
of, not of the newest, Poor-John.'' A 'strange fishl 
Were I in 'England now (as once I was), and had but 
this fish 'painted, not a holiday-fool there but would 
giveapieueof silver: 'there would this monster 'make" 
a man; 'any strauge bea^t there makes a man. When 
they will not give a 'doit to I'cHeve a lame beggar, they 
will lay out 'ten to see a dead Indian. — 'Legged, like 

Barnaul and his fina Uke 'aims! Warml o' my troth! 
, , . Ido now let 'loose my opinion: hold it no longer: 
this is 'no iish, but an islauder that hath lately sufl'ered 
by a thunder-holt. [,„'j;;j!!r.] Alas I the storm is come 
'again : my best way is to creep under his gaberdine ;' 
there is no 'otlier shelter hereabout : . . . Misery ac- 
quaints a man with 'strange bedfellows. 1 will here 
shroud, till the dregs of the storm be past. 

As Trinculo creeps under Caliban's skLn-cloak, Stephano, the 
drunken butler, enters singing, and carrying a bottle from which he 
frequently and freely imbibes : 
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This 18 a very scurvy tune to sing ut a mail's funeral. 
Well, here 'b my comfort. mrinti. 

The iDHBter, tlie swabber, the boatswain, anct I, 

The giuinur, Bud. his mate, 
Loved Mall, Mee, and Marian. Hnd Maigery, 
But none ut us oared for Kate : 
For she had a tongno with a tung,' 
Would oi'y to a sailor, Go hang ! 
She loved not tLo snvoar of tar, nor of pitch. 
Then to nett, boys, and let ' her f{o-hang for a witch.^ 
This is a scurvy tune too ; but here 's niy comfort, inrinu. 
Caliban moans out : 
Cal. Do not torment me : Oh ! 

Ste. . . . What 'a the matter t Have we 'devils hereT Ha! 
I have not 'scaped drowning, to be afeard now of your 
four legs. 
Cal. . . . The Spirit torments me ; Oh ! 
Ste. This is some 'monster of the isle, with four legs, ivho 
hath got, as I take it, an 'ague. Where should ha 
leai-n our language ? I will give him some relief, if it. 
be but for that. 
Cal. Do not torment me, pr' jfchee 1 I '11 bring my wood 

home ' faster 1 
.Ste. He 's in his 'fit now, and does not talk after the wisest. 
He shall taste of my bottle : if he have never drunk 
wine 'afore, it will go near to 'remove bis fit. 'Open 
your mouth ; here is that which will give language to 
you, cat ! Open your mouth : this will 'shake your 
shakiBg, I can tell you, and that soundly; — you cannot 
tell who 's your friend; — Open your chaps again. 
And Caliban drinks with a relish I Trinculo, in great trepidation, 
speaks fiom the other end of the cloak : 
Trin. ... I should know that voice. It 'should be — but 

he is drowned, and these are 'devils ! O, defend ma ! 
Ste. Four legs, and 'two voices! a most 'delicate monster. 
His ' forward voice, now, is to speak 'well of his friend ; 
his 'backward voice is to utter 'foul speeches, and to 
detract. If all the wine in my bottle will recover him, 
I will 'help bis ague. Come! — I will pour some in thy 
'other mouth. 
Trin. . . . Stephanol 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth 'call met Mercy! mercy I 
This is a 'devil, and no monster : I will leave him ; 'I 
bave no long spoon." 
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Trin. StepLano! — if tliou 'beeat Stephauo, toucU me, and 
speak to me; for I am Triiiculo; — be not afeaid, — thy 
good friend Triuculo. 

Ste. If thou 'beest Tiinculo, come forth. I '11 pull thee 
by the 'lesser lege: if any be 'Tiinculo's legs, these 
are they. . . . Thou 'art very Tiineulo indeed ! — But 
art thou not 'drowned, Stephano? I hope now, thou 
art not dro^vned. Is the stoira overblown T I hid me 
under the dead moon-calfs gaberdine for feai' of the 
storm- . . . And art thou 'living, Stephauo f O 
Stephono! 'two Neapolitans 'scaped! 

As ihey embrace, Caliban looks on admiringly: 

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not Sprites 1 
That 's a brave 'god, and bears celestial liquor : 
I will kneel to him. 

iSte. How didst thou 'scapeT How cam'st thou hither* 
Bweai' by this bottle, how thou cam'st hither. 'I 
escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors heaved 
overboard. Swear then how ' thou escap'dst. 

7Hn. ' Swum a-shore, man, Uke a duck. I 'am swim like a 
duck, I '11 be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book, [li,';"'',;!!] Though thou canst 
swim like a duck, thou aj't made like a 'goose. 

7yin. . . , O Stephanoj^hast any more of this? 

Ste. The whole butt, man : my cellar is in a rock by the 
sea-eide, where my wine is hid. How now, moon-calf? 
how does thine ague? 

Oal. Hast thou not dropped from 'heaven ? 

iile. Out o' the 'moon, I do assure thee ; I was the 'Man iu 
the moon, when time was. 

Cfil. I have 'seen thee in her, and I do 'adore thee : 

My mistress" showed nae thee, and thy dog, and thy 
bush. 

Ste. Come, 'swear to that; kiss the book; [Sb'""'"] I will 
f iimiah it anon with 'new contents : swear. 

Cal. I '11 show thee every 'fertile inch o' the island, 
And I will kiss thy foot, I pr'ythee, be my 'god. 

Sfi. Come on, then ; down, and swear. 

Cal. I '11 show thee the best 'springs ; I 11 pluck thee 
'berries i 
I '11 ' fish for thee, and get thee 'wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyraut that I serve 1 



BocmeilJ the tempest 457 

1 11 bear 'Lim no more atscka, but follow 'thee, 
Thou woucb'OUB man ! 

The sober Jester says in Bioaiiement : 

TW'i. A most 'ridiculous monster, to make a wonder of a' 
poor drunkard I 

Cat. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs' grow ; 
And I with my loug nails will dig thee pig-nuts -, . 
Show thee a jay's nest, and instrunt thee how 
To snare the nimble marmoset :" I '11 bring thee 
To clustering filbertK; aud sometimes I '11 get thee 
Young sea-mells" from the rock. 'Wilt thou go with 

8te. I pr'jfchee now, lead the way, without any more talk- 
ing.— Trine ulo, the Kiug aud all our company elsii 
being di-owned, 'we will inherit here.^Heie ; bear my 
bottle, monster. — Fellow Trinculo, we '11 till him by- 
and-by again. 
Gal. [*'"a!^?™;i'p™,'/.'°''] Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell ! 
No more dams I 'U miike loi &sh ; 
Hot f et<;b-in firing 
At reqairing ; 
Not sci'ape treacber, nor wrtsli diah : 
^f 'Ban. 'Ban, Ca— Calibttn 

H Has a 'new maatec — get a new 'man. 

■ Freedom, bey-day I hey-day, freedom I freedom 1 hey- 
day, freedom ! 
iSe. O brave monster! lead the way. [fT.suoi. 



prince Ferdinand — whom his father supposes to be drowned— 
is Btill employed in Prospero's cell. For Miranda's sake, he sub- 
raits to be a hewer of wood and a drawer of water : 
Fer. There be some 'sports are 'painful, and their labour 
'Delight in them sets-off :'' This my mean task 
Would be as 'heavy to ma as odious ; but 
The mistress whom I serve 'quickeus" what 's dead. 
And makes my labours 'pleasures I O, 'she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father 's 'crabbid ; 
Aud be 's 'composed of harshness. I must remove 
Some 'thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
TJpon a sore injunction : my sweet mistress 
'Weeps when she sees me work ; and saysy such base- 
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Had never like executor. ... I forget : 

But these sweet thouglits do eveu 'refreeh my labours. 

Most busy-leas wlien I do it." 

Miranda enters ; (Proapero observes at a distance), 

JUira. Alas 1 now, pray you, 

Work not so hard : I would the 'ligbtuiug had 
Burnt up those logs that you are eujoiued to pile- 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns, 
'T will 'weep for having wearied you. My father 
Is hard at study; pray now, rest yourself: 
He 's safe for these three hours. 

J^er. most dear mistresa, 

The sun will 'set, before I shall diacliarge 
"What I 'must strive to do. 

Mira. If you '11 sit down, 

' I '11 bear your logs the while. Pray, give 'me that ; 
'I '11 carry it to the pile. 

J^ei: No, precious creatui-e ! 

I had rather oraek my sinews, break my back. 
Than 'you should such dishonour undergo, 
While 'I sit lazy by. 

Mim. It would become 'me 

As well as it does 'you ; and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good-will is to it^ 
And yours it is against. — O, you look 'wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; 't is fresh 'morning with me, 
When 'you are by at 'night. I do beseech you, 
(Chipfly that I might set it in my prayers,) 
What is your name f 

Mira. Miranda. ... my father, 

I have broke your hest'' to say so. 

Fer. 'Admired Miranda, 

Indeed the 'top of admii-ation ; worth 
What 's dearest to the 'woild ! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard j and, many a time, 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear- ; for 'severd virtues 
Have I liked several 'women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some 'defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest 'grace she owed. 
And put it to the foil :° but you, O you, 



And put it to the foil :° but you, O you, I 

So perfect and so peerless, are created 
^^ Of every creature's ' best I J 
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Mira. I do not kuow 

'One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor Lave I Been 

IMore that I may uill 'mea, than tbtiu, good fnend. 
And my dear father : how features are 'abroad, 
I am skilless of ; but by my modesty, 
The 'jewel in mj dower, I would not wish 
Any companioTi in the world— but 'you ! 
Nor can imagination form a Bhape, 
Besides yourself, to ' like of . . . . But I prattle 

Something too wildly, and my father's precepta 

I therein do forget. 
Fer. 'I am, in my condition, 

A 'prince, Miranda ; I do think, a ' king ; 

(I would, not so ! ) and can no more endure 

This 'wooden 'slavery ! — Hear my 'soul speak : 

The very instant that I 'sa,w you, did 

My heart 'fly to your service; there 'resides. 

To make me alave to 'it : and for 'your sake, 

Am I this patient log-man. 
Miru. . . , 'Do you love me? 

Fer. O heaven 1 earth! be ai- witness to this sound i 

And crown what I profess with 'kind event, 

If I speak 'true ; if 'hollowly, invert 

What best is boded me to 'mischief! 

Beyond all limit of what else i' the world, 

I love, prize, honour 'you ! 
Mira. I nm a fool, 

To 'weep at what I am 'glad of. — 
Per. ' Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira. At mine unworthiness. Hence, bashful 'cunning ! 

And prompt me, plain and holy 'ionocence! 

I am your 'wife, if you will marry me ; 

But I '11 be your 'servant, whether you will or no. 
Fer. My 'mistiess, deai'est! And I thus humble ever, 
Mira. My husband, then f 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 

As bondage e'er of ' freedom : here 's my hand. 
Mira. And mine, with my ' heart in 't ! And now farewell, 

Till half an hour hence. 
Fer. A thousand thousand I ["i^jiT™'!' 

As the now plighted lovers separate, Ptospero, who, unseen, had 
observed them, advances : 
I'Toi. So glad of this as ' they, I cannot be. 
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Who are Hurprised with all ; but 'my rej'oieing 
At notbjng caa be 'more. I '11 to my book j • 
For yet, ere supper- time, must I perform 
Much buainesB upper taioiug- 



I 



On another part of the Island we again find Trinculo. Stephano, 
and Caliban — all very dnink and very quarrelsome, plotting to de- 
stroy Pros pero. The invisible Ariel, occasionally audible, hovers 
around : The island-monster says : 

Cal. Aa I told thee before, I am subject to a 'tyrant ; a 
sorcerer, that, by Ms camuug, liath cheated 'me of tlie 
island- 

Ari. (Thou liestl) 

Cai. . . . 'Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou ! I would, 
my valiant master would 'destroy thee ! I do 'not he. 

Ste. . . . Tiinculo, if you ti'ouble him auy more iii bis tale, 
by this hand, I will Buppluut some of your teeth. 

Trill. Why, I said 'nothing. 

Ste. Mum, then, aud no more! — [c^^J Proceed. 

Cal. I Hfty, by 'sorcery he got this isle ; 

Fi'om 'me he got it. If tby greatness 'will, 
'Revenge it on him — for, I know, thou 'dar'st — 
Thou shalt be ' lord of it, and I 'il serve ' thee. 

Ste. How now shall this be 'compassed? Canst thou 'bring 
me to the party t 

Cal. Tea, yea, my lord : I '11 yield him thee asleep. 
Where thou may'st knock a nail into his head. 

Ari. (Thou liest i thou 'canst not.) 

Cal. . . . What a pied" ninny 's this 1 Thou scurvy patch !° — 
I do beseech thy greatnesH, give him 'blows, 
And take his bottle from him ; when that 's gone, 
He shall drink nought but 'brine; for I '11 not show 

Where the quick freabes^ are. 
8te. Trinculo, run into no further danger : interrupt the 

monster one word further, and, by this hand, I '11 turn 

my mercy out of doors, and make B 'stock-fisb° of 

tbee. 
2W". Why, what did I? I did nothing. I 'U go further 

off. ' 

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied T 
Ari. ('Thou heat.) 
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Sle. Do I SO? take thou tliat. [Tni".] As you like this, 
give me the lie 'another time. 

Trill. I did 'not give the lie. — Out o' youi- wita, and hear- 
ing too ? — A plague o' your bottle I this can sack and 
drinking do. — A muri-ain on your monnter I 

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. — Pr'ythee, stand far- 
ther off.^Come, proceed. 

Cal. Wby, as I told thee, 't is a custom with him 

r the aftei-noon to sleep : there thou may'at 'brain hir 

Having first seized hia 'books; or with a log 

Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake, 

Or cut his weasand' with thy knife. Eemember, 

' Pji'st to poaaesa his ' books ; for without, ' tliem 

He 8 but a. sot, as I am, nor hath not 

One Spirit to command : tbey 'all do hate him 

As rootedly as 'I. Burn but his books. 

But ' that ruost deeply to consider, is 

The beauty of his daughter ; I ne'er saw a won 

But only Sycorax my dam, and she ; 

But 'she as far eurpasseth ' Sycorax, 

As greatest does the least. 

Ste. Monster, I 'will kill this man. Hia daughter 
will be King and Queen ; (save oui 
Trinculo and thyself shall bevioe-roya. — Dost thou 'like 
the plot, Trinculo? 

Trin. Excellent! 

Ste. Gi^e me thy hand : I am aorry I beat thee ; but . . . 
while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this half-hour will he be asleep i 
Wilt thou destroy him ' then? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 

Art. (This will I tell my master.) 

Val. I'hou mak'at me 'meiry : I am ' full of pleasure. 
Let us be jocund ; will you troll the catch" 
Tou taught me but while-erel 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do 'reaaon, 'any reason. 
Come on, Trinculo, 'let ua aing. 

isiDsM FloTit 'em, and aoout 'em ; 

And Hcoiit >etn, and flout 'em ; 
Thought is frse I 

Cal. That 's not the 'tuue. 
The concealed Ariel plays the tune on a tabor and pipe. — Stephai 

and Trinculo are very much afraid. 
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. What is this sameT 

7Vin. 'This is the time of our catch, — played by the picture 
of Nobody ! 

Ste. ... If thou beest a 'man, show thyself In thy litenesa : 
if thou beeat a 'devil, take 't as thou liHt. 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins ! 

Sle. He that 'dies, pays all debts : I defy thee ! — Mercy 
upon us ! 

Col. Be 'not afeard ; the isle is 'full of noises, — 

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 
Sometimes, a thousand twanglitig 'iustrumente 
Will hum about mine ears ; aud sometime, 'voices, 
That, if I then bad waked after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep 'again : and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds, metbought, would 'open, and show riches 
Beady to 'drop upon me, — that, when I waked, 
I 'cjded to dream again I 

Sle. This will prove a brave kingdom to 'me, where I shall 
have my music for nothing. 

Cal. When Prospero is 'destroyed. 

Ste. That 'shall be by-and by : I remember the story. 

TriTi. The sound is going away : let 's follow it, and, after, 
do our work. 

Ste. Xiead, monster ; we 11 follow. — I would, I could 'see 
this taborer: he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come ? I 'II foUow, Stephauo. («-»n,. 

The drunken trio follow the music of the invisible Ariel, who 

entices ttaem onward to their punishment. 



The King of Naples and hia friends have now given up all hope 
of the Prince's safety. While they are hungry and eicbauBled, 
Prospero causes a magnificent banquet to be brought to their 'sight ; 
but when they are about to partake, the luscious feast vanishes, and 
Ariel, like a harpy, tells them 'why they are so treated : 

AH. You are three men of siu I whom Destiny 
{That hath to instrument' this lower world 
And what is in 't) the never- surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up ; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you, 'mongst men, 
Being most unfit to live I 

They angrily draw their swords. 
Too fools I I and my fellows 
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Ah Are Ministers of 'Fate : tlie elements, 
^H Of whom your swords are tempered, may as well 
^F Wound the loud 'winds, or, with bemoeked-at Btabs, 
Kill the still-cloaiiig 'waters, as diminish 
One 'dowle" that 'a in my plume : my fellow- Ministf 
Are 'like'' invulnerable. If you 'could ' 
Tour swords are now too massy for your strengths, 
And will not be uplifted. But remember, 
{For that 's my 'business to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero ( 
Fixposed unto the sea (which hath requit it) 
Him, and bis innocent child : for which foul deed 
The Powers,— delaying, not forget ting,^have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the 'creatures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alouzo, 
They have bereft : and do pronounce, by me, 
' Lingeiing perdition, (worse than any death 
Can be at once,) shall, step by step, attend 
You, and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from, 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
TJpon your heads,) is nothing but 'heart's ' 
And a 'clear life ensuing. 
Ariel vanishes in thunder ; the wretched Alonzo 
Alori. O, it is monstrous! monstrous! 

Metbought, the ' bOlows spoke, and told me of it ; 
The 'winds did sing it to me ; and the ' thunder, 
(That deep and dreadful organ-pipe,) pronounced 
The name of 'Prosper: it did bass' my trespass I 
'Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded I and 
I 'U seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded. 
And with him there lie mudded. Pl,'^ ei"",;! 



We have again before us the Magician's Cell, and Prospi 

dressing Ferdinand and Miranda ; 

J'ros. If I have too 'austerely punished you. 
Your 'compensation makes Eimends ; for I 
Have given you here a thread'' of mine 'own life, 
Or that for which I hve. All thy vexations 
Were but my 'trials of tby love; and thou 
Hast strangely 'stood the test! Here, afore Heaven, 
I 'ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand, 
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Do Qot smile a,i, me ttiat I 'boant lier off; 
for tbou ehalt £nd aha will outBtrip 'all praise. 
And muke it 'halt behind bei*. 
tj^er. I do believe it, against an 'oracle. 
^jProa. Then, as my 'gift, and thine ow-n acquisition 
'Worthily purchased, 'take my daughter I 
Sit then and talk with lier ; she ia tliine 'own,— 
What, Ariel ! my industrious servant, Ariel T 
Ariel enters 
i. What 'would my potent master f here I am. 
I J'roH. Thou, and thy meaner fellows, your last eei 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such 'another trick. Go, bring the 'rabble,' _ 
(O'er whom I give thee power,) here, to this place: 
Incite them to 'quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow, upon the eyes of this yonng couple, 
Some vanity" of mine art : it ia my 'promise. 
And they expect it from me. 
Art. Presently? 

J'ros. Ay, with a twiuk. 

■*'. Before you can say, " Come," and " Go," 
And breathe twice, and cry, "So bo," 
Each one, tripping on bis toe, 
Will be here with mop and mow." 
Do you love me, master ? — no t 
■. J'roa. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach 

Till thou dost hear me 'caU. l^lX 



Soft n 



No tongue, all 'eyes ! 



immediately heard. 
Be silent. 



t 



Vain of the magical arts in which he excels, Prospero proceeds 
to give to Ferdinand a practical display of his incantations. The 
regions of mythology are unveiled : — Ceres, the bounteous harvest- 
goddess ; Iris, the many-coloured messenger of heaven ; and Juno 
herself — the Queen of celestial existences— appear in visioned forms 
of exquisite beauty before the enraptured lovers ; and promise, 
amid the dazzling splendouis of fairy land and with all the charms 



Juno. Honour, ricliea, marr 

I^ng continuance, aud increasing j 
'Hourly joys be atill upon you I 
Jnno Biti[(B her blessing on youl 
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Onvi. EmUi'h inoraiiM, kuJ foiiian* plenty, 
Btirns nod gnnien niever i-mpty -. 
Tiueii with ulUNtt^riu); tiuuchi-a |jriiwli>([ ; 
Planla witli goodly burdnii hatihig. 
Spring cotue to you. at tht^ fartliefll, 
In the very 'end of hurveel '. 
, Soarcity nud want HhnU sbim yon; 
'Ceres' blesBiDg 'ho iu on yi>u I 



Wbile tbe spectacular display of magic power ia procreding, 

Prospero suddenly starts up: 

Jr'ros. ("id'.i I Iwd forgot that foul eonapiracy 
Of the bea&t Calibau. aud liis coufedi^rateK, 
Against my life ; tlie 'iuinut« of their plot 
la almoat come. — [spUw,] WeL done ! — Xvoid : — np more ! 

Fer. This is strange ! Your father \ in some 'poBsioii 
That works hun 'strongly. 

Mira. Never till this day 

Saw I him touched with anger bo distempered.'' 

Proa. . . . You do look, my son, in a 'moved sort," 
As if you were 'dismayed : tie 'cheerful, sir. — 
Our revels now aie ended. These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were 'all Spirits, aud 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 
And like the baseleBS fabrio of this vision. 
The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit,'' — shall dissolve, 
And 'like this insubstantial 'pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack*' behind. 'We are such stuff 
As 'dreams are made of; and our little life 
Is rounded' with a sleep. — Sir, I 'am vexed : 
Beai' with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled : 
Be not disturbed with 'my infirmity. 
If you be pleased, retire into my cell, 
And there repose : a turn or two 1 '11 walk, 
To still my beating mind.' 
Fer., Mira. We wish your peace, l"""!- 

Ptos. ...Comewitha'thought;—Ithanfe thee, Ariel; Cornel 

Ariel enters : 
AH. Thy thoughts I 'cleave" to. What 's thy pleasure T 
.Pros. We muat 'prepare to meet with Cahban. 

Say again, 'where didst thou leave these varlets? 
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^^^^ ^ri. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking : 
^^^B So full of valour, that they smote the air 

^^^^ For breathing in their faces : bent the ground 

^^^B For kiesing of their feet ; yet always bending 

^^^1 Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor, 

^^^f At which, like unbacked colts, they raised their ears, 
^^^r Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses, 

I Aa they 'smelt music. 'So I charmed their ears, 

I That, calf-like, they my lowing followed, through 

Toothed briers, ahai'p furzes, stinging gosa,° and tboms, 
I Which entered their frail shins. At last I left tbem 

r the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell. 

There dancing up to their chins, in the foul lake. 
J'ros. This was well done, my bird ! 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still ; 

The trumpery'' in my house, go, bring it hither. 

For stale" to catch these thieves. 

■^"- I go, I go- [a^'. 

J'ros. ... A devil! a 'born devil 1 on whose nature 
Nurture* can never stick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, are all lost, quite lost! 
And as, with age, his 'body uglier grows. 
So his 'mind cankers. I will plague them all 
Even to roaring. 

Ariel returns laden with glistering apparel, &c. 
Come hang them on this line. 
While Prospero and Ariel remain invisible, enter Caliban, 
Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet and covered with mud. 

They suddenly see the splendid garments, and, forgetting their 
murderous intention, (notwithstanding Caliban's remonstrances,) 
proceed to load him with the regal finery, — when a noise of hunters 
is heard. Divers Spirits enter in shape of hounds, and hum them 
about : Prospero and Ariel setting them on. 
J'ros. Hey, Mountain, hey ! 
Ari. Silver, there it goes, Silver! 
I'roB. Fury, Fury I there. Tyrant, there ! hark, hark ! 

Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo are thus driven out : and Pros- 
pero gives Ariel directions for their punishment ; 

Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints 

AVith dry convulsions ; Bhorten up their sinews 

With aged cramps; and more pinch-spotted make 

them, 
Than pard° or cat-o'-monntfun,' 



(Jynx. 
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■i. Hftrk, they roar! 

'OS. Let them be hunted Boundly.' — At thia hour 
Lie at my mercy 'all mine enemies: 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom. For a little 
Follow, anil do me BerYice, ik" 



Prospero in his magic robes, and Ariel, are again before us out- 
side the cell : 

I'ros. Now does my project gather to a ' head : 

My churma crack" oot, my Spirits obey, and Time 
Goes upright with his carriage." How 's the day t 

Ari. On the 'sixth hour ; at which time, my lord, 
Tou said our work should 'cease. 

J'ros. I 'did say so. 

When first I raised the Tempeat. Say, my Spiiit, 
How fares the King and 'a followers 1 

Ari. Confined together, 

In the same fashion aa you gave in charge ; 
Just as you left them : all are prisonera, sir ; 
They caiiuot 'bud^re till your release. The King, 
'Hia brother, and yours, abide all three diatraotedj 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brimful of sorrow and dismay : but chiefly 
Him that yoa termed, air, " The good old lord, Gon- 

zalo : " 
His teara run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds. Your charm so 'strongly worka 

That, if you 'now beheld them, your affections 
Would become 'tender. ' Min n would, sir, were I 
'human. 
J'roa. . . . And mine 'shall. 

Hast 'thou, which art but: air, a touch,^ a feeling 
Of their afflictions? and shall not 'myself, — 
One of their kind, — be 'kindlier moved than 'thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am atrack to the 

Yet, 'with my nobler 'reason, 'gainst my fury, 

Do I take part. The rarer action is 

In 'virtue than in 'vengeance. They being 'penitent, 
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^M The Bole drift of iny purpose dotli extend 
B Not a, 'frovm further. Go, 'I'elease them, Ariel. 
* My charms I 'U brfak, their seaBes I 'U restore, 

Aud they shall be ' themselTes. 
Ari. m fetch them, sir. w.il 

Proa. . . . Te elves' — of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
groves i — 
And ye that on the 'Bands, with printless foot, 
Do chase the ebbing Neptime, and do fly Mm 
When he comes back ; — you demi-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; — and you whose pastime 
Is to make midniyht mushrooms ["—that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; — by whose aid, 
('Weak masters though ye be) I have bedimmed 
The noon-tide sun, called forth the mutinous winds, 
And, 'twixt the green sea aud the azured vault. 
Set roaring war; to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given 'fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt; the strong-baaed promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by the spurs' plucked up 
The pine aud cedar ; graves, at my command. 
Have 'waked their sleepera, 'oped, and let them forth. 
By my so potent art! But this rough Magic 
I here abjure ; and, when I have required 
Some heavenly 'music (which even now I do), 
To work mine end upon 'their senses that 
This airy charm is for,— I '11 'break my staf^ 
' Bury it certain" fathoms in the earth : 
And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 
I '11 'drown my ' book. C^S? 

Re-enter Ariel : after him, Alonzo, with Irantic gestures, attended 
by Gonzolo ; Sebastian and Antorjo, in like manner. They all 
enter the circle which Prospero has made, and there stand charmed. 
" Forgiveness " is the only remaining talisman. The yet un- 
recogniied Prospero addresses th-em, each in tutn ; promises re- 
ward to the good old lord Gonzalo, and pardon lo his unnatural 
brother. Then he sends for his ducal robes ; and Ariel, helping to 
attire him, breaks forth into happy song: 
Ari. [Sium.i Where the bee Hucks, there lurk= I ; 
lu a cowfilip'a bell I lie ; 
There I ooneh when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly. 
After sammer, merrily. 
Merrily, merrily, aUftU I LWe 'now. 
Under the blossom ttint, ^111141,6 01 
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I'ros. Why, that 'a my dainty Ariel ! I shall 'miss thee, 
But yet thou 'shalt Lave freedom : — so, so, bo.,— 
To the King's ship, invisible aw thou art : 
There shalt thou find tbemarioera asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain, 
Being awake, 'enforce them to this place, 
And presently, I pr'ythee. 
Ari. I 'drink the air before me, and return 

Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [a^T". 

Praspero now presents himself as the wronged Duke of Milan ; 
and, after some remissness, his title is recognized by his usurping 
bTothei. Even this act of justice is not to pass without an imme- 
diate reward : — the entrance to the cell is magically thrown open, 
and the loM Prince Ferdinand is discovered playing at chesa with 
Miranda. Alonzo in astonishment exclaims : 
Alon. If ' this prove a 'vision of the island. 
One dear son shall I 'twice lose ! 

Ferdinand rushes forward : 
Fer. . . . Though the seas ' threaten, they are 'merciful : 

I have cursed them without cause ! ['''w .ii°r'" 

Alon. Now, all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 
Miranda timidly advances : 
Mira. wonder! 

How 'many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous 'mankind is ! brave 'new world, 
That has such people in 't ! 
Alon. What is this maid ? 

Your eld'at acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the 'goddess, that bath severed us, 
And brought us thus 'together? 
Fer. Sir, she is 'mortal j 

But, by 'im-mortal Providence, she 's 'mine 1 
I those her, when I could not ask my 'father 
For his advice, — nor thought I 'had one. She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, — 
Of whom 80 often I have 'heard renown, 
But never 'saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a 'second life : and second ' father 
This lady makes him to me. 
Alon. [li/i^:] Give me your hands : 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace 'his heart 
That doth not wish you joj \ 
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170 THE BBAPEU'S BUAKESPE&RB. 

Ariel tc-entcTB, with the Master and Boatswain amazedly foUavr'aig. 

Gon. look, BIT, look 1 here are more of us Wbat is the 
iiewB ' 

Boats. The 'best news is, tbat we have safely found 
Our King, and company ! the 'next, our ship 
Ih tight and jare,' and bravely rigged, as when 
We first put out to eea ! 
^J'ros. Come hither, Spirit : 

Set Caliban and hie companions free ; 
TJiitie the spell. [j^ 

There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 
Ariel returns, driving in Caliban, wilh Stcphano, and Trinculo. 

drunk ; all dresHcd in slolen apparel. 

J'ro.i. Mark but the ' badges of these men, my lords. 
Then say if they be 'true. This mis-shapen knave, 
His motjier was a witch ; and one so strong 
That could control the Moon: these three have 

robbed me ; 
And this demi-devil had plotted with them 
To take my ' life : ' two of these fellows 'you 
Must know, and owd -, 'this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge 'mine. — [J,",] Go, sirrah, to my cell* 
Take with you your companions : as you look 
To have my pai'dou, trim it handsomely. 

Col. Ay, that I will ; and I '11 be wise hereafter, 
And seek (or gi-ace. What a thrice-double ass 
Was I, to take this drunkard for a 'god, — 
And worship ' this dull fool ! 

J'ros. Go to ; away ! [^'^d*? 

Sir, I invite your highness and your train 
To mj poor cell, where you shall take your rest 
For this one night ; which, (part of it,) I '11 waste 
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make )" 
Go 'quick away ;— the story of my life, 
And the particular accidents gone by. 
Since I came to this isle. And in the mom, 
I '11 bring you to your ship ; and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized ; 
And thence retii'e me to my Milan, where 
Every ' tbii'd thought shall be . . . my 'gi-ave ! 
Alon. I'l 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 



Scene 1.] TEE TEMPEST. 

Pros. I '11 deliver* al) ; 

And promise you calm Bess, auHpicious galee, 
And sail bo expeditious, that shall catch 

»Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel, — chick,— 
That is thy charge ; then to the elements ! — 
Be free, and fare thou well I— Please you, draw e 
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supposed to be the last 



Now my 'charms are all o'erthrown. 
And what strength I have 's miiie 'own ; 
Which is most faint : now, 't is true, 
I must be here 'confined by you, 
Or sent to ' Naples. Let me not, — 
Since I have my dukedom got, 
And pardoned the deceiver, ^-liwell 
In this bare island, b; 'your spell i 
But 'release me from my bands. 
With the help of your good hands.* 
Gentle breath of yours my Bails 
Must fill, or else my project fails — 
Which was, to please. ' Now, I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 
And my ending is 'despair, 
UniesB I be relieved by prayer, — 
Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 
As 'you from Crimea would pai'doned be, 
Let your indulgence eet 'me free. 



End of The Tempest. 
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